
        
            
                
            
        

    







BIMBO PANIC! 5




by




Jen Eastwood




Copyright © 2020 Jen Eastwood. All rights reserved.





READER ADVISORY:



This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.



OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD






JEN EASTWOOD AUTHOR BLOG





AUTHOR’S NOTE:



I held off on publishing this one due to Amazon having technical issues with new titles. Missing covers and that sort of thing. Now that it’s sorted out, I’m no longer sitting on the conclusion of this series.

The ending took a bit of a swerve, and it’s one I don’t usually use. But like always, I’m not about to spoil it before you get there.

And hey, Harem Hex
 is about to start publishing soon. So be on the lookout.


BIMBO PANIC! 5

Here we were. In an unassuming building, in a suburb of Cleveland you wouldn’t expect. Akron, Ohio is really damn unremarkable like that.

Myself and the girls waited in a room nicer than the rest the place. And on Dr. Clare’s advice, they were dressed to put jaws on the floor.

Even through the wooden doors, I couldn’t make out so much as a mumble. Someone cracked a gavel down a few times, but that was it.

Another door opened to my left. Jumping and nearly shitting myself, I turned around to see Dr. Clare.

“Alright, Carter...” She looked at everyone, pleased with how my ‘test subjects’ were dolled up. “Jaradale’s been on the defensive all morning. I need you to open yourself up and let him attack.”

Which made it sound like I was about to be the sacrificial lamb. “I don’t follow.”

“He doesn’t know that we’ve found the dosing pump or the changes in the formula. All I need from you is an opening. The instant
 he questions your credentials, I’ll present what you’ve found, myself.”

I straightened my tie and pinched my collar. “A suckerpunch never lost a fight, I guess.”

All five of my girls looked at us, still in the dark about why we’d taken this ‘vacation’ to Akron.

Maybe it was to clear my own head, but I had to ask one favor of Cynthia. “I’ll go through with it, but only if you tell them the truth.”

Dr. Clare knew who I was talking about. Without hesitation, she turned around and addressed everyone else in the room. “Carter trusts me to spill the beans, and all of you have faith in my word. I don’t know what’s wrong with the man, but he wants full-disclosure on his end.”

Someone knocked from the other side of the double doors. “Mr. Carter. It your time to speak.”

At least I wasn’t dressed in an untailored suit or an unpressed shirt, like this was Jethro P. Methhead’s first misdemeanor hearing. But it wasn’t exactly a court of law, either.


Jaradale paced in his lab coat. Sitting in my chair, I knew better than to ask when he was about to finish walking laps around the place. ‘Scared and kind of dumb’ wasn’t a hard act to put up. The trick was gonna be dropping it later.

He finally turned my way and opened up. “My subordinate here, Reed Carter, has performed our first human trial of Succuba Alpha. Under the board’s specific instructions, of course.”

Men and a few women sat behind a long counter, with who I assumed was Dr. Clare’s husband in the center. Knowing I’d fucked his wife had me sweating and grinning at the same time.

“So, Mr. Carter, would you explain the effects of the experiment I put you in charge of?”

I pulled the microphone closer and scooted forward. “Lowered inhibitions, increased socialization, and general gregariousness.” As I cleared my throat, I felt my face get hot. “But most notably, their libidos seem to have taken over their personalities.”

Jaradale smirked at me before turning to his bosses. “Exactly as the lucky devil describes, and fitting your specifications to the letter. Can we end this farce of a disciplinary review, now?”

The gavel cracked through the room. Cynthia’s husband looked me in the eyes and started drawling in a cockneyed Australian accent, “Mike, shut up and let the kid speak.”

A chuckle leaked out of me.

Which had Jaradale spinning in place and shooting a look meant to kill.

Feeling more at ease, Dr. Clare’s trap for him needed setup before we could spring it. “The human trial began as I expected. With the first three subjects, their behavioral changes matched those of our drosphila melanogaster specimens.”

Someone in the panel blurted out, “What the hell does that mean?”

Matching Rickard’s laid-back posture, I answered, “They fuck like common fruit flies, sir.”

A little more than half of the crowd laughed. Then the head honcho hammered wood on wood again. “Alright, that’s enough.” He weaved his fingers together and rested his chin on them. “I’ve come to understand that my wife was exposed to the formula during her visit.”


Oh hell…
 With two dozen people staring me down, and probably owning more wealth than the GDP of some countries between them, my asshole puckered. “That’s correct. One of the test subjects, Julia Baker, administered the dose without my authorization.”

“Ease up, son. I’ve actually enjoy the changes in Cynthia. Our child is a product of the Patrem trials, and it wasn’t my ass taking it, if you catch what I mean.”

Some of them gasped. Others snickered.

Cold as it was in that room, I began sweating. “I’m vaguely familiar with that program, based on what Dr. Clare has told me.”

He went ahead and spilled the whole sack of beans. “Patrem and Succuba are intended to work together. You can probably tell by the name of our organization… GeneFactor was formed to guide the evolution and future of humanity.”


By turning women into unabashed whores?
 Not that I dared put it that way. “I have to ask, what will happen to the test subjects after this trial ends?”

“You’re concerned with their well-being before anything else. Exactly as my wife’s report stated.”

Jaradale kept trudging around the open floor between myself and council. Finally, he snapped. “If this hearing is about the treatment of the test subjects, why am I
 here?”

“I told you to shut the hell up!” Everyone shot bolt-straight in their chairs. “But let’s get to the core the matter.” Our leader picked up a radio and mumbled a few words into it.

The security guards opened the same doors I’d come through. And in trotted my bunch, like a parade of flesh and raw sexuality, with Dr. Clare bringing up the rear.

One of the board members leaned into his microphone. “If I can be a little crass right now, our witness has gotta be a happy bastard.”

Faith raised her hand, but didn’t wait for anyone to acknowledge her. “Oh yeah, we make sure Carter’s happy!”

The owner of this mess nearly laughed his ass off. “Ladies, I’m Janus Rickard, CEO of GeneFactor. The board you stand in front of owns the shop you work for.”

I couldn’t help admiring the figures stand in the middle of the room. Faith, River, and Vida had all that early to mid-twenties tightness going for them. Meanwhile, Katie and Julia were packing some god-tier MILF bodies. Minus the extra baggage around the middle that came with having kids.

Janus took his time, putting eyes on each of them. “On my wife’s recommendation, I’m moving your little family unit up to our first test combining the Succuba and Patrem formulas. Do any of you ladies have an objection to staying with Mr. Carter, for the long-term?”

Jaradale rushed himself in front of my girls. “What are you saying? These trials aren’t anywhere close to ready!”

“You’re already on trial to keep your damn job. And didn’t I tell you to shut up, already?”

“This is madness!” Jaradale slung his lab coat off. “We don’t even have blood tests on these women, and Mr. Carter is in no way fit for the Patrem trials!”

The gavel cracked down again. “Guards, kindly escort this moral dwarf off the property. And just so you know, Doctor, your research belongs to us. Share one detail, and we’ll have you sued into financial and legal oblivion.”

My bones wanted to jump out of my body as they frog-walked Jaradale away. But I didn’t have long to revel in it.

GeneFactor’s chief looked at me again. “Mr. Carter, based on your treatment of these girls, I don’t have any qualms about following my wife’s recommendation and putting you in charge of these kinds of experiments. Clearly, ethical considerations need to factor more highly in our operations.”

The knot of my tie bunched around my throat. “Excuse me?”

“Do I have to repeat myself again? She’ll advise you on the scientific matters, but I can’t allow this organization to run roughshod over the basic dignity of people. Congratulations. You’re our new Head of Behavioral Research, should you accept the appointment.”

I was gobsmacked. Dr. Clare had warned me that I was as qualified as a gas station clerk was to run an accounting firm. But I trusted Cynthia. Maybe for the wrong reasons, or maybe for the right ones.

Looking at the five girls staring back at me, I knew their only chance at proper treatment rested in my hands. “I’m willing to discuss the rest of the details in-private, but can I ask our test subjects one question the council will promise to respect?”

Janus looked at his wife, then back at me. “Don’t hesitate. Go ahead and ask them.”

That gaggle of five turned even further my way. Putting my lips up to that microphone was the hardest thing I’d ever done in my life. “If any of you want out, raise a hand.”

Waiting for eternal seconds, only one of them did. “Alright, Vida. You still have a job, if you want to keep it. You didn’t ask for any of this to happen.”

My girls whispered among themselves. Then another couple of hands went up.

Faith and Katie stepped forward, looking like I expected an apology from them.

“I’ll give you two the same deal. Your same positions, and no further part in this experiment. It’s on me to make sure you’re compensated for participating so far.”

River and Julia stayed behind, trading glances at each other.

After a moment, I pulled the microphone closer. “Well, now’s your chance. Get out while you still can.”

Julia shook her head first, then took a step back.

Warm fuzzies shot up my back seeing River there. But I had to know. “Are you absolutely sure about this?”

River’s mouth fell open. Clasping both hands in front of her hips, she took one step forward in that blue dress. “Carter...” Then she looked back at Janus.

“Go ahead. Whatever you decide, every member of this council will respect it.”

Her wrist turned inside her own fingers as she turned my way again. “We hated each other, at first. And now you’re giving me a choice. That’s just cruel.”

I wanted to answer, but Janus burst through before I could. “Young lady, this man is offering you a way out, should you want to take it. So will you, or not?”

She didn’t know who to look at. But River started talking anyway. “Before I met Carter, I didn’t believe I could trust anyone. Now that he’s proven himself, the cruelest thing he could do is put my fate back in my own hands.”

Talk about a shot to the gut.

Then Janus Rickard did the last thing I expected. “So you two… You trust this man, after all he’s done, on behalf of this organization?”

Julia took one step toward him, every sequin in her red dress glittering through the spotlight. “I can only speak for myself. But... Absolutely.”

Then Faith stepped next to her manager. “I may not have the authority to say a word in this room, but if Carter is willing to give us that choice, I’m not willing to abandon him yet. I take my decision back.”

I didn’t know what the hell was going on. And then Katie stepped right alongside them. “I agree. As the last one of us he’s met, even I know Carter has been looking out for each and every one of your ‘test subjects.’”

Vida’s first step forward rang out like a gunshot. “I’m not as attached to the place as the rest of them, but I have to agree. If he knew what was going on, Carter could have taken full advantage. And what could we have done about it?”

Cackling behind his podium, Janus nearly fell out of his chair. When he finally recollected himself, the old bastard stared daggers at me. “I had my doubts about this recommendation, but doubting these women would be the height of insanity.”

This shit was hard enough to believe, before the trial even started. I studied the room, watching the board whisper among themselves.

“All in favor of making Reed Carter our new Head of Behavioral Research, say ‘aye.’”

Like a chorus, most of them belted it out.

Two or three protested with ‘nay,’ but it didn’t look like any of the others cared.

The gavel slapped down, louder than ever. “Mr. Carter, it’s unanimous enough. You may not have the qualifications we’ve outlined, but your merit goes above and beyond. Take care of these girls, and make damned-well sure that the heads of your research programs follow your example.”


I was still taking in what the in the hell had just happened. The waitress plucked the menu out of my hands, staring back like I was supposed to spout off a canned speech.

Janus leaned over the table, directly across from me. “Filet, medium-rare. 1996 Sauvignon. And I guess a baked potato. Extra chives.”

The fancy dining room was a blur. Yeah, River and Julia sat next to me, but I hadn’t got over the shell-shock quite yet.

Pain flew up my shin. Then another time. It took a second to put the sharp toe of a heel and Dr. Clare’s face together.

I wanted to chuck my glass of water in her face. But as soon as she realized I was back in reality, Cynthia looked at her husband. “You still haven’t told Carter about the draft to combine the Patrem and Succuba projects.”

Janus leaned against his wife’s shoulder, but didn’t exactly whisper in her ear. “He fucked you good, didn’t he?”

River pinched the top of my thigh, not trying to hide what she had to say, either. “Really, Carter?”

Cynthia grazed the hard end of her shoe down my leg. “It’s not his fault. Someone,
” she looked at Julia, “exposed me to a sample without my knowledge.”

I put my glass down. “You’re one to talk. Even I didn’t know about this shit, and that’s when I was making fruit flies bang each other like drums.”

Janus poked his wife in the ribs. “He’s gotcha there. If I even cared about who you fuck, it’d come out of your ass, this time.”

Shooting Dr. Clare my best ‘oh, damn’ look, I pretended to wipe my mouth.

Then Faith slammed her fists against the table. “You two had sex with his wife?” Yeah, loud enough that every neck in the restaurant whiplashed our way. “And you’re not even mad, Sir?”


Fuck me.
 “I can pay the bill. Quadrupling my salary was really damned generous.”

Janus kinda winked at me, not giving a shit who heard him. “Give me fifteen minutes with this little redhead, and we’ll call it even.”

I thought the place was quiet before. But now you could hear conversations down the street. “That’s up to her, but it’d probably shut her trap for a while.”

Everyone’s boss lost his ass, cackling like he’d learned his worst enemy died in a tragic mini-golf accident.

Giving him a minute, I expected Janus to get up and pull Faith away for some hidden spot. But it never happened. “See? This is why I trust my wife so much.”


Without a single hotel room booked between the six of us, I figured we’d end up paying out the ass for some roach place by the highway. You know, by the truck stop, where the ‘continental breakfast’ is a vandalized vending machine.

But Janus and Cynthia demanded
 we follow them home. I didn’t like it, but I had offered Faith to him. If everyone was game for it… I’d have let it happen.

The maze of subdivisions, golf courses, and corporate campuses turned into soybean fields. Before long, I wondered if my car and the rental Julia was driving would make it. And that’s before we entered the deep sticks.

With the last turn, the road suddenly leveled out. A vast ribbon of tarmac led up to the gate.

Janus’s SUV stopped long enough to let a guard open it up. He gave me the stink-eye, driving up to the place in a Tercel that should have been junked twenty years ago. But I was following the head honcho. Having Vida and River with me probably didn’t hurt, either.

Winding up the driveway and seeing the full glory of that palace, I had to wonder what I’d agreed to. Offering one of my own, with her enthusiastic consent, would have been one thing. But I’d also fucked his wife.

The Escalade pulled into the garage. When I saw I had enough room to pull in behind, I knew it was gonna be bad.

Faith, sweetheart, I hope you meant it.

The sound of the door coming down behind us puckered my asshole tight enough to air up tires.

And then Janus opened his door. His fucking accent came through stronger than ever. “What are you waiting for? Come on in!”

From the passenger’s seat, Vida looked at me like I’d screwed the pooch and started looking to home the puppies. “It was your idea, and she agreed to it.”

“I know.”

River took a breath behind me.

I held one middle-finger up. “Don’t you goddamned start, either.”

But at this point, you know her. “I didn’t even say anything!”

Vida grabbed my right hand and turned the ignition off. “She’s already walking in.” Along with Julia and Katie.

“He’s rich, so maybe Janus is closer to your type.”

“It’s an act, you idiot.” Vida opened her door. “If you think I’ve ever
 fucked a customer to sell a bottle of perfume, you’re worse than that guy you just got fired.”

It was a fair point, but I couldn’t help myself. “So you’re not about to fuck him? Crazy bastard’s loaded.”

Vida smiled back at me. “When a guy doesn’t flaunt it, yeah, he’s rich as fuck.” The way she slammed the door punctuated that sentence.


Alright, then.
 I looked back at River. “Why aren’t you rushing out of my heap of a car?”

She looked away from me, but the light coming through the window let me see enough of her face. Pink as that cunt between her legs. “When he asked if we wanted to leave, that should have told you enough.”

I hadn’t even taken a breath before she whipped herself out. Feeling the whole car shake as the door slammed, my own mistake hit me like a pallet of bricks. Even if I never saw it coming from her.

There’s no way.

Because of all people I’d met with the wrong foot, River hated me more than anyone else.

Until I saw that death-stare, right before she followed everyone else inside.

What the fuck is this...


When you show up to a billionaire’s house with five girls in tow, after fucking his wife, you kind of expect an orgy. But hell, Janus was the perfect gentleman. He even had one of his butlers rush out to grab me a fifth of Knob Creek.

He’d pulled me aside as all five of my bunch and his wife sat in one of the many back patios of that mansion. Janus nudged his head to door. “After all this, I owe you an explanation even Cynthia couldn’t give.”

I followed him in. After too many hallways and turns, my boss fiddled with a keypad. “I won’t even let her in my personal office, so congratulations.”


Yeah, what a damn honor…
 I waited for him to get the numbers right.

After the fifth or sixth time, the magnetic lock cracked out like a rifle. “The paperwork hasn’t been signed yet, but you’re supposed to be our new Head of Behavioral Research. I’d feel better if you knew what GeneFactor’s end-goal is before you agree to anything.”

Empty gesture or not, at least he was pulling the curtain back. “I owe you a listen.”

Janus walked into the gargantuan room. Loafers slipped against the Versailles parquet that had to cost fortune. “That sense of fairness is what led us to violate our own policies. If you find this organization’s ends and means unacceptable, I’ll understand.”

Saying anything else would have led to another round of compliments. I hated flattery.

We finally reached his desk. Some U-shaped monstrosity made of the same cherry as the floor.

I pulled one of the lambskin chairs up, not expecting the weight.

Janus whipped his seat around, letting it twirl like he was sixty, going on six. “Before I start, do you have any questions?”

Plenty. “Go ahead and tell me what I need to hear.”

Stopping his ride and angling his hands together, Janus looked every bit as old as I figured he was. “Let’s say you have a fish tank, and it’s already full. Someone comes along and throws more fish in, non-stop, and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

The confusion didn’t stay inside my head. My mouth had twisted before I felt it happen.

“And now the heater’s broken, so it stays on all the time. As the population keeps growing.”

“You’ll have fish soup, if they don’t kill each other for space first.”

Janus softened around the edges. “Apply that to our world. What happens next?”

It was one of those hypotheticals I didn’t like to think about. “Famine, war, and maybe even worse.”

“The world doesn’t want to listen about the broken heater, or the increasing population. Even with powerful backers like this organization has, there’s nothing we can do about the misery heading our way. If it’s not already too late, it will be soon.”

Swallowing my doubts about the direction he seemed to be going, I leaned forward. “Let’s say you’re not about to tell me you’re a genocidal maniac with a doomsday bunker. If you are, let me know so I can walk out now.”

“Humanity has accomplished great things during its run. We’re at risk of it ending. Not with a bang or a whimper, but a ‘well, duh.’”

“Don’t tell me that you’re out to save the world from itself.”

It brought a little too much glee to his face. Janus titled back again, slapping his hands on the desk. “The world will take care of itself, even after we’re gone. It’s the human species that’s in danger.”


Hoo boy…
 “I’m one wrong word away from leaving.”

“Excellent. That’s what I want to hear.” Total honesty, or part of some twisted mind-game, I could tell Janus meant it.

Sweat beaded up around my hairline. “How do you plan on saving everyone? I don’t think the world coming together as one can stop every catastrophe, even if we cared enough to try.”

“You’re not wrong.” Janus reached down, pulling some drawer open. Clinking two glasses onto the table, he sat a crystal bottle next to them. “You like bourbon, but I’m more of a gin guy. Want a snoot?”

I shrugged. “Why not?” Mixing dark and clear liquor is setting yourself up for a hellacious morning, but I hadn’t shown up to get plastered to the ceiling.

Janus let the cedar hooch pour out and handed my glass over first. “Humanity needs lifeboats and a new way forward. Our planet is about to change. We can’t save everyone, but I see it as our obligation to help who we can.”

Pulling the rank stuff up to my nose, I’d forgotten how much I hated gin. One sip had me gagging at first, but at least it went down smooth. “So in what form will this ‘help’ be?”

“Chucking money at short-term aid is noble and worthwhile. Nobody asks to suffer, or to have their children experience hardship.” Janus took maybe a quarter of a mouthful. “But once the world falls apart, what comes after?”

The lukewarm gin brought me back to his aquarium analogy. “You could throw ice in that tank, but eventually, it’ll turn to water and flood the carpet.” Or maybe spark the nearest electrical outlet and burn the whole fucking house down.

“You’re following along better than I thought you would.” He reared back for another taste. “The point isn’t to save the whole tank, if we have no control over what happens. You grab buckets, cups, or whatever, and save the ones most likely to survive.”

“Don’t tell me you’re one of those idiots who wants humanity to move to space.”

It almost had him laughing. “Jesus, no! We can keep, what, a dozen people floating up there without dying? And don’t even dare ask me about terraforming Mars. Why bother, when Earth just needs a break from being treated like a sewage drain?”

“For centuries.”

“You tell me how to get Mars habitable with less effort, then. Nobody’s convinced me that it isn’t a fool’s errand, compared to taking care of the one home we’ve got.”

Before I had to take another drink, I wanted the real purpose for this conversation. “Alright, the world’s screwed itself, bad things are gonna happen, and you want to mitigate the damage. Let’s skip the pussy-footing and talk about my role in this plan of yours.”

“Men like Jaradale… They’re the kind of monster who could twist our goals into something even worse than the last century held.”

“Get to your point.”

Janus looked like he knew I was about to get up and call a ride. “Changing the world and the way it works, on your own, is like changing Mars. Change yourself and provide an example for others to follow.”

“By dosing women with an aphrodisiac that actually works? How is that supposed to solve overpopulation?”

“It’s a response to the decline in numbers we’ll see later. You’re thinking decades behind us. We’d have the Succuba compound pumped through the drinking water everywhere, if a population boom was our goal.”

From what I’d heard, I still thought he was nuttier than a jar of extra-chunky JIF. “These lifeboats. Who gets in?”

“You wouldn’t, and neither would I.” Janus offered his fifth of gin my way. “Care for another?”

I shook my head. “With all this crap you’re throwing at me, getting drunk enough to agree to anything seems like a horrible idea.”

Picking up where he’d left off, Janus kept going. “My wife’s already told you that our son isn’t my own. Jareth came about from one of the earlier successes of the Patrem program.”

One of the test subjects railing Dr. Clare in her office still reeled through my head. “Then how does this apply to my work?”

“What was the lifespan of the female fruit flies in your trials?”

That was the one factor I couldn’t explain. “That species lives for weeks, at best. But none of the females in my first batch have died after a year. Hell, they haven’t aged much beyond their reproductive prime.”

“Assuming the side-effects of the Patrem formulas don’t cause an early death, the men in that program have the same result.”

I couldn’t help pinching the bridge of my nose. “People living and breeding for centuries will make the overpopulation problem worse, especially if all they want to do is have sex. Have you people even thought two steps down the road?”

“Succuba formulations stop fertility, until countermeasures are put in place.”

“And Patrem?”

“We’re working on that.”

My chair scooted back, even if it weighed more than I did. “I’m out. Tell me when you’ve got your shit together. Maybe then, we’ll talk.”

Janus let go of his gin. “Is your problem with the goals, or the details?”

At that point, I didn’t feel like I owed him another second. “Figure it out on your own. The answer should be pretty damned obvious.”

“You’ve taken care of these girls like they’re your own family. Even to the point of risking yourself on their behalf.”

I turned back one last time. “And we’re leaving, for the same fucking reason. All I ask is, that you don’t take my resignation out on them.”

Janus almost shot out of his chair. “That’s what I’m talking about! Organizations like this draw monsters and psychopaths, Mr. Carter. It’s rare that we have someone with a conscience fall into our lap.”

“Have you considered that it’s what you do that’s the core of the problem?”

“Which is exactly why we need people like yourself.”

I almost spit in his floor. “You’re billionaires. Like hell you need me to survive.”

“To survive, no. But when it comes everyone else?” Janus went ahead and poured another glass. “You’re smart enough not to trust us. The vast majority of people would, though. Right into a mass-grave, up until it was their turn to get shot in the back of the head.”

One of my eyebrows twitched. “That’s not the way to talk me back into it. I’ll keep running your little experiment, if only to make sure these girls are treated right.”

“That’s not what I’m saying. We need people like yourself to keep us reigned in.” I watched him take another sip before giving me a wink. “I’m ready to offer you a seat on the council as well, with full veto power regarding your own department.”

A generous offer, but I had my doubts. “What’s to say I won’t become an amoral shit-head like Jaradale in the future?”

“What’s to say anyone
 wouldn’t? At least you have the self-awareness to ask that question.”

Settling back down, I held my glass out to him. “I’ll agree to it, under one condition.”

“Name it.”

“Julia Baker. She’s a great manager, but she’s an even better person. I want her to be my auditor.”

Janus pinged his glass against mine. “I’ll make it happen, so long as you convince her to agree. Do we have a deal?”

Suddenly, I didn’t hate gin anymore. “We might, assuming Julia agrees to her role.”


Janus stayed behind, leaving me to find the way back to the rest of them. When I finally found an exit, I was on the right of the palace, but at least a hundred feet away from where I needed to be.

But even from that distance, I could hear the total chaos. And in the dim lighting, every one of them were either in the process of getting off, or helping that effort. Dr. Clare, included.

No wonder he stayed in that office.

I’d already figured out that Janus let his wife do what she pleased. So long as he didn’t have to witness it. That was one hell of a hangup, but who I to judge him for it?

Winding through the maze of landscaping, I could already see the game. Katie and Vida. Faith and Dr. Clare. River and Julia.

Stopping at the halfway point, I watched on. Interesting.
 Or maybe they’d had a round of ‘spin the bottle.’

Katie, Faith, and River were about to pop.

My cock swelled until it dropped my blood pressure. It was like watching a pie-eating contest, except it wasn’t disgusting.

Faith boiled over first. As both of her legs bolted straight and then curled around Dr. Clare’s shoulders, the poor thing shook like a freezing chihuahua.

Closing a few paces, Katie jerked like Vida had stuck live wire to her. The moaning could have gotten me by itself.

And then River snapped. Being the closest one as I got closer, every twitch and seize in her face shone through. At least until they shivered down her body, ending with the total curl of her knees and toes.

Nobody caught me walking into that paved clearing. Those patio chairs were still quivering through each leg.

By the time I was close to Dr. Clare, everyone caught me at once. But she wasn’t having any of it. “Five is enough. You had your fun with me.”

I couldn’t even get mad. “I’ll take Faith, then. Good luck handling the rest of them, because I’m sure they’re drooling, just thinking about getting hold of you.”

Cynthia glanced across the back of the house. “My husband’s not around. I think you know what that means, by now.”

As much as I tried to force it back, I snorted. “He doesn’t want to see it.”

Dr. Clare pointed at several places in the rafters. “No, he’s watching, and listening to both of us. As I speak.”

I knew she said it to put me off my guard. “Great. When I ask Julia something, I won’t have to pass her answer on to him later.”

Her face darkened and brightened at the same time. “I see you two got along.”

She didn’t deserve any more of an answer than a shrug. I had to pull Faith closer and work on my pants.

The shortest of them all, that little redhead glowed pink, all over. Her seat dragged along with the rest of her body until I had both her ankles around my neck.

It wasn’t like I was in a hurry, but I couldn’t wait to get inside. The bottom side of my cock pounded on her slit.

Faith was all too ready to get this show on the road. Those cheeks went redder than her hair, and the full blush spread across the bridge of her nose.

Wrapping my hands over her thighs, I had her ass pressed against me before I knew it. All it took was a quick swoop at the hips, and I was buried down to the hilt.

My cock drifted through her until both of her legs tensed up. She’d always come easily, and I had four or five others to get inside of. A few good rounds of that clashing fuck had her squalling.

I kept the hold on her thighs, rushing all the way through that delicate cunt. Taunting Faith’s g-spot with the head, her ankles started shaking against my neck.

Dr. Clare barged in. Teasing with one hand over Faith’s clit, she looked up at me like she didn’t know if her husband wanted me to fuck her or not.

Faith’s squeak of a voice burst out. “Holy God!”

The wicker chair crunched in her fingers. Which only made us steal her away for even more of it.

Pure wetness flooded around me. Then Dr. Clare and I backed off.

It coursed down my sack, Hot as the girl I’d plowed myself into.


So that’s what happens when a chick squirts.
 I reared back and slammed into Faith one last time. Neat!


By the time I put eyes on her, Dr. Clare had finally taken those damn glasses off. Far from the librarian-type I still had her slotted in, she was working that bun out of her hair too.

She hadn’t let go of Faith all the way. Not that it stopped her from bending over the arm of that chair.

And when that hair fell just below her tits… I knew why a guy like Janus let her fuck around as she wished.

If GeneFactor was running a breeding program, after all, they had their priorities right.

On the verge of busting in, Cynthia held an index finger up to my lips. “You’re not on Patrem, so keep it professional.”

That was a fucked-up way to put it. But I had four other girls to take care of, after her. “Have it your way, Doc.”

I barely had to shove forward.

Trapped all the way in, you wouldn’t even know that she was still dressed by the feel of it. Top, skirt, and shoes. Yet her panties were out of my way, and like he she’d worn a bra that night.

Cracking through again, Dr. Clare’s thighs bolted straight. I took hold of that full mane of dirty blonde and jerked her head back.

Both hands flew back until nails dug into my sides. The whole chair scooted with every slam.

About the time it had moved a whole tile over, her voice started wailing out. The other girls faded into background noise.

I lifted the back of her skirt up. Not that I was about to forget an ass like that, but I had to see it again. Especially if that firm cushion kept burning against my hips.

Cynthia backed herself into me. Grinding like she was trying to wear my cock down to a nub, I was almost helpless.

Struggling to keep my brains in my head, I grabbed both forearms and pushed her hands against the top of her ass.

That stern, professorial type or not, she’s fucking relentless.

One of her legs came up. The change in angle as I crammed deep pushed her voice to the next level. When I heard a shoe drop, the whole seat nudged forward another foot.

Hot and ready like she’d come down with a case of baby-fever, Dr. Clare pushed the chair even further out.

I knew her other shoe came off when the bumps and ridges inside her turned. Then a massive shower wetness rushed through.

Wrapping one of my hands around both of hers, my fingers tangled in her hair again.

Looking back at me, upside down, she was a completely different woman. Even from what I’d seen of her the last time we’d fucked.

Red in the cheeks, with an even deeper crimson in her lips… This wasn’t some study for her. Dr. Clare was the kind of hidden nympho men used to write to titty magazines about.

Julia let go of River out of nowhere. Feeling how amazing Dr. Clare felt, the slim blonde coming the next seat over grabbed my attention. And after all, I owed Julia the reward tonight. It was time to work myself over that way.

River shook like she was about to come. Left on the edge, every nerve in her body had to be drifting next to the edge.

I pulled out of our good doctor. The tall, slim bitch who’d given me too much hell needed some breaking.

Stepping out of my pants, loafers, and letting my shirt fall off, I had all of two socks and a pair of boxers left on me. River kept twitching as I toed the socks off and slid my boxers down.

Curled into a mess in that chair, River stared back at me. Like she was afraid, but wanted the hell out of it at the same time.

Hands clasped around my shoulders. “I’ve been talking to her a lot in the past few days. She’s really taken a liking to you, Carter.”

River?

Out of all of them, I expected the girl to murder me in my sleep.

Julia’s voice whispered through. “I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but she’s never had a purpose until now.”

I wanted to turn around and interrogate her. But the manager had already joined Faith and Dr. Clare in a makeout session fit for the softer kind of porn.

“You mind telling me what this is about?”

River glared back. Maybe out of hatred. Or maybe she just wasn’t ready to spill the beans.

Pulling her closer, I let one side of her hips rest on the cushion. Heat emanated from the woman.

“You’ve always tested my patience. What’s up with that?”

She wasn’t answering. Verbally, anyway.


Fuck it.
 Pulling myself out, I tossed her legs aside. “I’ll come back to you later.”

Vida and Katie were in the throes of some ungodly sixty-nine type thing. That poor table was rocking.

Watching Katie twitch with her ass in the air and Vida’s fingers twerking her pearl, I didn’t see any reason to let her know what was about to happen.

Like she was my top lieutenant to take everything out on, I squared my hips with Katie’s. Her ass pulled back like she knew what was about to happen. As Vida’s hand kept twerking away between those thighs.

Still lubed to hell and back from everyone else, those walls took me in like I was supposed to be there.

Katie ducked her head into Vida’s muff. Each one of them kept moaning like I hadn’t entered the picture.

Then I felt the rumble flow out of her. Katie started with a light groan. Then it turned into an all-out cry.

Feeling every damn inch plunge to her limit, she kept pushing back on me.

Vida’s nails cut the first layer skin on my rod. And I didn’t even care. We had an uppity bitch to deal with.

Katie wailed it all out as her head bounced. Not that I wanted to hurt her, but she needed a reminder of the place she’d fallen into.

Faith stopped whatever the hell she was doing and asked, “Will you look at that? Carter’s gonna wear her ass out.”

My hand slapped down.

Another pop
 of body against body had Katie begging for it.

Her walls clamped down. Left and right. Top and bottom.

Close to taking her with me as I pulled out, Katie’s ass threatened to come off that chair. But dear Lord could that girl moan.

Getting her right up to the side the cliff, I felt an evil grin spread across my lips. I had to get myself out of her. Not because I was about to come, either. I just wanted to watch her squirm.

Vida presented herself another seat over. Lying on her side and smacking her ass, she already had that black, silk dress hiked up to her stomach.

Wet enough from everyone else so far, all I had to do was step over. Not falling into her was next impossible.

As soon as I hit the furthest part of her cunt, those plump lips opened. “Shit, I never know how much I need it until it happens…”

My hands wrapped around her waist. I bent over and whispered, “If you’d quit fucking teasing every man you see, this wouldn’t be a problem.”

Her voice sighed out as I drew back. “But that how I make my money.”

From hopeless gold-digger, to one of many willing bimbos in my stable. I wasn’t about to tell her to stop. In fact, watching her do it kinda got myself in the mood. Maybe it was a jealousy thing on my part.

Vida’s legs curled around mine, forcing me deep. “We all talked, and none of us are leaving.”

That hint of a moan in her words swelled my nuts. And I wasn’t expecting an admission like that. From her, and especially not right then.

My arms slid past her breasts as I leaned closer. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

“We’re all here for you, because you’ve been there for us.” Vida gasped as I slid in again. “But you probably won’t be able to process the other
 thing I heard tonight.”

My dick jammed into like I was trying to put emphasis on the words. “After the past few weeks, I can handle anything.”

Vida whimpered and shut her eyes for a couple of thrusts. “You could just shut up and fuck me.”

My hips clapped against her rear. Then I kept myself deep. “Not until you blab.”

She tried forcing me back.

But I had all the leverage. “Out with it.”

Vida nodded toward everyone else. With our faces that close together, she didn’t lean far to whisper right in my ear. “River and Julia.”

It was enough to earn her another slam. “What about them?”

Ankles pulled against the backs of my thighs. “One just wants to keep things going the way they are now.” Vida almost purred as I ground myself against every surface inside her. “And the other? She’s kinda gone psycho-crush with you.”

Always professional, even on that day, I knew my not-so-secret admirer wasn’t our manager. “Wait, River fucking hates me.”

One more pull of her feet guided me in. “Go ahead and look at her. She’s been giving you this jealous stare ever since you showed up.”

Glancing over, River was taking everything Dr. Clare was busy giving her. But she was also keeping an eye me that shot away as soon as I looked at her. “Huh.”

Vida kept pumping those legs against me. “Go ahead and break her like she wants. You can pay me back later.”

I’d heard that from Julia, which I got. She didn’t mind screwing with me, but we’d kinda settled on a friends-with-benefits dynamic already.

But River?

It kinda made sense, in that juvenile kind of way. I wouldn’t have put it past her to give a crush unending shit. Still… “Don’t go trying to stir shit up.”

Vida’s legs went slack. “Get over there and see for yourself.”

One more pop against her ass said something, judging by the change in her face. But how Vida took it, I don’t know.

The cool of the night chilled my dick. Looking at River one more time, I caught her pretending that she wasn’t focused on me.

It would have explained a lot, in a way. But out of all of them, I’d had Faith pegged as the clingy chick. Or maybe Julia, with all of that reluctance being a grand show.

Everyone else seemed to clear out of my way. Tapping Dr. Clare on the shoulder, I knew five pairs of eyes were on me.

Then Katie whispered louder than she probably intended. “So he knows?”

Faith’s voice broke through the gossip. “Vida must have told him.”

I heard a combination of bare feet and heels on the tiles. Looking down at River, spread-eagle and fighting for a single word, I couldn’t deny it any longer.

Someone wrapped their arms around my neck from behind. Then I heard Julia. “Now you know. We’ve all noticed the change in her.”

Taking a deep breath, I looked down at the girl I thought everyone hated as much as I did.

River darted her eyes away, even as her knees bent around my hips.

Clearing my throat locked our gazes. “I heard you’ve got something to tell me.”

Panic set in as her face turned red as a baboon’s ass. Fumbling over just opening her mouth, River put her hands on my waist.

Not gonna lie, it was kinda cute watching her get all flustered like that. Her bottom lip trembled and River tried pulling me closer. Up until the end of my cock parted her slit.

Teetering at the border of her entrance, I pushed back when she tried to draw me in. “Say what you’re feeling. Don’t even think about it. Just blurt everything out.”

Judging by the way she looked up at me, River knew I wasn’t talking about the physical sensation. A tad more red filled her cheeks. “I, uh...”

Gliding myself in, I ordered, “Tell me, right now, or don’t bother at all.”

River was on the verge of tears. “I’m starting to think I like you, alright?”

So it wasn’t just the rest of them fucking with me. Why she’d changed her tune on me like that, I had no idea.

But she wasn’t keeping wondering for long. Moaning a little from my second thrust, River wanted to look away, but couldn’t. “Nobody’s ever given me a chance like this, other than Julia.”

It wasn’t hard to hate the girl. Feeling her walls grip my shaft, that hint of a pulse told me she was all for letting me wear her out. Like accepting her for who she was had always been impossible for the rest of humanity.

River put her hands into play. Grabbing the crook of my elbows, she pulled herself against me when I crashed through. “I don’t even have to pretend around you.”

Not that it made her any less of a distant bitch. Still, I’d seen a little warmth in her. “You don’t get along with people until you get to know them well, do you?”

Out of the chorus of whines and screams, I felt someone’s breath on my ear. “She’s always been insecure.” Whoever it was, she waited until I wound up for the next pummel. “That thorny exterior is River’s way of coping.”

And I’d found my way past it, into her soft, plush interior. Both physically and emotionally.

Smiling and laughing to myself, I didn’t even care who said it. Probably Julia. But it could have been Faith too.

It overcame my rational mind. Something about the feeling put a determination in my head. Like I’d found a quick way to change her for the better.

The ice in River’s eyes melted. Pliant and staring back like an absolute doll, she actually looked happy for once.

That warm expression on my face finally sank through. I didn’t even know I was showing it. But it did match the warm tinglies shooting up my back.

River nodded and grinned even wider. “Just fucking do it.”

What ‘it’ was made too much sense. Prying myself back, I gave her another jolt.

Some untamed cry flew out of her. Halfway between a sob and shout for joy, her limbs kept me buried in her.

The whole reality of it sank in. Held firm and rooting my way through her, I saw the first tears roll out, taking lines of mascara with them.

Proving she had been crushing on me, hard, River bent up and clung to my body until she was off the seat. It moved my dick into the right angle to hit that magic-button.

Trembling lips pushed against mine as I turned around. Even turning into a hot wreck, River managed to slip her tongue in for a kiss. I even felt the tension in her mouth.

My ass hit the cushions.

Her arms snagged around the nape of my neck. Totally breathless, River started grinding my hips into the chair with her own.

I pulled my face away. “Why didn’t you say anything before?”

She put one finger over my lips. “Less talking and more of this. Save it for later.”

Dealing with people seemed like it had always been hard for her, but damn could she ride a cock like a pro. Settling into the patio furniture, I let River take total control.

Resting her cheek against mine, she whimpered, “I need
 you to come inside me.”

I knew she was safe after that first scare. And apparently Julia wasn’t out for that kind of thing from me. “Then make me.”

Her body went into a rhythm that you only see when you shake a rope. Pussy slid up and down my length, popping left-to-right and jostling me everywhere.

Then the front-to-back action started. Pushing her g-spot hard against the tip of my cock, every swish rose her voice up a notch or seven.

My fingers pressed into her skin. Nudging with every movement, I had River pummeling me into that poor chair until the wicker groaned and cracked under us.

She ran one hand through my hair. “I want it!” A slim, blonde goddess like her asks for exactly that, and she’s gonna goddamned get it.

Both of my knees clacked together and my ass tensed. All I could do was nod.

Like she’d stomped the gas pedal through the floor, River kept snapping her body around on me.

All of a sudden, the girl fucking imploded. The full-throated yell echoed all over the estate. Then her core locked up as arms and legs shook. River’s climax was hitting her like a right hook to the jaw.

Her pussy constricted around my girth, like I was suddenly three sizes too big. Head to toe, River’s body flexed like a single muscle.

My vision went red as the darkness went pitch black, and the lights were blinding. They swell rising out of my trunk forced a shiver up to my neck until my whole body was trembling.

Chattering teeth and the absolute wails coming from her were all I heard. But I felt the rumble coming up.

One stray whip of hair glanced my chest as she hugged tight. That was all I needed. Feeling her jar into me, the first blast of cum shot through.

River bit into my neck, pulling back on my skin. That and her cunt milking me for all I had, stole my breath. She let go with her teeth, but not before they left a mark for a couple of days.

My own fluids merged with hers. Hotter than a two dollar pistol, the overload began seeping at her entrance.

A final shake of her climax rolled through her.

Out of air, but unable to breath, I emptied some lung capacity I didn’t know I had. Fucking Christ!


River jittered out the aftershocks. About the time I stopped pumping myself empty, that hot skin pressed all over the front of my body.

“God, there’s so much!”

After putting myself in that many women, and then
 getting a tease at some secret crush who wanted me to finish in her… Well, you’d cum gallons too.

I was seeing spots twirl around before I could breathe. Every lung-full burned like a sonuvabitch.

Those endless legs pushed her up. By the time River had me out of her, my neck quivered hard enough to pop every joint.

A few drops of warm cream fell on my thighs. Watching her stand over me, I had to look at my handiwork.

River’s slit wasn’t just leaking a hint. It was time for someone to grab a mop.


Everything that had happened settled in the front of my head. But in the rear of it, I was still processing the entire day. Some of the girls wanted to leave, then none of them after the trial ended. And then there was that whole River thing.

Fresh out of the shower and ready to lie down, I unzipped my suitcase and let the towel hit the floor.

A knock on the door almost threw my back out. “Who is it?” You know, just in case it was one of the few butlers and maid’s I’d seen in the place.

The damn thing opened anyway. I grabbed the first pair of boxers I saw and fought to get them on.

With both feet in the same leg hole, they stopped halfway up my thigh.

I knew that mocking laughter before I even turned around.

“River, why didn’t you just say it was you?”

“Because you’re that fun to fuck with. I mean, look at yourself right now.”

Wearing my Hanes like a tight skirt and the other leg flopping like a goofy sock, I probably would have laughed at me too. “We’ve gotta head out early tomorrow. I can’t keep the shop closed for more than a couple of days.”

“So you’re telling me that we need to turn in.”

I forced the underwear down my legs and then stepped into them the right way before turning around.

River was already wheeling her min-suitcase in. “I don’t have to work for a couple more days, and you just show up whenever.”

“We still need to sleep.”

“That’s what the plane’s for. I mean, they did fly us out here, so it’s not like either of us will have to drive.”

On the road, it would have been six hours each way. As much as I hated airports, I was kinda thankful to GeneFactor for the free ride. “It’s almost midnight, and the flight takes off at eight.”

River zipped her suitcase up and pushed it into a corner. “So about that talk you wanted to have… Is now a good time?”

It’s not like we were about to have it in a crowded 747. “Why not?” Pulling a white t-shirt out, I slipped it on and started toward the bed.

Footsteps behind me ended about the time I pulled the covers back. Then River draped her arms over my shoulders from behind. “Any requests about what I should wear?”

“Whatever works for you, but you’re not getting any.” Hell, I was still raw from that wild fuck-fest on one of the back patios.

She kinda giggled and hugged tight, dropping her grip under my ribs. “I’ve got this fluffy thing that just screams ‘cuddle me,’ unless you’re fine with panties and a tank top.” From Medusa herself, to sweet enough to gag a honeybee.

“I don’t give a damn what you wear. But I do want to know what’s going on between us.” I crawled in and reached for the edge of the sheets.

River dove right in with me before I could pull everything up. She was already working those gym shorts down, and her hair was still damp from her own shower.

“Well?” I rolled over, putting our faces less than an inch apart.

Her eyes weren’t darting away anymore. “I guess you’ve noticed, but I don’t handle new people well.”


Or anyone you’ve known for a while, either.
 “What’s so different about me?”

River ducked her face into my collar. “Maybe it was that chemical they had you test on us. But even if that’s what did it, what does it matter? I still feel the way I do.”

That ‘eureka’ moment slapped a hand against the back of my head. “You’ve never really had a close relationship with anyone, have you?”

Her head shook side-to-side. “It’s a good feeling, though.”

My breath flowed out until my lungs were a vacuum. Feeling her bare legs rub up mine, the whole thing felt wrong. But then again, Succuba Alpha showed no signs of wearing off.


She’s stuck like this.
 And with River’s personality, losing that first true connection with someone would absolutely break her. All the others had the tools to deal with that sort of thing.

“Carter, what’s wrong?” River started gliding the inside of a foot down my calf.


If I broke her, I’ve bought her. Was s
he the love of my life? Not one bit. “I’ll give it a shot.”

A girl like the River I used to know could cry from happiness. Yet here she was, bawling her eyes out.

That’s all she wanted. Just a chance at a real human connection. The longer I got to know her, the more I knew she’d been lacking exactly that, all her life. From a total cactus of a human being, to the most loyal person you could imagine…

Happiness didn’t seem possible for someone that bitter.


But in my notes a few months later, I had to be completely honest.

For some test-subjects, the physical and mental effects are equal with the other changes. However, in one particular case, undeniably positive emotional and social changes have to be noted.

River Courcy, human trial subject A-102, has undergone a near-total shift in her personality. ‘Difficult, confrontational, and stand-offish’ would have been understatements when describing her previously.

Other test-subjects are in agreement with the author of this summary. Subjective as the statement may be, we are all in agreement that Ms. Courcy has seen massive improvements to her quality of life and general mood. The author’s own personal feelings are to be acknowledged as a possible bias in her case.

I finished the notations on my report and sent it along to Dr. Clare. We’d had a few arguments about how close I should be allowed to get with the shop’s girls. Until Janus stepped in and let my word have the final say.

Closing my laptop, I rubbed the inside corners of my eyes and stood up. Experiments shouldn’t let personal feelings affect the conclusions, but these girls weren’t fruit flies. They were human beings with hopes and dreams. Julia didn’t disagree with me there, as my auditor.

We had a free room now, and a couple more in the next few days. Sure, I enjoyed the other four plenty, but we didn’t need another girl on staff.

It was half past one and dark as hell, so I turned the lamp on. The covers rumpled on the far side of the bed, so I tried to sneak my way in.

Porcelain skin and blonde curls greeted me before I could cut the light off. River kinda opened her eyes. “Get over here.”

Reaching back, I flipped the switch and then slid my arm under her head. “Sorry, I know you’re on tomorrow.”

Every part of her clamped onto me. “You’re really not mad that Faith and Vida want to move out with their new boyfriends? They were fun to have in here.”

I’d have preferred to keep them to myself, but Julia and I agreed. Even after explaining the ultimate goal of the experiment to her, they weren’t mine to lord over. “We’ve still got your managers to fool around with.”

River pushed herself against me, grinding hard like she wanted me to know she wasn’t wearing panties.

Katie had already ridden me into the sunset before River and Julia got home that day. So at least I didn’t have to worry about a raging case of blue balls in the morning. “Sleep. You’ve got work tomorrow, and don’t think I’ll go easy on you, even if we’re engaged now.” And even if I did end up having one, Julia wasn’t on the schedule the next day.

“You text me every time you have fun when I’m not here. Do you know how jealous that makes me?”

Full and well, which is why I did it. River always had to reassert her place after getting one of those.

I gave her a little nudge that made her roll over. The silk of her teddy cooled my chest as her legs burnt me alive.

River pressed the stone of her ring against the inside of my palm. “I asked you a question.”

That familiar ache spread down to my balls. “You realize it’s gonna take up to a year for that birth control to wear off, right?”

“I can’t want it before then, just because?” River’s ass tried to merge into me.

Pulling at her shoulder until I had her lying flat on her back, I felt her close around me like a trap. “So another practice round?”

Not that we’d skipped one night out the past sixty.

“You know what you did to me. Own it.”

Fuck yes, I did.
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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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