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AUTHOR’S NOTE:




Hi there, all you folks stuck at home. I hope you’re staying safe and healthy. We kinda found ourselves in a mess, didn’t we?




Now that I’ve got the home-life running smoothly again, I’ve gotten over my own rough patch, and the gigantic garden out back started... I’ve got the time and energy to write again. Really, that’s all I have to say here. Keep yourself at home if you can, and take care of those who can’t. They need you right now.




The initial plan for this next series was going to involve a virus, but that’d just be in bad taste. I’m not touching that plot device with a ten-foot pole, for a good while. Besides, I think people are reading to get away from the crap going on in the world right now, if only for a little while.




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 wet River was.

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 to work.”

I looked down 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 uou finish in her until I make that call.”

Faith whined as River turned away. But she’d brought it on 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 what she’d volunteered for.

River slapped at the dripping outline of Faith’s cunt. “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 of 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.”
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Kate’s thighs squeezed around my waist as she lowered onto my cock. “It’s really a shame you had to wear this.”



I felt the bottom lip of my condom slide up. “No no no no….” Jamie and I didn’t have many rules, but new partners had to either show a clear test from the past month, or protection was a given. Not that I expected a library sciences professor to have any nasties down there.

Her shoulders bunched and all of her fingertips pulled at the top of my abs. “Fine, if that’s what you want.” Then Kate gasped when she had me all the way in again.

I rested my hands on her hips, grasping for the sides of her ass. Nodding at the hidden talent for riding a guy, I did wish like hell I could have gone in raw. Even without the glasses and being a dirty blonde, she had that Velma vibe about her. Because sometimes nerdy girls are the best kind of hidden freaks.

The full surge of her cunt grinding on my shaft knocked my legs straight. “You look like you’re about to come.” She dragged further down my stomach.

My jaw fell open and my neck bent. “Hell yeah. Don’t stop now.”

Kate dropped forward and swept her hips. “Before we check out,” her voice trembled into a whimper for a second, “we’ll do this again.”

Or as it would turn out, yet again, and then a fourth time thanks a late checkout call.

Wherever she’d learned that wiggle, it needed to be holy ground. Kate shimmied until I had to start bumping my hips into her from below.

She licked under my chin. “Oh yeah, you’re about to come. Just think how much better it’d feel if I could get your load inside me.”

I fought to unclench my jaw. “Don’t fucking tempt me.”

“But I want it...” She pouted in a way that’d break a psychopath’s heart.

My fingers stretched out and I slammed both hands against the bed. “Fuck!” Even behind a sleeve of latex, I couldn’t force myself into her hard enough.

*
*
*

That poor, tiny blonde I’d married wasn’t getting off easy. Held on the verge of madness, Jamie bent the posts on the bed frame in a little more. Like she had been lezzing it up with a damn good personal trainer or something.

The buzzing stopped all of a sudden. Hannah stood up and circled the Hitachi around. “Alright, your turn, but don’t you fucking come in her.”

Which always meant their fun would be over. Hannah had never been with a guy, and she was happy to keep it that way. Cleaning up my mess was equally out of the question.

As I got over there, Jamie kept breathing like a fish out of water. Almost as if their reconciliation wasn’t her idea at all. “You’re home. Thank God...”

I mentioned having a third person in a marriage feels like a crowd. Now imagine that your wife’s lesbian girlfriend is kind of a bitch in the best way possible, her pushy domme, and personal trainer. Sometimes their workouts got this intense.

But I’d already been fucked out. “Sucks for you. The girl who sat next to me on the flight back was down for whatever.”

Jamie gasped up, “Condom with her?”

“Like always.”

She forced a not-really fake grin. “Good. Then you’ll fuck me long enough to end this shit.”


*

*

*


“Until now, Hannah just wanted you to jerk it into a cup. Do you know how many times I’ve tried to change her mind? You should be kissing my ass right now.”

I’d always had a suspicion, but I never felt like it was any of my business. “You
 didn’t change her mind here. Sorry.”

Jamie leaned way from me, but kept the pressure on that toy up. “So what did? She owe you even more money than last time?”

Hannah did, but that wasn’t any of Jamie’s business. I figured it was time to throw out a hail-Mary and see how things went. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.” In fact, my face went a little smugger than I intended. “You’re coming right along with us.”

That damn wand sounded like it was about to burn out. But Jamie nodded at me, grinding herself against Hannah’s face. “You asshole...”

She wasn’t my focus anymore. Hannah’s pussy took hold, reminding me who I was buried inside. One pulse of her walls shot from base to tip.


Fuck me!
 I pulled halfway out, stopped by the nyloned feet wrapped around the back of my neck.

One more slap of my hips turned my knees to jelly.

Fuck... Fuck, fuck. Fuck!

Hannah let go of my waist. Then Jamie started going apeshit, barely keeping the wand buzzing at its hardest...
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