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BIMBO PANIC!

Rose Avenue.

A high-end perfume shop on the fringes of New York City’s suburbs, and the last thing I thought I’d ‘own’ in my life. But when you work for a company like GeneFactor, the cloak and dagger stuff is normal. At least my own money hadn’t paid for it.

Jaguars, Mercedes, and even a Lambo sat in the parking lot. Trophy wives and rich husbands trying to make up for their last mistress. Hell, even the fact that it had complimentary parking near The Big Apple screamed that I couldn’t afford to shop there.

My old Toyota lurched into a space. In the rear-view mirror, I saw a woman holding a bag as she got into a Land Rover. Those tits probably cost more than that SUV.

But it was a nice pair.

Studying the effects of the ‘Succuba Alpha’ compound had been my life for a year. The quiet, busy solitude fit me like a tailored suit. But now GeneFactor wanted to move ahead with human trials.

Hoping a security guard wouldn’t step in my way, I held the case of samples while I jogged for the entrance. A mostly blue Tercel with three other paint colors didn’t belong there. And neither did I.

Getting through the mirrored door, the first thing that hit me was the lack of aroma. Sterile, but fresh. Like the air was filtered to let discerning noses judge the goods.

I looked around. A couple of girls dressed in the classy kind of black were occupied with the clientele.

But then I heard a voice that made me wince. For the first time of many.

“Can I help you?”

Drawing the box of vials to my chest, I wanted to run. Even though I was technically her boss.

“Sir?”

I stared back at a slim, leggy blonde. Almost as tall as myself, and leaning forward with fists on both hips. Like she was trying to intimidate me back to where I’d come from.

“River, I’m guessing?”

She cocked her head to one side. “That’s my name.” Then she paused long enough to hint she was getting nervous as myself.

“Reed Carter.” Not that I was offering a hand for a shake. “Carter, for short. I think I’m your new employer.”

“Uh huh...” She turned around and looked at her coworker. “Faith, can I borrow you for a minute?”

The redhead seeing to a god-tier MILF fresh out of a gym looked our way. “What’s up?”

River didn’t even bother looking at me again. “What did Julia say to you about the new owner?”

With a parting smile, Faith left her client. And the closer she got, the more I liked what I saw. Redheads that cute aren’t easy to find.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Carter. Faith can be a little… blunt, at times.  You’ll have to forgive her.”

Even through the turtlenecks and black jeans, my imagination filled in the blanks. “Yeah, I guess you two are on my payroll now. But don’t mind me until you’ve taken care of the customers.”

River looked at me like I’d just shit in the floor. “You’re Mr. Carter?”

“It’s just Carter, but yeah.” Nevermind that I’d already told her that.

River turned around. I knew the bitch was rolling her eyes as she walked off.

I’d made it inside, but I already knew trouble was coming. Thankfully, it wasn’t from a roided-up meathead. Just from the resident witch you find in every workplace.

The job I’d signed up for had been described as a ‘data-driven, analytic position.’ Now I didn’t just have another supposed coworker I already hated. She was Goddess-Zilla on top of that.


Hiding in the back room and getting nosy with the manager’s computer, I learned the basics of the place. With decent profits, most of the time, Rose Avenue wasn’t closing soon. But it did have three more employees I hadn’t met.

Pouring through the inventory had my eyes glazed. I barely noticed the door open to my left. It was Faith, poking her head in. “It probably won’t last long, but all the customers are gone, sir.”

I hated being called that. “Like I said, just call me Carter.”

She closed the door a little too politely as I grabbed my case.

What the hell is Jaradale thinking? Testing Succuba Alpha on a bunch of unsuspecting perfume hawkers was downright unethical, at best. Guilt made every step heavier until I gathered myself and walked back into the front. GeneFactor’s mad scientist probably wanted to make exposing the customers the next phase.

River stared at her phone, but Faith smiled back at me. Perky, almost to the point of making me gag. “So, Julia said you have samples of a new fragrance. What’s it called?”

“Desire Dahlia,” as Jaradale told me to call it. I sat the box on the counter and flipped the clasp open. “It’s in development, so don’t go spraying customers with it. This probably won’t be the final recipe.”

I’d whipped up the batch with lab equipment meant for organic chemistry, according to Dr. Jaradale’s instructions. With a vanilla and ginger base note, a rose middle, and lavender to round out the top. It was subtle, but I already knew it was just a delivery vehicle for Succuba Alpha.

Faith took her vial and reached in her pocket. A few pieces of blotter paper fell on the glass. One spritz soaked in as she motioned for River to try it.

Holding one up to her coworker, Faith said, “Might as well see what he’s so excited about.”

River scowled my way as she took the sample. “I can already tell the recipe’s basic as they come.”

Faith grabbed her own and stuck it to her nose. “Will you just try it? I think it’s nice.”

Both of them took a deep sniff.

The redhead grabbed her sample again and shot it at her wrist. Another smell changed her face in a way I can’t describe. “It’s barely there, but it still hits you like a truck. What’s in this?”

Holding it together made me feel even worse. “The guy behind it wouldn’t tell.”

River finally pulled her sleeve up and gave it a try. The hard edges of her frown gave way as she took it in. “There’s something I can’t place. Apple, or maybe orange blossom?”

I shrugged. “Don’t look at me. They never told me what all’s in there.” Which was true for the secret sauce portion. “Standard base and mid notes, but I couldn’t even begin to tell you what rounds it out.”

Both pairs of cheeks flushed red.

Before closing my box, I held a palm out for the sample. “It’s strictly confidential, so I need that back.”

Like I’d become the very messenger of God, Faith did exactly as I said. “It’s… Nice.”

Exposing fruit flies to the stuff made them reproduce at a prodigious rate. Even a loner like myself saw the changes in those two and what they meant. And then Doc Jaradale’s other instruction leaked through my head.

Digging for my wallet, I handed a card to each of them. “I know it sounds weird, but my investors are offering free room and board for everyone who works here. Pack what you need for a while and show up at this address tonight.”

Something of River’s normal self held on, if only by a thread. “That’s not very subtle of you, Mr. Carter...”

As if I want your ass under my roof. “Those are the conditions they gave me.” Which let me give them an out, because I didn’t like it either.

Faith was already bubbling up again as another masterpiece of cosmetic surgery walked through the door. “Sounds good!”

I turned around before I shuddered. With any luck, that fucking blonde wouldn’t swing by.

But just half a year of rent anywhere close to New York City would be a down payment for a decent house in a lot of places.


Running through the manor GeneFactor had shacked me up in for my work, a quick dusting had the place looking decent enough. But when I stepped into one of the extra ‘guest’ rooms that hadn’t been used at all, I damn near had a coronary event.

“When the shit did all this stuff get here?” I ran to the next and saw the same thing. Toiletries, dressers full of clothes, a bottom drawer of unmentionables... Even a laptop, tablet, and television. My hand reached to my pocket.

Slapping Jaradale’s number in, I checked a third room. As I saw the same thing again, he answered.

Detached and analytical as a sociopath, he asked, “Did you deliver the goods, Carter?”

“Yeah, but don’t think I liked it. But what’s all this shit in the guest rooms, and when did it show up?”

I heard him blow a cloud of smoke from the other end of the call. “While you were out. The compound I’ve been working on isn’t just meant for fruit flies.”

Punching the glasses off his face would have felt better than sex. “What is wrong with you? Dosing these girls with this chemical, and then trapping them into living with me for observation… It’s about as ethical as genocide.”

“You’re on one hell of a dry-streak, aren’t you? I think you’ll call back tomorrow and thank me. All five of them are amazing specimens.”

That last word made me cringe. The guy had always struck me as a creep. “That’s fucked up, even for you.”

“It’s merely to let you observe their behavior. Getting involved with them isn’t outside of the rules, you lucky feller...”

It sank in. “Wait, they’re supposed to live with me until the Succuba Alpha wears off?”

“Assuming it does.” Jaradale let out that mocking chuckle that made you want to hate him. “Further insect trials aren’t of any use to us now, so now you have all the time in the world to make thorough notes on how they change over time.”

Stepping back into the hallway, I leaned against the wall. “Haven’t you ever heard of a control sample, or even baseline testing?”

Another blast of second-hand smoke puffed out, clear enough over my speaker that I could almost smell it. “The effects of Succuba Alpha are clear enough in our limited human testing that it won’t matter. I hope you know how to enjoy a good thing when it falls in your lap. Literally.”

The chime in my ear told me that Jaradale had hung up.

Staring at my phone, I saw the call had lasted barely over a minute. Scrolling down for his supervisor’s number, I was just about to tap Dr. Cynthia Clare’s name. But the last sound I wanted to hear leaked through the hallway.

Bee-boo-bee-boo… bee-bah-bee-bah…

“Fuck!”

One of them had showed up. Not answering at all felt like the proper response.

Then the doorbell lilted through again.

I planted my forehead into an open palm. Someday, I’m gonna slug that son-of-a-bitch...


Behind the stained glass of the door, I could already tell it was Faith. So at least it wasn’t a complete disaster. Yet.

She batted some moths away from her face as I leaned out the entry. Then she reached down for her wheeled suitcase.

I felt my bottom lip cup open. “What’s the luggage for?”

Looking at me like I was the dumbest man on earth, she pulled it closer to her. “I thought you told us to bring the basics. Besides, a man who said he was your main investor called and said we should give the place a few nights before we decide.”

That goddamned asshole…

Faith tilted her head. “I mean, do I need to come back later?”

There was no telling how far she’d driven out here. Far enough from the built up outskirts of New York City, at least you could see The Milky Way’s glow from the front porch. “No, come on in. I just… Was in the middle of something.”

Without skipping a beat, Faith rolled her stuff in. “I think River was about ten minutes behind me.”

Fucking wonderful! I feigned a smile and closed the door behind us. “Your rooms are set up, but check the dressers for your size.” Then I remembered what they all had in the bottom drawer. “But don’t mind the bottom one. I’ll have address the prank my investor decided to play the next time I speak with him.”

She turned just enough to ask, “Which way?”

I pointed up the stairs. “Second floor, turn left. They’re the first doors you’ll come across, plus a couple bathrooms.”

Catching myself staring at her ass with every step she pulled the Samsonite over, I was just thankful the basement’s lab was nearly a secret in and of itself. I should have figured Jaradale wanted me to stack the boxes of research notes in front of it, specifically, for a reason.

Before I could turn away to pour a shot of bourbon to cry into, Faith stared down from the banister. “So is any part of the house off-limits?” At least she was polite.

“I guess not.” Because it’d only make a meddling bitch like River curious, once she heard it.


River hadn’t been there for a minute, but I was beyond ready to kill her. “What do you mean by, ‘No guests...’”

“Uh, no fucking guests. Feel free to keep paying your own rent if that’s a problem.”

She didn’t even look at me before whipping herself toward the stairs. “What are we, slaves?”

“No, I’d only provide food and board, and then make you work anyway.” You ungrateful skank. “It’s not too late to drive back to where you came from.”

“Will I get paid extra if I do?”

God, I’d pay this year’s profits just to bribe you to quit. “Find your room and then leave me alone. I’ve got shit to do.”

Jaradale had plenty to answer for, but even I had a job to look out for. I let River stomp away until I knew she was out of sight. The basement lab needed attention.

Or at least, that’s what I thought.


I already had a second call to Jaradale ringing in my ear.

“Yes, Carter?”

“My work. What did you do with it?”

The pop of his office chair came through. “It was done, so I had the next task delivered to you.”

Empty racks and cabinets stared back at me. “This isn’t what I signed up for.”

“Then quit. I’m sure I can find an intern who would jump at what’s coming your way.”

“Does Dr. Clare know about this?”

A snicker that could freeze a nuclear meltdown echoed through. “Her signature let me proceed with the next steps. Feel free to call her tomorrow, if you have any doubts.”

And her boss was her own husband. Which meant I was asking to get shit-canned, assuming Jaradale was speaking the truth. “So what am I looking for?”

“Behavior changes. Even without knowing these girls beforehand, I’m sure you’ll find certain, oddities.”

“What’s the intended result?”

Jaradale’s laugh came through like a groan, in the worst way possible. “I can’t bias the results that much. You’ll just have to see and record, you lucky fool.”

I hung up this time.

Having watched the flies breed to the point of killing themselves, I had an idea.

But I didn’t bother checking the rest of the lab. Even my glassware had been taken away. Like the bastard wanted every trace of this operation to disappear.


Faith and River were living with me, for at least a couple of days.

Since both of them came crying to me like hungry, baby chicks, I had to cook something. It’s not like I was Jaradale’s brand of asshole. And besides, the nearest drive-thru was twenty minutes away. Assuming it was even open.

I finished browning the beef and shot a look at them. “So, this investor of mine, what did he tell you about this?”

River and Faith glanced at each other and shrugged.

“Not a word, huh?”

Faith leaned herself over the kitchen island. “Well, I’ve never had a boss cook for me. You’ve got that going for you, at least.”

As if Hamburger Helper would impress anyone. “He’s an asshole.” I turned back to my pan and dashed the black pepper out. “Sometimes I feel like I was hired to be his plaything.”

They stayed quiet until I dumped the meat in a strainer. River walked over, mashing the wooden spoon down in the center. “It’ll never drain if you just let it sit there.” But that hint of a smile put me on my guard. “Free rent, a pay raise, and no other changes. What’s your game here?”

Someone’s mercenary as fuck. “Just keep doing your job, and we’ll get along fine. I enjoyed living by myself.”

Her eyes never left mine, but I knew River was calculating something between those ears. She quit pressing down on the meat and chucked the spoon in the sink without looking. “So you don’t plan on being the creepy boss who takes advantage of this?”

I dumped everything back in the pan before stepping over to the fridge. Pulling the gallon of milk out, I watched her sit down again. “The truth is, I can’t stand other people for more than an hour, tops. No offense.”

River had a sucker-punch hidden, though. “All the basics are in my room.” Then her eyebrows sunk. “But what’s with all the BDSM toys in the bottom drawer?”

I turned around, shooting a drip of milk to the floor. “We’ve already talked about this.”

“Cuffs, rope, a goddamned whip… Don’t tell me you didn’t plan it yourself.”

My jaw fell a little. “I didn’t. In fact, Jaradale never told me he’d stock the guest bedrooms with anything until I found out on my own, tonight.”

She didn’t believe me, apparently. “Sure thing, boss.”

I turned back to the food, my face redder than the cap of the whole milk. GeneFactor’s Head of Behavioral Research, Michael Jaradale. That motherfucker...


Split between the three of us, it was just enough food. I’d have to make a run with my company card for more than just bachelor-chow the next morning.

But Faith wasn’t giving me that space I’d always needed. Following me like a lost puppy, she tested my main peeve and grabbed my shoulders from behind, right before I stepped into my room. “I know she’s a bitch, but River isn’t all that bad.”

I shuddered from the bottom up, stopping before it got high enough for her to feel. “Don’t touch me like that, okay?”

Maybe boundaries were her issue, because Faith didn’t let go. “She’s driven. That’s the thing you have to figure out to put up with River.”

“Can I tell you something I didn’t even know until today?” Regretting it was almost a sure thing, but it had to come off my chest. “I thought I was running an experiment, but as it turns out, I’m a part of it.”

Her fingers slacked a bit. “What do you mean?”

“That top note you couldn’t identify is a compound I’ve been helping my boss develop. It, uh, changes behavior.”

“How so?”

I went ahead and assumed she was asking for the how, not the why. “Serotonin uptake inhibition, and one hell of a shot to estrogen production, among female test-subjects.”

Faith kneaded my shoulders harder. “I don’t know what any of that means.”

“Hyper-feminization and less reward from your brain for acting on it.”

“I’m still confused.”

Sex addiction. But I wasn’t ready to drop that much info. “I’m just here to take notes on the changes. Good night.”

Thankfully, she let go. Still dressed for work and pouting hard enough to make me crack, Faith bent forward as she looked up at me. “Well, I’ll make sure to let you know how I feel.”

The girl was sweeter than rich fudge, and at least as dense.

“Sounds good.” I glanced back at her one last time as I shut my door. “I’ll have breakfast ready about seven or so, since Li’l Miss Career works tomorrow.”

I didn’t even give her time to respond, locking the handle behind me.


The girl I never had a chance with in high school sat on my hips. I reached out, pulling her face closer.

Dana’s cheeks blushed as her lips parted. Then her cunt pressed my dick between the two of us.

No fucking way. I ran both hands down her thighs. But it’s happening, isn’t it?

Long strands of brunette tickled across my cheeks. “Don’t pretend you weren’t looking at me that way.”

My eyes shot open to see her face.

But in the dim light of the bedside lamps, I knew the hair in my face was blonde, with just a bit of curl.

What had been brown eyes stared down, blue and kinda mocking me.

“River, what the hell?” Everyone knows how to pick a privacy lock, so how she got in wasn’t the issue.

“Shut up.” The split between her thighs hugged over the bottom of my shaft, soaking through the cotton of her panties. “Faith told me what you did to us.”

My brain froze. Opening my mouth to claim innocence, I felt her lips press against mine.

Then River eased back. “Don’t talk. She’s listening.” Both of her hands clamped around my knees from behind herself.

High-pitched and subtle, metal rattled together as I wrapped my arms around her back. “I thought you hated my guts.”

“Oh, I still do. Don’t worry.”

A familiar voice almost cooked my ear. “I told her you two should go ahead and fuck your problems out.”

Faith had gone too far.

But something went click behind River. Steel rings chilled the insides of my thighs as River’s nails grazed my skin.

I tried forcing the girl off, shoving against the middle of her stomach with both hands.

Another pair of noises registered right about the time I felt steel against my wrists. Then something forced both of my arms over my head.

The cuffs dug in as I tried to fight back. But Faith was already pulling hard on a length of rope tied in the middle of the chain, securing the rest to one of the corner posts. Her head shook as those lips grinned down at me. “No, River’s about to take it all out on you.”

“Let me the fuck go!” I tried fighting one more time, but even a girl that small could pull enough force to keep me locked in.

“Carter, there’s no point in both of you hating each other. Let it happen.”

My arms tensed until I felt the blood cut off from my hands. “Are you daft? Let me go, now!”

She was already moving on to River, sitting close enough to lean into her wannabe-boss’s ear. “It alright, he wants you to.”

The chains rattled against the headboard. One last try made it hurt. I’m gonna kill both of ‘em.

River didn’t seem to mind, pushing her cunt against me hard enough to leave my shaft even wetter.

My left arm jerked, forcing the right closer to the wall. “I swear, when I get loose—”

Faith shot her gaze at me. “You’ll what? Don’t think I won’t like it.”

Two fingers glanced my dick as soaked fabric gave way to hot skin. It’s not like I could call it a dry hump, given how River was wet as her namesake.

I tried keeping Faith occupied, but she was already reaching over for something else. The way she looked away worried me more than anything else so far.

The end of my prick roasted as a dripping entrance ate the first inch.

Wake up, wake up, wake up! I shook my head, desperate to get away. But this wasn’t another dream.

Ending my three-year dry streak, River sunk until I was halfway inside her.

The hold on my wrists was too much to fight, but I hadn’t lost use of my mouth. “You’d better fucking be on something.”

River opened her mouth like she was about answer.

Strrrnkt!

Then I heard something tear. Next thing I knew, Faith had River’s mouth sealed with a piece of duct tape.

“I guess she’d better know when to pull you out, huh?”

Wanting to cuss her like a mortal enemy, I craned my neck forward.

But then River slapped another piece over my face.

“Easy. If you get too excited, you’ll come in her before either of you know what’s going on.”

Getting the ride of my life from a slim, leggy blonde was nice. But having it forced on us by a redhead who came up to our shoulders, on her tip-toes, made it feel like an insult.

If I break loose and get a condom on, I’ll fuck the little bitch dead. And I didn’t mean it in the good way.

Faith wasn’t letting up. She pushed herself away and leaned close to River’s ear again. “Don’t stop until he’s screaming through that tape.”

My voice tried ripping out, but it only made River grind harder.

That little bump all the way inside her pressed against my head. The dimple in the middle and all. Like she wanted me to blast the load right in.

“Feel that? Hard, thick, and all the way in you? He wants you to make him come.”

River pushed forward, just enough to make it sound like the truth. Meanwhile, I tried breaking the steel links keeping my hands bound.

The front of River’s bra slipped. Hints of nipple slid from underneath.

“Go ahead. He can take it out on me tomorrow.”

I couldn’t help staring as the whole thing fell to her elbows The girl hadn’t been wearing padding on top of those puppies.

Another swish made my eyes close. I didn’t know if it was because River knew how to ride, or if I’d been waiting too long. But lasting another minute would have been a miracle.

A tiny hand cupped my balls from under River’s ass. “Go ahead. I can’t think of a better way to make both of you get along.”

My head rocked side-to-side. Licking my tongue at the bitter glue, I almost worked a passage for my voice, just over my chin.

One more shift of River’s body sank me all the way through.

“Fuck, I’m getting too jealous...”

River tried keeping me in, but the psycho redhead had her own plans.

The right side of the mattress rebounded against me as I felt the draft on my cock. “Sorry, but I need it.”

Brown pupils stared down as I felt less weight on my hips.

“Carter, sweetie, I think I want you to come inside me.”

Another burst of rattling hit my ears. Then I felt the bonds hold tight again.

No, don’t you fucking do it…

Every inch of my dick warmed back up. Faith dropped her tits against my chest, still in that bra. “You can bust a nut in me if you want, but I’m not about to tell you if I’m on anything.”

My voice never made it through the vinyl.

“But River isn’t. How long do you think you can last?”

The way her cunt flooded as she said it made me nervous.

Walls gripped my length, hard. Then I felt her breath in my ear. “You should really think about knocking me up. It’s not like this house is too small for a family.”

Busting out wasn’t gonna happen. If Faith wanted it, she had me, dead-to-rights.

“Giving in already?” She pushed both hands against my chest and pulled every hair between her fingers. “Don’t tell me you’re that helpless.”

I tried staring at the top of my skull. That kind of weak tease didn’t work, even on a deprived sucker like me.

Another rush of cunt slammed down to my hilt. “Found your trigger...” As both of her hands gripped on my wrists. “Just give in and come. In this tight… Tiny… Ready… Pussy.”

Faith pushed herself into overdrive. Bald cunt popped against me, like she was trying to run me clean through her.

“Do it! Come for me!”

My whole body shook, and I was on the verge of giving up the ghost.

Then every bit of her left. “Don’t even think about coming right now.”

I wanted to roll over and punch the hell out of the mattress. But shit, I couldn’t.

Faith left the bed and picked something off the night stand. The cuff on my right arm jiggled until I felt it pop open. Then the left.

Pushing myself up, I kept sitting there as Faith put her knees between my thighs.

“I’ll make a deal with you.” The tape ripped off of my face, stinging like a motherfucker. “Come in her, and I’ll let you take me like this when we’re alone tomorrow.”

Faith was making a damned-nice offer.

Prone on her stomach and in no way ready to put up a fight, River wasn’t showing any resistance And that slight gape in the manager-in-training’s pussy begged to get filled again.

Beyond helping myself, I took my cock in my hand while I stood up. Lube wasn’t an issue, because I slammed back into River like we’d never quit.

Fingers closed around my shoulders again as I felt a little bit of weight on my back. “Do it… She’s begging you to.”

My neck craned back. “To what?”

Faith never lost a beat. Cutting through my skin with every nail, she tried driving the point home. “To bust a nut in her, dingus.”

Another slam had me on the verge. “Bullshit. I think you want it.”

The pain on the front of my shoulders burned. Faith had dug in, and wasn’t about to let go. “You’ll fucking come in her… Don’t give me any lip.”

I was about to give in and do it, but as far as I knew, River could have been primed for my load to stick. Ripping the tape off her mouth, I didn’t bother asking if our tiny, hidden slut was honest.

Fighting through the dig into my flesh, I pulled out and whipped myself around.

Faith stared up at me, speechless and paralyzed as I crashed her against the bed.

I’m not risking having to deal with that monster for almost twenty years...

Delicate hands pushed against my chest, but I was already inside her. “What do you think you’re doing?”

Sinking through, Faith was even hotter inside.

“Making sure I don’t screw my life up.”

One more slam jolted her before the next response could come.

Then I felt River’s tits spread around my left arm. “She fucking deserves it. Put the bitch in her place.”

As if she was one to talk. But I ground my teeth together and speared Faith like a hated enemy.

Her eyes squinted as her hands pulled me tighter. “If you’ve got that kind of balls, we might not eat you alive.”

My thumb went between her lips. The way Faith sucked at it told me she had more in reserve. “Well? Go ahead and blow my mind.”

Faith spat the digit out and pulled me down. “She’s actually on birth control, you idiot. I was trying to help you here.”

How? Another run of my shaft forced her mouth away. “I’m not doing it unless I know, for sure.”

Using the slight gap between thrusts, Faith cried out, “Tell him what you’re on!”

My body and mind balled together, just to meet one goal. Faith’s entire body shot up the mattress an inch. Then I rested deep, waiting for River’s answer.

After a couple seconds, she barely piped out, “Something that works, but it’s none of his business.”

Good enough for me. I shot Faith another jolt. “First thing in the morning, your ass is mine.”

Burying one side of her face in the bed, Faith made sure her eyes stayed on me. “Looking forward to it. Now go make make her less of a bitch.”

I pulled out and held myself straight up on my knees. Without even looking at River, I curled one finger at where her voice had come from. “You. Here. Now.”

Faith scrambled out of the way. Not to clear herself, but to help force River into what I’d demanded. “Go on, if you don’t make him come, you’ll hate each other even more. Nobody likes a cock-tease.”

Minutes before, Faith’s idea would have gone over like a fart in church. But River was all-in, sitting on her knees and peering over River within seconds.

Grabbing hold behind each of her knees, I forced River’s legs together and down until she was lying on her right side.

Faith barged in, mashing their faces together until I heard the makeout session.

Well, alright. I just hoped that ‘birth-control’ wasn’t some homeopathic, bored-housewife shit.

Slipping through her entrance, it didn’t take much to push deep. Slick, tight, and eager walls pulsed like they were begging me to come.

Almost out of her, my rational brain tried screaming through the noise. If they’re lying, you might end up fucking yourself harder than her.

But I was past caring. My hand closed just under River top knee. Another bump of my hips made her whimper into Faith’s mouth.

Subtle noises from between her legs joined the chorus of moaning. Then I felt a tip of fingernail tease around my shaft.

River tightened harder as Faith broke away and smiled up at me. “Go ahead. She wants us to fuck her up.”

I could hear it from the core of River’s throat. Her head jolted back, giving Faith the invitation to grab hold.

“Go ahead, show him how much you want it...”

Both ass cheeks tensed and relaxed, dancing her cunt around until I couldn’t slam again. Just a minute of that would force me into dropping a load.

Goddamn…

Then River had a twinge of panic. I could even feel it inside her.

Faith reached around and pushed River’s hands together more than the cuffs. “Hold, right here, and don’t let go.”

One final plea of, “Wait!” leaked out of the girl we couldn’t stand, on through the silver tape. A couple seconds too late, I might add.

Safe or not, the skinny bitch needed to figure out who was calling the shots. And Faith had to see it too.

Ripping myself in a couple of times, I looked down at the lowest redhead on the totem pole. “Don’t make her come just yet. I need her ready to split down the middle when I give it up.”

Faith looked up as if it was a promise for her session. “Can do!” Then she leaned into River’s face again. “Hear that? I never thought I’d say it, but I wish I was you right now.”

I matched River’s stare through the mix of red and blonde hair. Another quick swap of tongues happened before she could get a word in. “You’re lucky we’re both on the shot.”

I didn’t care what she was on. So long as it was something that worked. Having Faith’s status confirmed was just a bonus.

One more crush had me buried all the way in. Wanting to hold onto that feeling, I ground my hips and gripped River’s chin. “So I really can fuck your world up.”

“You’d love it if I begged, wouldn’t you?”

That would have been too easy, even if I had been feeling generous. “Hush.” I squeezed her face a bit harder, like I was actually saying something by doing it.

Then a push from behind jammed me back in. Draping her arms around my hips and joining the hold on River’s jaw, Faith asked, “Didn’t I tell this would work?”

Scraping pain dug into my forearms, ripping through more skin as I slipped harder. River’s bottom lip quaked as she breathed deep.

Now I wanted to pin Faith down and rail her stupid again.

But she still had more to say. “Get it all out now. Then we can get rough as you want in the morning.”

That little bit of sadism tickled what I’d found in myself. “So you mean, I can make her regret it?”

Faith pulled at my arm, dragging part of me away the whole time. “Exactly.”

I like her.

Then I looked down at River.

But you, not so much… Still locked to the base of my nuts, I pushed against the bed until I was a third of the way out of the girl.

River winced as I caught how vulnerable she was.

One slam popped my hips against her ass. Then I reached up her legs, grabbing both ankles and forcing River onto her back again.

Pushing hard, River’s thighs were close to their breaking point. But I crashed through, not giving half a shit about her limit.

“Do it Carter… Come in her!”

Faith had a good point. Even if River didn’t want it, what could she do to stop me?

But those walls pleaded for it to end. My tip screamed as hard as River, feeling every ridge and fold on its way out.

“If you don’t win now, she’ll always lord it over you.” Faith’s breath coursed around my neck. “Do it, even if she begs you to stop!”

Which sounded like an invitation to bang her ‘friend’ inside-out. As if we didn’t still have a mutual enemy to deal with.

Tight sides gripped my cock. Pulling back hard enough to groan, I forced River to look at me.

A hint of fear was in her eyes. I could have taken advantage of that and finished her off. But I wasn’t Jaradale’s sort of asshole.

Leaning close enough to keep Faith from hearing it, I whispered, “Don’t think I like you because of this. Not one bit.”

River didn’t seem to care, pulling her legs harder until she had me locked in.

My waist bucked, rolled, and ripped to each side. She’d done good enough to earn what I’d been welling up.

Standing up a little, the blonde I was taking it all out on rose with me. I let her slam back to the mattress, letting the chain of her cuffs rattle.

River kept squeezing my arm hard enough to shoot pins and needles all over my hand. Even through the tape, I caught the single word. “Deeper!”

I loved it. There aren’t many issues a proper, rough hate fucking can’t work out between mortal enemies.

Faith closed her hands over mine and licked at the top of my collar-bone before cooing, “Do it. She’s about to split in half.”

The first rumble pulsed from deep inside that pussy. Taking me in, it snapped tight behind my tip.

What scraps I had left kept me thrusting, maybe an inch or two each way. The pressure at the very end built up until the skin on my tip felt like it was ready to crack. But a tiny spot of pre-cum bought me a little more room to play with.

I took hold of one of River’s breasts. Hot enough to light the bed on fire, her skin filled in the pale outline of my handprint before I completely let go.

All the joints in the bed frame cried like it was about to fail. Then River joined in, unable to fight off what her body was forcing her to do.

Bound just as tight as her, I wasn’t making it out of the girl in time, even if I tried.

River cried against the back of the tape. Another shot of wet made her pussy feel like I was the guest of honor in a boiling lobster pot.

One slam, then a second. Drawing out as far as I could, the shock of my body hitting the overload point made my third just a fall back into her.

Both of her legs curled tight, almost pushing me out.

My hands fell back to the sheets. Scrunching as much as I could get hold of into a ball, my lungs emptied right along with my balls.

Something between thanks and hatred filled her eyes as River looked sideways at me. But the way she kept those eyebrows up told me that she wanted it. And not just to make me stop.

Holy shit… I fought for the next breath, feeling sweat bead all over my skin.

My arms shook and gave out.

Falling over her, I couldn’t help cradling her cheek and burying my mouth in her ear. But I couldn’t summon the wind to say a word.

Emptying myself like the gift was on a fire-sale, the first slit I’d been in for a good while twitched all around me. I’d almost forgotten how good it felt. Especially when River was the first girl I’d came in, raw.

The first good breath never got all the way in. Faith piled herself on top of us, giddy about who-the-fuck-knows what.

I tried sucking in what air could as the final shots quivered my whole body.

“See, I knew you two could get along.”

Far too weak, I didn’t bother wasting my breath telling her off.


The chain rattled on my bed as she tried breaking loose. But this time, Faith was on the receiving end.

River looked back at me and grinned. “Her skin’s as red as her hair now. What do you think? Another hour of this until we make her crack?”

Putting our tiny matchmaker through her paces felt like the new normal. “You need to get your ass to work.”

I looked at Faith’s cheek, striped with mascara, all the way down to the same fucking tape from the night before. What hid beneath those soaked panties tempted me again.

“She doesn’t get to feel you finish in her until I make that call.”

Faith whined as River turned away. But she’d brought it upon herself.

My shoulders bunched. “Sorry kid.”

River came back and brushed Faith’s hair from over those dark eyes. “Hey, look at me...”

Faith squirmed, but she knew the deal.

River slapped at the dripping outline of Faith’s slit. “If I bring Vida back here with me, she’ll get to watch you take the load. Alright?”

Faith stared up like River had become the word of law.

“And then Vida works with Julia tomorrow. You see where I’m going with this?”

God, you’re an evil cunt.

But River was already grabbing her purse off my nightstand. “Carter, you should be really mean to her. Not that you need my permission, boss.”

I was dumb enough to play along with her game, for reasons I hadn’t thought to question yet. “Hey, if Vida looks as good you two, bring her on.”


BIMBO PANIC! 2 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you’re the new boss?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go on.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“For improvements they could make.”

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

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

Vida pinched the card. “Subtle.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Fuck all… “Just don’t forget.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Because I had a fresh playmate to measure up.


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

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

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

“Go for it.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Both of them had their eyes on me.

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

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

“But am I wrong?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Katie, the assistant manager, you dolt.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It made some missing pieces click together. Perfectly.

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

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

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

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

She hadn’t worn panties since moving in.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But why?”

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

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

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

“Waxed. Twice a week.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My arms shook as I sank through again.

“Don’t.”

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

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

“I just fucking told you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fuck no, I didn’t. At all.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Recluses like Jaradale didn’t get out enough to collect many enemies. But I’m sure even his friends hated his guts too. If he’d ever had any.


BIMBO PANIC! 3 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Andy Petrakis.”

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

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

I kept my mouth shut as he trudged in.

“Vida! Ready for that date yet?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Vida leaned close. “She’s back.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Has Vida told you about Andy Petrakis yet?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Noted. I’ll pass it along.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“Not until recently.”

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

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

Vida and Faith glanced at each other.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Every one of us stopped.

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

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

“Okay, I’ll let Carter know. Thanks!”

You could have heard a pin drop.

Then she giggled.

Another hour contained in a single breath passed.

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

Bitch…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Go ahead. Tell me I’m wrong.”

River started to open her mouth.

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

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

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

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

I knew enough to sit back and enjoy the fireworks.

River kept blinking, unable to say a damn thing.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not good…

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

Someone bumped against my door and tried the knob.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well now you’re just mocking me.”

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m not a slut like River.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It felt fine and like a dream come to life.

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

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

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

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

Her final round of screams blew out.

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

It all came rushing forward at once.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But this shit couldn’t keep happening. If GeneFactor was really in the business of warping minds like this, I wanted no part of it.


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.


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 she 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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I’d just moved across the country a few months ago. So it wasn’t like I could call my parents or any of the ‘aunts’ who’d doted over me for a ride. “It’s fine. My insurance deductible’s been smacked already.”

“Suit yourself.” She prepped the other bag on the stand. “As soon as I turn this knob, count down from ten.”

The door opened back up. Dr. Whitmer slid his way in, already dressed for slicing and dicing. “Good, I caught you in time.”

Not exactly the first thing you want to hear from a surgeon. “Why? What’s going on?”

He pulled his mask down and smiled. “Whatever this thing is, if it’s not organic like we’re thinking, do you want it as a souvenir?”

Christ. My asshole unpuckered as the nurse turned the valve. “Sure. Damn thing’s cost me a fortune already, so I might as well keep it.”

The stubble around his mouth twisted like was about to laugh. “Well, sweet dreams Mr. Owens.”

“Yeah, I’m sure it’ll be a—”

Then nothing.

***

‘Mikey.’

I’d been suppressing that voice in my head, off and on, for years. Mika, I called her, after myself. The head-shrinkers wouldn’t call it schizophrenia because I had no other symptoms.

‘I’ll see you soon.’

Where? The fucking afterlife?

‘You’re fine. I just couldn’t wait to let you know.’

If I had control of my eyes, I’d have rolled them. We’ve been over this. You’re not real. Even if her advice had never steered me wrong. About the time I graduated law school, I figured it was time to put my imaginary friend out to pasture, somewhere in the back of my head.

A point of light showed up. It grew, slow enough to hurt.

Shit. Guess I’m heading that way. It’s been fun.

‘I have to go now, but I promise, we’ll be together when you wake up.’

Whatever it was, that light wiggled and then shot away.

Welp, Purgatory it is. Lovely. Which beat the fire and forks in my ass I expected, being an attorney and all.

I waited for Mika to say something.

After what could have been seconds or hours, I was ready to snap. Hey!

***

“You claimed you had no friends to take you home, when there’s a pretty girl this worried about you.” The nurse shook her head as she pressed the cold stethoscope over my chest. “As soon as you recover, you’ll probably be in the dog house, and I wouldn’t blame her.”

“What? Who?”

I vaguely heard the door open and close.

The nurse looked away from me. “And if she dresses like this, I don’t know you could forget her. Even with all those drugs pumping through your system.”

The fuck are you talking about? Trying to prop up on my elbows, all I did was send pure agony through my body.

“How is he?”

I knew the voice too well. “Mika?”

My nurse popped her hand against my forehead. “If you want my advice, stop digging that hole you’ve got yourself into.”

She went away, finally.

But I knew I wasn’t alone, even after the door shut. Even if it should have been obvious. Anesthesia messes you up.

“Mikey...”

That voice roiled up the warm fuzzies like Mom was there. But she’d always called me Michael.

A soft footstep patted against the floor. Then I felt a hand rub up my forearm. “Just rest. I’ll take you home as soon as the doctor allows it.”

Through the fuzz in my vision, I didn’t recognize her. “Maybe you’re real, and maybe you’re not.” I couldn’t help reaching up and grabbing her wrist. “But I don’t want you to leave.”

***

My feet pushed against the drain end of the tub. “Might as well get it over with.” I was just thankful she’d put some of my body wash in early. You know, for that layer of bubbles to cover up my junk and all.

Mika dropped the big sponge in the water and wrung it out. She wiped my forehead and moved down to one side of my face. “When I said I had to leave, the doctor was already cutting me loose from your heart.”

“And here you are again, exactly as promised.” I hadn’t been babied like this since I was little, and this was exactly how Mom did it. “If this is some elaborate prank between yourself and my dad, go ahead tell me, because it’s not funny.”

The sponge went under again. Mika wiped across the back of my neck and smiled. “You’ve always been skeptical like this. Not that I blame you right now.”

“So what’s true?” Damn, having someone to pamper my ass felt good, though. “I just learned that my ‘aunts’ were some kind of harem for my dad, and not my mom’s sisters like everyone had told me all these years.”

Mika kept grinning. “Well, you’ve survived the bad part of the hex. What if I tell you that it’s time for the reward side of it?”

I couldn’t help laughing, even if it hurt like hell. “I can only take so much woo-woo at once.”

Through it all, Mika never stopped looking kinda and patient as a saint. “Well, I’ll ease you into it. Lift your arms.”

“Why are you even here? You match that voice, and everything my dad told me, you already know. But I don’t understand why I’m the punchline of some joke.”

Her forehead pressed against mine as she wiped my right arm down. “If you call your mother, she’d tell you the same things.”

Maternal grandparents weren’t a thing in my life. And all those aunts had their own families, as if they’d reconnected with people who’d put them up for adoption. “It’s nuts, but I don’t have a better explanation than the crazy shit you’re telling me.”

Mika drifted the sponge to my left arm. “So believe it. Wouldn’t it let all the missing pieces fall into place?”

The bones of the story were there, and they all fit together. “This all sounds like the kind of stuff that’d get me locked in a padded cell.” Even if what I’d learned put meat on that skeleton, in a way that made sense.

“You talked to psychiatrists, because you thought I was proof that you were crazy. But they still wouldn’t diagnose you.”

“Auditory hallucinations are one thing. Now I’m seeing shit that isn’t there.”

“Someone drove you home.”

Based on the abuse my poor clutch had gone through, my vision and hearing wouldn’t have been the only senses lying to me. I still had the echoes of that stink in my nose, and a mechanic’s bill to prove it, coming up sooner rather than later.

Leaning forward so Mika could get my back, I knew the touch was real. “Let’s say I admit you’re here and believe every word you say. What would that mean?”

“That’s up to you.” Mika pointed at the water. “Are you willing to stand up, or can you handle that part, yourself?”

My jaw clenched as I stared her in the eyes. But I could tell she wasn’t attempting some lewd trick. “I can do it myself.”

“It’ll hurt.” Mika’s hand slipped under the water, dangerously far down my abs. “Grow up and let me help you.”

“Alright, Mom.”

Her brows dropped. “Don’t call me that. It’s creepy.”

Huh… Out of all things, that was her uncrossable line. “So are you my mom’s sister, a twin I never knew I had, or what?”

Mika pulled her hand back, splashing water all over the floor. “Mikey, that’s fucking gross! When did you get that pervy?”

Everything about her face screamed revulsion. “Alright. You’re not joking a bit. I can tell.” Because that reaction was pure reflex.

She kept giving me a mean side-eye. “I got my dress wet, because you had to be lewd.”

I wanted to give her an out, but I didn’t have one. “Sorry, but I don’t keep things that fit you around here.”

Mika dove right back in with that sponge, swabbing it across my neck. “It’s alright. You didn’t mean it.”

This time, I had to snatch her wrist. “Are you twelve? Plenty of guys would take advantage if they heard you say that.”

She kept wiping me down, even through the hold. “Well, I know you won’t.” And there she went, swabbing my waist like it was nothing.

“Hey, did you even hear me?””

Mika kept going on. “Loud and clear.”

***

Mika squeezed harder. “So you’re a better person than the other side. What’s wrong with that?”

Not everything I’d gone in through in my life had sunk into her head. “It only counts if we win. No surplus of good will stacks up to a mound of turds, otherwise.”

Her legs molded against my own. “The next time you go up there, can I tag along?”

“Sure.” Not that it’d do any good. “But you already know how this will play out.”

Like I’d tripped a breaker inside her head, Mika pulled at my shoulder until I was on lying my back again. Scrambling on top of me, that grin on her face scared the fuck out of me. “Wanna bet?”

My shirt was only buttoned enough to cover the naughty bits. Not that it was giving her an ounce of shame.

“Really, Mikey? You’re giving up so easily?”

“What am I supposed to do? Bring up their local business baron and his legendary coke habit?”

Mika brushed her fingertips under the edge of my boxers. “If it helps, yes.”

Now I was setting myself up to get sued. “I took on the case because I believe in helping these people, and my bosses gave me the time and resources to get admitted to the West Virginia Bar Association. If I take you, keep your mouth shut, and don’t burn the bridges I’ve run across.”

Sliding up the bulge in my shorts, Mika wanted me to know that my shirt was the only thing she had on. “So you can start your own practice and help the town your family came from… Mikey, that’s what I like most about you.”

Harris and Brooks probably wouldn’t like being used to further my own career more than their own practice. But Harper, Brooks’ daughter, was set to inherit his position as senior partner. Just because that’s how it always happened with law firms.

“Working there kinda pisses you off, doesn’t it?” Another glide of her slit up my shaft soaked through my boxers.

I was ready to give in and let Mika do whatever she wanted. It’s not like I hadn’t fucked girls I knew even less about. “If we’re doing this, I’ve got condoms in the top drawer of the nightstand to your left.”

She looked down at me like I was an idiot. Again. “I can’t believe your father didn’t tell you about this.”

“About what?”

Mika wiped strings of hair away from her eyes. “A doyen can’t bear a child until her master has five wives.”

She was talking even crazier than the old man himself. “What the shit are you talking about?”
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