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Author's Note: A lot of this series is about knowing someone well enough to write them. When it comes to Gina, yes, she is based on my actual wife. Having lived together for eight years now, half of them as a married couple, it all makes for an easy character to write. It's actually harder to write myself as a character, because I tend to fall into habits, especially verbal ones. You don't want to read a transcript of me talking as dialogue. Some pronunciations I actually use, such as 'turlet' and 'warsh,' would jar people right out of the story.
As for the plans after this series has all five parts out and done? I've got an erotica short-form extravaganza planned for this summer. I know I'll be burnt to a crisp on longer erotica after this is wrapped up, so I'll be cleansing my pallet with a load of stories along the lines of Harem Ring for a bit. That one in particular was great fun to write, and people seem to still enjoy it, more than three years later.
I know I dive into the business side of erotica a bit in this series, but for something to still be read often just three weeks after release is rare in erotica. Something about Harem Ring just struck a chord with people that's still ringing out. I'll be re-reading that one and trying to figure out what the magic ingredient was.
Until then, enjoy the rather odd life that I actually lead, with the minor change of bimbos running around the place. If only I could actually be so lucky. And after testing the washing machine in question toward the end of this story, yes, I did get yelled at for only trying it on spin-cycle instead of doing an actual load of laundry.



ALPHA CREATION 2:
MY NEW BIMBO, MY WIFE
Gina sat one of the figures on my desk. I looked up from the story I'd been working on that morning as she crossed her arms. “Go ahead, make me as hot as her.” One thing I know you've figured out about my wife is, she's as bossy as a drill sergeant. 
Elena stepped in behind Gina, giving me plenty of inspiration. “Come on, she let us bang, so you should thank her by doing what she wants.”
I pulled the keyboard out of my lap and dropped it on the desk. “Are you sure you want me to do this? You'll be whatever I want.” The thought of sacrificing a figure to make her a cat or something for a while came to mind. The problem was, I wasn't sure if I could change a person more than once.
“Well, you know what I've been wanting to have done.” Gina moved the figure a little closer to me, tottering it side-to-side like it was walking. “At least this way, it won't cost more than my student loans.”
The monthly payments on them were pretty damn brutal. If it weren't for that chunk getting torn out of our earnings every month, we'd have been doing quite well. “Not gonna lie, we wouldn't be able to afford those procedures until we're about to retire.” And by then, what would be the point?
“So get to it already.”
I knew I wasn't typing another word out, whether I wanted to or not. I pointed to a spot beyond the other side of my desk. “Stand right there and get comfortable. You'll be here for a few hours.”
“I can't bring a chair in here and sit?”
“You could, but I wouldn't risk it. If I get the proportions wrong, your thighs might end up inches long.” It's not like I did studies of people sitting before. That was a later project.
“Fine, but don't take forever.”
“It'll take as long as it'll take.”
I picked up the stylus from it's charging stand and put on the finger glove that kept the screen from fouling up. The figure sat between the two of us as I pulled the tablet over my lap. A quick calibration of the pen had me ready to go.
I looked over at Elena. “You might want to step back, or go to another room. I don't want it changing you by mistake.”
Elena being Elena, took it as a compliment. “Thanks. Can I borrow your phone?”
I knew she didn't have anyone to call. That damn vibe was what she wanted to use. I handed it to her and said, “Fine, have a blast.”
When you're working on the same thing for several hours, a little background noise never hurts. And my wrist was already aching from the anticipation of all that work. What Gina could have looked like, if she took care of her body like her income depended on it... That natural potential she did have helped power me through the reluctance.
“Alright, if you feel like something's going wrong, tell me immediately.”
“Will it hurt?”
“How the hell should I know? I've only done this once, and Elena showed up out of the blue.”
Gina looked apprehensive, but it couldn't overpower how much she wanted it to happen. “Go for it.”
As I created a blank canvas, the general idea of her new self started coming to me. It's not like I was exaggerating her actual potential at all. That's why you don't marry an eight who can only peak as an eight. A seven who could peak as a ten is the real bargain you're looking for.
“Here it goes.” I drew the first stroke of rough outline on the screen. The curve of her already amazing ass swished out in blue pixels.



I was nearly finished after about four hours. “You want your tattoos to stay, or not?” Elena moaned through the wall separating my office from her room. I couldn't believe she'd been at it for so long.
“The one on my ankle can go, but I still like the one on my wrist.” She'd only gotten it a couple of months ago.
“It's not even showing up in the pose I've drawn you in, so we'll see what happens.”
“Can I see?”
I looked up at her and shook my head. She hadn't changed at all yet. “I'm not even sure if this'll work.”
“You made an entire person out of nothing. Of course it will.”
As I'd painted, I even thought of a few personality tweaks, but nothing way out of line with how she acted. Far less of a fussy eater and a hell of a lot hornier was about the extent of it. I mean, she couldn't be a bimbo without the turbocharged sex-drive.
I knew Gina was getting tired of standing there, especially since I'd hardly said a word the entire time. “A few more touches, and it's done.” Gotta nail those tits, just right.
A sky blue bikini was the wardrobe I'd gone with, for the sake of making it easier. Plus, what a way to see my wife's new body for the first time. To see if it'd work, I put a little focus into the idea of no hair growing anywhere besides her head. The hair on her scalp, eyebrows, and eyelashes were the only things she didn't try to eradicate.
Gina shifted and leaned against the wall. “How about a tan?”
“Will it stick around or fade over time?” Either way, I'd left her skin on its own layer. A quick color shift made her look fresh from a beach vacation, minus tan-lines in my mind, of course.
A few stray marks needed erasing, but I couldn't figure out how to make her any hotter. In digital painting form, of course. I made sure to save, and then exported to .jpeg before closing.
The program hung for a moment. “Goddammit!”
“What?”
“It's taking forever to do the most basic shit right now.”
I smacked the edge of the tablet, as if that would speed anything up. Finally, I had the blank, black desktop that I was picky about maintaining in front of me.
“Holy shit, you did it.”
I looked up and saw Gina, or at least the version of her I'd drawn, cupping ample breasts like a bundle of puppies. When I noticed the figurine had disappeared, my heart almost stopped. “Fuck all, it actually actually worked.”
She stood there, feeling all over her new body. “This is insane. It's like I've been working out every day for years.” When she started feeling her face, she asked, “No changes here?”
“Not much need for it. How many times have I told you that you're hot?” She'd never believed me, but self-esteem issues had always plagued her. “Quit touching yourself and go look in the mirror already.”
Gina rushed out of the room as I got up to follow her. By the time I walked by the bathroom, she was already inspecting herself in the vanity mirror. “My skin's so clear now, it's like I'm one of those airbrushed models in a magazine.”
She could fit in as a character in one of my books. The fact that she actually was one was lost on me for the moment. I mean, looking at her, I couldn't believe a guy like me called that girl in front of me his wife.
“Happy with it?”
She didn't bother looking away from her reflection. “Yeah, but I'm surprised at some of the things you didn't change.”
“Like what?”
“My face is almost identical to what it was, minus my complexion and my jawline.”
“No changes needed.” I reached over and opened the door to Elena's room. For the moment, at least, she'd gotten quiet. “Come get a load of Gina! She might even look better than you.”
Looking like she'd finally had enough, Elena sprawled all over the bed on her back. Panting in nothing but a black, lacy thong, she didn't bother looking at me. “Do I look like I can get up right now?”
I shook my head at her and turned my attention back to my wife. All the procedures and gym trips for her to get there would have cost as much as this house. And if she'd looked like that when we first met, I wouldn't have stood a chance of landing that first date.
“So what do I tell everyone at work, now?”
That was a problem we hadn't thought about ahead of time. “Shit, I guess we'll have to play it off like you went and had the works done on you.”
“Keith, I wouldn't be able to walk, much less go to work for weeks. And no surgeon in his right mind would do this much at once.”
Fuck. It wasn't like we could afford for her to quit and find another job. “That's an issue.” At least she could get a new ID, because you could still tell who she was, even with all the changes.
The sudden trap she'd found herself in didn't kill her excitement, though. When she untied the back of her top and let it fall, both of our jaws almost punched holes in the floor. “They don't look fake at all.”
I watched her reflection in the mirror as she took a squeeze. “They act like the real thing, too.” I felt like I'd outdone myself again.
The personality changes were subtle, but they'd kicked in as fast as her new look. “How about all three of us take this body for a test drive?” She grinned like a demon at my reflection in the mirror.
I pointed at myself, then back at Elena, and finally at Gina. You gotta be shittin' me!
Gina nodded, her smile growing even wider as her eyebrows dropped. The other me wasn't fucking around with the bimbo theme, especially with his wife's stand-in. Gina was right out of central casting now, and definitely not some B-list bit player.
Thanks, other me. If I could write his story, hot damn would this have been hard to top. “You might want to give Elena a minute. I'm sure you heard all that screaming earlier.”
“Is she louder than me?”
My pants tightened like they'd shrunk two sizes on me. At this point, I knew she'd be more turned on than angry if I told her the truth. “Very much so.”
“That won't do.” Gina turned around and took one step forward, grabbing the door frame as she leaned into the tiny hallway. “Tell her she's got until I'm out of the shower.”
“It's not like I painted you covered in dirt. Why take one now?”
Gina jerked back into the bathroom and grabbed the folded towel on the sink. “If you looked like this, you'd want to touch yourself all over, too.”
Yeah, I would. Elena walked past me without saying a word and went straight into the bathroom. As the door shut and locked behind her, the water started flowing.
Let em' have their fun, I guess. I had to get this fucking book out anyway. When you write erotica for a living, even the stuff you write happening in front of you can't get in the way. Short erotica's too much of a damn treadmill, even if it's the funnest damn treadmill on the planet.



The words were flowing like the water in the shower. Between the banging and moaning, it's like they were narrating the scene as I wrote it. Except this was set in an estate, not a western Tennessee farmhouse's cramped bathroom. The nature of the location didn't make those two going at it any less hot, though.
So long as the noise kept up like that, you could have used my cock like an anvil without hurting it. A hard crash against the other side of the wall made me give up on trying to pound more words out. It was time to get serious about changing our income situation a little bit.

How to become a camgirl. The search started leading me down a rabbit-hole of things I'd need to buy. Webcams, umbrella lights, more sex toys... And I won't even get started on all the admin stuff. Having a Riozon wishlist to link to was a nice bit of advice, though. Why not have other guys spoil them for me?
It all seemed great until I realized I'd have to be on camera, at least if we were going the traditional route. No, gotta make it gonzo for now. I already had a camera for that in mind, and it was easy to pick up in Nashville. To hell with it, they won't even notice I'm gone until the hot water runs out. And even that wouldn't stop them for a while.



My phone hadn't even rang when I pulled into the driveway. The last of our tax return was gone, so several of our homestead projects were canceled until the next year. Aside from what I already had that we needed, I'd spent less on past vehicles than I just dropped on a whim.
I didn't bother taking anything in with me other than the fistful of receipts. Electronics stores, sex shops, and even another run to Binford's had kept me busy all afternoon. I figured that at some point, Gina would have calld screaming about our empty bank account.
As soon as I opened the back door, I heard why nobody wondered where I was at. It sounded like someone had a lesbian porn video blasting on the television across the house. Knowing the voices involved, I knew it wasn't a video... Yet.
Jesus, they're still going at it. The day before, Gina was a one-and-done kind of girl, sometimes with a second act if you were lucky. If you didn't come when she did or sooner, she might not have let you finish. That drives a guy insane, and not in the good way.
When I got to the open door, I felt like pulling up a chair and watching them. “Have you two been fucking each other this whole time?”
Elena took her face out from between Gina's thighs and looked up at me on her hands and knees. “It started three nights ago, but no, we haven't stopped since you left.”
I wasn't even mad that Gina had gotten to have fun with Elena before I did. If anything, it ripped that pang of guilt I still had out like the beating heart of an Aztec sacrifice. “You two'll like what I went and blew a bunch of money on.”
Gina almost tossed Elena off of herself. “How much, and on what?”
Even with the changes I'd made, I knew Gina could still be dangerous if you pissed her off. “Remember that camgirl thing Elena wanted to do? We'll make a killing now that there's two of you.” I realized my fuck-ups: Assuming Gina would be fine with spending so much, and expecting her to slut it up on camera.
Gina propped herself up on her elbows, legs crossing to hide what I'd been staring at. “I asked you 'how much, and on what?'”
“Two-and-a-half-grand, and it's all a tax write-off for next year.” I wondered if I should have started running, rather than trying to justify it. I chalked the whole afternoon's spending up to one of those manic phases where I let an idea run wild. I held up the stack of receipts.
She tensed like a tiger ready to fuck someone up the instant they move a muscle. “Keep talking.” Not that Gina wanted to hear more. I knew she was feeding me more rope to hang myself with.
“I can take it all back in the morning if I have to, so hear me out.”
Gina raised her eyebrows and drew her lips into a straight line. “I'm listening, but be wise in choosing you words.”
I didn't know if I was about to save my ass or stick my dick in a running sausage grinder. “I've been researching doing a camgirl feed and a gonzo channel. Do you know how much money just Elena and I could make?”
Gina twirled her hand around in the air. “Carry on. You've lost your mind, but you're not dead, yet.”
“Well,” I knew this would be the end of me, “with the two of you, her redhead, and your maid involved later...”
“You think we'll end up the royal family of porn.” Her facial expression didn't change, but I felt like I'd need to change my drawers soon.
“Yeah. We'll have five mouths to feed,” I pointed at Elena, “and the other two will be as expensive as she is to maintain.” Trust me, bimbos ain't cheap, and they have their own way of convincing you to part with your money. I wanted to leverage that talent against other guys with a hard-on and money to blow, via the internet, of course.
Gina pulled herself up a bit more. “I know you know how to run something like that,” her face softened enough to put me at ease, “so okay.”
Wait, what? This was the same woman who'd put a foot up my ass if she thought I was recording a romp on the bed with her. “I guess thinking of you in bimbo form while I was painting did some good.”
“Hey, if I look like this, then I've gotta show myself off.” I'd never seen so much confidence in her. “Besides, if every day is gonna be like today, why not get paid for it?”
“I'm almost afraid to say it, but this is living the fucking dream, right here.” Other me, you're not that bad after all. I mean, I was already damn happy with my life before this all started. This was cranking it up until the knob snapped off.
“Well, don't keep standing there. Go bring everything in and set it all up.” Gina pulled herself to the edge of the bed and stood up. “I haven't gone this long without coming in hours.” The arsenal of 'marital aids' scattered about the bed backed that statement up well enough.



The tripod and lens I'd had for years attached to the new camera body. My old DSLR was of the last generation before they added video, released when Baby Bush was President. This new one stomped the dedicated rigs requiring second mortgage back then. For our purposes, it'd do for a long, long time while costing me less than a grand. The camcorder, webcams, and discrete camera I'd bought didn't quite have those capabilities. They were without the extra expense of the new-fangled imaging sensor. Not every video needs to be in ultra-HD.
I hooked the shotgun microphone up to the audio jack. For a test video, that's all we needed for good-enough quality. I checked the lighting rigs in both corners of the room opposite the bed and flicked their switches. We were set to record a porno any straight man could milk it to.
I'd even pulled my camp chair out of the barn and spelled out 'Director' across the back with electrical tape. We were ready to go. I looked through the viewfinder at the bed, now changed and looking as fresh as the sheets at a five-star hotel.
I leaned back and shouted across the rest of the house, “Hey! We're all set!” In total, it'd only taken me thirty minutes to get everything set up, and this was the test run. I was a proud and ecstatic man.
Elena and Gina stepped behind me at the same time. I looked back and almost made the inside of my jeans a disaster area. “You didn't have to dress up for this. It's not like we're shooting Backdoor Office Sluts 7 or anything.”
Gina was in Elena's scandalous red dress and heels. Elena herself was in a black get-up that was the same thing, recolored. The wardrobe department was our next big expense.
“Do what you two have been doing all afternoon. This is POV-type stuff, not a Hollywood blockbuster.” What they had on killed my idea of what this would have turned into.
Elena bent down and grabbed my left shoulder like she was about to whisper something in my ear. “You're not joining in?”
I was sure a market for average guys boning two tens existed, but that wasn't the direction I saw for our channel. “If I use the last figure on myself, sure, we'll go with that.”
Gina grabbed my other shoulder. “If you looked like you-know-who, I'd be raping you right now.”
Holy shit! My direction for that last figure in question froze in carbonite, right then and there. The guy she referred to could almost pass as me, if I spent hours a day in the gym and really upped my style game. But that was a far cry from the 'disheveled, grumpy Jesus' comments I'd received for years at that point.
I didn't know if Elena meant it as a jab at me or an innocent, albeit airheaded question. “Is that the guy you showed me on your phone? The one you fantasize about when Keith's fucking you?”
I felt my eyebrows drop, taking my ego right along with them. “Fucking really?”
Gina let go of my shoulder and strutted toward the bed, with Elena right after her. “It's alright, I'm still your wife. People will think you've got to be rich or hung like a bull elephant with both of us around you.”
I was neither of those, unfortunately. “Alright, enough of that.” I pulled the second PinkJet out of my pocket, already synced to match the first, pulse by pulse. “Tomorrow, we're running around town with these.”
Elena's eyes lit up. “Why wait until then? We don't mind you using them on us.”
“If we're gonna get views with the same cast of people, we've gotta diversify our content.” I mean, how many times would you watch the same couple of girls do the exact same thing before you got bored? Guys with their dicks in their hands get bored with content at the drop of a hat. It's not like they can't click something else on the buffet of choices splashed all over their screens.
Gina sat on the bed and crawled to the center of the foot on her hands and knees. “So what should we do? You're directing this whole shebang.”
“Think back to your favorite part of this afternoon, and try to top yourselves. Go at it even harder than the first time.” I leaned back in the chair. “A good strip-tease would be perfect.”
Elena looked at me for the last time in a while as she asked, “Oh, you mean like this?”
I hit record and nodded as she looked right at the camera and stuck an index finger in her mouth. Then she climbed onto the bed beside Gina. A run of her fingers through my wife's hair got Gina's attention. Elena bent down to her ear as I put my headphones on, hearing her ask, “You wanna make him so jealous he pops?”
Gina rolled onto her back, her head dropping beyond the edge of the mattress. The cleavage right above her head could have stolen your eyes right out of their sockets. Her hands came up to her tits, rubbing and pressing them together as she stared back at the lens. “Yeah, make him regret not wanting to fuck us right now.”
As I leaned over to check the viewfinder, I realized the audio and video were in good shape. I hung the headphones on the back of my chair and rested the back of my head against my hands. I was about to watch the only kind of cuckolding I'd ever agree to. It was already looking like the intro to a video I'd pull my pud to in a heartbeat.
They already know to look at the camera. Vain and bursting with sexuality, they couldn't deny the bimbo at their core. I can't believe I write bimbo erotica for a living already, and now this?  If this isn't a fantasy that I'd written myself into, I had to have been an absolute saint in a past life to deserve this. I sure hadn't been in this one, that's for certain.
Elena kept inching closer to my wife, lying herself down across Gina's chest. On her side and showing the camera a second set of knockout breasts, she played with Gina's and smiled like a demon. “He'll love how these feel.”
“You think so?” Gina pulled her head back up and locked lips with Elena. Hands danced on the backs of both of their heads for a moment.
Elena broke the makeout session first, having rolled back on top of Gina. She sat up and pulled Gina right alongside her. As Elena tugged at the top hem of the red dress, my wife's new tits bounced more than I thought possible.
I was already fighting back the urge to join in. Let this happen, and then take Gina for a spin when they're done. That's assuming I didn't end up making a mess in my boxers in the meantime. Bimbo fantasies are what I eat, sleep, piss, and shit for a living. I know that if I don't want to get in on the action myself, my audience won't either.
Gina shivered like she had a cold chill as Elena's plush lips met with one of my wife's luxurious tits. Remember when I said I was an ass-man? This is one of those times where you know your mind is changing. There's not enough stubbornness in the human soul to stop it. This motherfucker was hopping on The Titty Train.
The sounds coming out of Gina's mouth were already edging on orgasmic. I knew she'd always liked it when I had as much breast as I could fit into my mouth, but those plump lips of hers wouldn't close. And being bisexual since before we'd met, I knew Gina wasn't faking this shit at all.
Hiking her dress up already? Ballsy move. I like it. Elena's hand edged the bottom hem of Gina's dress up her thigh. My nuts bubbled and pressurized like a shaken bottle of champagne.
Without the arsenal of sex toys, though, I knew they'd have to get creative and quite personal. Elena jumped right on that, hooking the bottom of Gina's panties with one finger. She let go of the dress and reached back for pillows with her free hand. My wife fell back as pillows got stuffed under her ass, her pussy front and center in the camera's view.
Elena pushed the dress up again until it was a narrow band of red around Gina's stomach. She went right at pinching Gina's clit from both sides of the hood. The grace and rhythm she used in working that cheat-button could put a sultry jazz singer's voice to shame.
The contrasting line between black dress and skin moved up Elena's thighs now. Her other hand pulled until her cunt was on camera. As soon as Elena had her bean pinned in the same hold, both of them were whimpering.
I wished I hadn't gone with the tripod this time around. This was the kind of stuff you had to see from many angles. I knew a stabilizing gimbal was in our future, as soon as any further expenses wouldn't keep us from eating.
This had better all pay off. If not, I'd at least have video of these two going at each other. That alone would have been worth the cost, hard as it was to admit it to myself.
Elena let go of both clits and moved her hands to approach from below. She had one finger teasing at the entrance of both slits. As soon as each finger had moved past the tip, the gasps from those two could have blown out a candle from miles away.
It hurt, but I had to get out of there. Any more of it, and I'd end up creaming my britches. Plus, this was pure fucking story fodder if I'd ever seen it.
The camera kept rolling as I stood up and walked away with as much stealth as I could. I looked back at them in the archway between the kitchen and living room. Elena already had two fingers inside my wife, as deep as they'd go.
It was time to listen from across the house and let them do their thing. The story with Gina's maid was about to blast out like water from a fire hose. All it took was imagining exactly the kind of girl who'd make the scene even hotter, somehow. 



I woke up in Elena's bed. My dick wasn't sore, so I knew I hadn't ended up there from a happy accident. The ache in my balls reminded me that I'd written to the point of exhaustion and crashed in the only free bed.
The angle of the light coming through the window told me it was early. The noise had finally died down, and I knew the memory card in that damn camera was full. I hoped like hell they'd finished each other off before the video went on too long.
I hauled myself out from the covers against the pull of a few more hours of sleep. I remembered how thirty kicked my ass and then pissed on the crumpled pile of man before it. Shit, I've gotta edit that mess I typed one-handed last night.
Even the dogs and cats weren't up yet. For the first time in years, I'd risen at dawn. The hellacious case of blue balls reminded me that they'd finished long after I'd given up and turned in.
I walked into the living room and looked through the open doorway to the master bedroom. Those two were adorable, cuddled up and snoozing away like that under one sheer cover. I got hard thinking about myself being in the middle of all that mindless, sexed-up bimbo goodness.
The record of what had happened after I left was still residing on the memory card in the camera body. I walked in. Neither of them moved a single muscle, despite the noise.
I ran back to my office and threw the card into my reader. When you transfer sixty gigabytes of a dream girl lezzing it up with your equal stunner of a wife, the wait hurts. Come on, come on, COME THE FUCK ON!
The file took its sweet fucking time transferring to my storage drive. I couldn't help pulling my boxers aside. I wouldn't need lube to shoot a hole in the ceiling, thinking about what little I'd seen and heard the night before.
The faint sound of footsteps over the creaky floor joists under the kitchen made me stop. Not that either of them would give a damn about me jerking it in my office at that point, and old habits die hard. But the best words flow right before you give in and quit typing.
Elena's voice rang out beyond the boundary of my office. “Oh god, fucking come inside me!”
The tip-tap-clack of keys stopped as my hands locked up. “God fucking damn it!”
Elena poked her head inside the doorway. “I knew that creampie fetish Gina told me you had would drive you up a wall.”
The cruelest agony was knowing I couldn't come in Elena for several more days. “That's bitch move, yo.”
“Then come inside your wife. The hormone ring is still in her. Trust me, I felt it last night.”
 I realized the raw video file was only halfway transferred. “How many times did both of you come yesterday?”
“Hell if I know. Keeping score isn't something you think about when you're having that much fun.” Elena stepped further into my office, showing me that she was as naked as a peeled banana. “It's not like we have to take hours to get over it.”
“So when you, Gina, Lauren, and Hayley are all here, it's gonna be a non-stop orgy.”
Elena didn't hesitate at all. “It's gonna be awesome, right?”
Since I'd figured out a way to pay the bills by filming it, yeah, it would be. “I'm gonna have to use that fifth figure on myself. This shit'll give me an aneurism in a week, at this rate.”
“What happened to the whole POV filming angle?”
“It's not like I've gotta hold the camera with my dick.” The only thing I'd ruled out so far was a helmet-cam, because that'd be even goofier than fucking in a t-shirt and socks.
Elena put her ass on the corner of my desk and crossed her legs, hiding that miraculous cunt. “What's it gonna take for you to come inside me, right now?”
The shot wouldn't take effect for another six days, according to the literature. “That's mean as hell.”
“Hey, you're the one who always wants your wife to tell you why she wants you to come inside her.” Those two had talked plenty.. Elena wiggled her hips right on top of my desk. “Wouldn't coming inside this risky pussy be the best feeling ever?”
FUCK! I tried to keep a straight face, finally giving in as the damn thing waved around, close enough that I could feel the heat. “If you want to be a damn baby factory this much, you'd better make enough to care for a new kid every ten months or so.”
“Don't write me as the sidekick to the most fertile man on the planet, next time.”
She had a point. Her ultimate goal was that climactic creampie. The rest was dragging out the inevitable, but damn nice build-up to that final moment. No different from how in-laws who demand grandchildren nagging you until you provide. They're begging you to come inside their daughter until the job's done. And lucky me was dealing with that same request, at the time.
“So why can't Gina go off the birth control instead of you?”
“You know a kid would fuck up everything for you right now.”
“Four moms, one dad. I'd get off fucking easy.” But shit, that kid would turn out fucked up, boy or girl.
“If it's a daughter, you'd buy a shotgun before she turns ten. It'll rip you apart from the inside, knowing she'll turn into one of us.”
Not gonna lie, that struck a nerve with me. I'm a territorial bastard. Daughters getting deflowered in the cabs of lifted trucks in parking lots was reality here. Plus, I had a psychotic hatred for teenage rednecks.
I pulled the one ace I still had against Elena out of my sleeve. “You're begging for me to come inside you before the week's over.”
“No, I'm reminding you that the position is available. I could hold a thumb up on the side of the road and make it happen, within the hour with some random guy, and you know it.”
Bitch. Still, I was damn tempted to risk the possible fuck-up. No matter how much you don't want kids, the call of nature is a beast to deny. Especially when you've got, well, this chick, begging you to breed her.
I fought back with the only reaction my brain could summon before the reptilian 'BREED HER!' section took hold. My whole hand smacked against her cunt, making Elena jerk like I'd hit her with a tazer for a second.
“At least wait until I've nailed out that damn maid my wife wants.” That story was almost done, but Hayley wasn't developed to the point she needed to be. “About the time I'm ready to drag her out of the book, we wouldn't be at risk.”
Elena got off the desk and climbed into my lap, facing the monitors. “I guess you're right.” She sandwiched my hand between her own and the mouse. “So what's this maid gonna look like?”
She already knew where I stored all my files. Clicking to the right directory, she opened the one with the latest edit time stamp. As always, ImageShop took ages to load. No matter how fast your machine is, it'll always lag.
“Oh damn, you're right, she looks as good as us.”
“Now that you know, do you fucking mind?”
Elena wiggled her hips instead of getting out of my way. “You know you love this.”
Gina had a laptop I'd bought her, somewhere. “If I dig out my wife's computer and share the files over the wireless, will you let me get back to work?”
“The video's almost loaded. Come on, let's watch it like this.”
I rolled my eyes and huffed. Bimbos are great fun and all, but damn are they persistent in getting what they want. And usually, their way of 'convincing' you does the trick for them in spades.
The progress bar crawled during those last few pixels to the right. The instant the loading prompt disappeared, both our hands moved in unison to click it like we were using a Ouija board.
As the video player pulled up, I expected some error to pop onto the screen. But no, the video was clear and crisp, and the audio was downright perfect. “Not bad for a limited budget. You two made one hell of a sex tape.”
“The camera was so far away, but you can hear everything.”
I wrapped my arms around her waist from behind. “Shotgun mic. The microphone on the camera itself is always shitty.”
The progress on the video's timeline moved too fast. I checked the total length. “That card only holds two fucking hours?”
“We went longer than that.”
I knew 4k video would eat through space, but I'd hoped for a bit more time out of the card. “Oh well, now we know.” I knew I'd be setting everything up to stream to my computer, when we were home anyway. More cards and limiting time would have to do, away from there.
But zooming in on the video, you could see everything in perfect detail. If their skin wasn't free of blemishes as I'd painted them, zooming in that close might not have been so pleasant. Luckily, we'd avoided the pitfall of porn at too high a resolution.
Elena dove a hand between her thighs and started working on a wet spot in my lap. “I knew watching myself on video would get me this hot.” She eased her head back until it was resting on my shoulders.
I tried to focus on the video, deciding to double the speed so I could see what all I'd have to work with. After a while, the Benny Hill vibe to the increased speed forced me to chuckle. I opened a browser window on another screen and did a search for Yakety Sax.
Elena busted out laughing as soon as the familiar tune started. “This is gonna play non-stop now, isn't it?”
I couldn't stop myself from snorting. “That's some funny shit right there.” Yakety Sax and speeding up the video will make anything hilarious. And I mean anything. My wife going down on a smokin' hot blonde was no exception.
Keeling over, Elena had to stop herself by putting her hands on the desk. “You should,” she wiped at her eyes and giggled some more, “put it up, exactly like that.”
Bimbo as she was at that point, Gina would kill me if I did. I worked out the rest of the laughter and had to wipe a tear from my own eye. “No, no, I'll do a comedy edit later.”
We sat through the rest of Yakety Sax, busting a gut every time the music matched the video.



Gina had woken up and joined the viewing right as we got to the end of the file. Another round of mutual finger blasting had started before the playback stopped. She almost put her elbow through the wall. “Oh, come on! We were just getting started at that point.”
Elena hadn't left my lap once the entire hour. “I know, I came so hard right after this.”
I motioned for her to get up, pushing her forward and lifting my legs. “Oh,” I looked down at the wet spot on my left thigh, “thanks.”
“Did you come in your pants?”
“That's all from you, home slice.” The entire top of my thigh started getting cold as her body heat left my pajama bottoms.
Gina leaned down, naked as Elena, planting both palms on my desk. “So what's the plan for today?”
I still hadn't taken her for a spin yet, but that was the only thing I knew for sure had to happen. “I don't know, how about we do a public video?”
“Define 'public.' How bad are we talking?”
“I'm sure Elena told you about the hardware store. It's what gave me the idea to start filming everything. We'll make a killing.”
“What if I don't agree to it?”
My heart sank into my stomach until I figured out how to throw problems right back at her. “Elena's on-board, so unless you want her getting all the action from me, that's your issue.”
“No fair!”
“That's your choice. If there's gonna be so many of us, we're gonna need one hell of an extra income stream.”
Gina gave me the side eye like she thought I was trying to pull some kind of trick. “You want me in your videos you'll be putting on the internet... For anyone to watch.”
Elena put her hand on Gina's forehead. “And you'll love every pair of eyes that sees how hot you are.”
The expression on my wife's face completely changed. “Sure, let's go ahead and figure out what we're doing next.”
Elena got into your head again. Kinda scary how effortless it is for her. “It's Friday, so why don't we grab all the cameras and go apeshit in Nashville tonight?”
“Hell yeah!” She was completely out of character and out of her mind with excitement. Gina's teeth were the center of the widest smile I'd ever seen. A large part of it was probably I'm not exactly a 'night-on-the-town' kinda guy.
“It's still a long time before nightfall. What's something we can do in town while we're up to no good?” I ran down the list of everywhere we could go. Binford's sounded like a great idea. But if I showed up with two of them coming in the aisles this time, security might actually step in and do something.
Elena piped in, “How about the library?”
“Nah, too easy to hear those damn vibes in there.” The perfect idea hit me out of nowhere, and I knew the place would be empty on a Friday morning. “The fucking bowling alley!”
Gina looked at me like I'd ripped a massive fart. “Bowling. That's your grand idea?”
Elena had a different view of my suggestion. “Do you know how hard it'd be to bowl when he's controlling those things?”
“Hell no.” Gina put a cannonball right through the guts of my choice. “It's spring break week for schools here. Kids will be everywhere.”
Shit. “Fair point, actually.” I dug for another idea that wouldn't get us arrested, killed, or booted from a place. The closest secluded nature trail was in Montgomery Bell. That idea was an automatic hell-no.
Gina bunched her mouth up to one side of her face. “Hmm, you need to hit up the garden center, don't you?”
“With all this shit going on, I'm not gonna have time for even a few tomato plants this year.” As a new homesteader, that's a brutal realization. “At most, I'll get some fruit trees and bushes in.”
“Well, you still have to get those somewhere, right?”
“I don't know, something about the garden center makes me think it'd make for a boring video.”
Elena saved the day with the perfect suggestion. “Let's make a full day of Nashville. Why should we stay here until dark?”
I nodded at both of them. “Get dressed and put those PinkJets in their place.” They both started walking out when I pointed at Gina. “Hold up, we've gotta get something out of the way.”
She'd always been a good lay, but holy shit. That turned into some next-level, wild jungle sex.
What? You didn't think this book would have a payoff this early, did you? I'd watched the entire video as Elena sat in my lap. Plus, hearing them all night already had me ready to go. It's not like I lasted long enough to fill a page. Gina had turned into an absolute beast, almost grinding my pelvis to dust.



“So for this maid, I've been playing with a concept in my head.” The complete lack of scenery that is the land around I-40 whizzed by. “Cooking and cleaning gets her off almost as much as sex.”
Gina was in the front seat, having that privilege as my wife. Yeah, we'd already started figuring out the eventual hierarchy. I wont explain how the other two would play into it, even if we'd already figured it out on our end. Spoilers and all that mess.
My wife had pieced together an outfit from Elena's limited closet. Daisy Dukes and a white tank top were perfect for Nashville. In strappy, towering high-heels, I expected her to knock shit off of store shelves with that ass. “I like it.”
From behind Gina, Elena added, “And you should see what she's gonna look like. Definitely not what I expected, but she'll give us a run for our money.”
“I'm not sure if a French maid's outfit is too cliché, though. Not gonna paint her in one though, because all those ruffles would be pure hell on my wrist.”
Gina perked up at the idea. “High heels and her ass barely peeking out from all those layers of skirt... Why wouldn't you have her trot around in that? I'd drop shit all the time, just to watch her bend over.”
The master clothes shopper had a new task ahead. “Gina, you're responsible for piecing it together. I can't have Hayley running around in some chintzy Halloween costume all the time.”
My wife couldn't hide her enthusiasm. “I'm falling in love with her already.”
Hayley's story still needed work, but I'd developed her personality until she felt real. “I'll paint her on Monday, so you'll have something to look forward to when you get home from work.”
Gina figured the game out before Elena and I even knew we were playing it. “So you two can have fun with her first. I see.”
“That's not why I'm holding her off until Monday, but that's a great idea. Thanks.”
“Jerk.”
“She'll be as horny as you two, so Hayley will have needs too.” The only thing that worried me was that Hayley might end up too submissive for her own good, like in her story. “But nobody can get outright abusive with her. She'll be prone to that.”
Elena couldn't help pointing out the obvious. “So you and Lauren will be the only two doms, with three submissives to keep in line. Someone's gonna get left out.”
That redhead Elena was still writing could fuck someone up, that's for sure. “You're gonna make me have to break her, aren't you?”
“That's kinda the point of her, so yeah.” Elena quipped it out like it was no big deal. “She might end up breaking you, though.”
It sealed the use for the last figure. “I can always remake myself into what I'd have to be to come out on top.”
Gina let out a quick laugh. “Heh! Come. On top.” Stuff like that was part of why I decided to ask her out a second time, all those years ago. I was her equal when it came to perverted toilet humor, though.
“Alright,” I pulled the easily concealable sports camera out of my pocket, “who wants to make some money?”
In unison, both of them shouted, “Me!”
Before we even got to Nashville, we two new teaser videos about fifteen minutes long. My ears were ringing from all the screams induced by swiping at my phone a couple of times.



Gina had convinced me to stop at some behemoth of a thrift store. When she asks while she's still panting from an orgasm, you don't tell your wife, 'no,' about anything. Trust me on that one.
“You think this'll look good on her?” Gina held up the one thing she and Elena hadn't snatched for themselves. As cheap as everything was, I knew we weren't bankrupting ourselves, yet.
The white mesh of the skirt looked like the inside of a ballerina's dress. “It's frilly enough, I guess.”
Elena pulled an identical puff of nylon netting off a rack. “Why not add another one?”
“How many layers is the poor girl gonna have to wear?”
“Remember when you bought me a sowing machine for our second Christmas together?”
“You haven't touched it in years.” It was sitting on an old TV tray in our basement, and had been since we'd moved in the prior fall. “Don't tell me you're gonna make her outfit yourself.”
I started searching on my phone for something premade, but well done. As it turns out, there are online stores devoted to stripper outfits. What a world to live in.
“Here, if this isn't perfect, I don't know what to tell you.” And some of those stripper outfits are fucking expensive. They had incredible reviews from women who spin around poles in them, though. I guess quality matters to strippers. Who knew?
Gina took my phone out of my hand. “It's nice, but I could still add more layers to the skirt.” She handed it back. “Fine, but I'll still have to make changes to it.”
I could deal with that. “Good, because your craft projects never get finished if they take more than a couple of hours.”
“You're one to talk.”
“Hey, I built and stained an entire office suite in three afternoons. Plus, I've written an entire bookshelf of erotica. I do have a lot of ideas that get researched for days, and never start on them. But I at least finish most of what I start working on.”
Elena stepped between us. “No arguing. I hate it.”
I did too, but spats are easy to fall into without knowing it. Gina and I both shut our mouths before Elena forced us to. We already knew she would, with little provocation.
Elena snatched the first skirt from Gina's hands. “We're buying these, and then we're getting outta here. He's sweating bullets about how much we're about to spend already.”
At first I thought she'd dragged that out of my head, but as much as I'd spent lately, it had to be plain as day. “She's right, Gina. After tonight, we've gotta figure out how we're gonna pay bills for the month.”
My wife knew her paycheck was gutted as hard as my royalties. “Tighten our belts and no more sudden ideas, from any of us.”
“Besides, how will I get in anywhere tonight? I don't even have any ID.”
The realization hit Gina. “I kinda look like the picture in my driver's license, but I definitely don't look thirty-two anymore.”
I still looked like I was in my mid-thirties, but then again, I hadn't drawn myself yet, either. “This whole trip was a bad idea. Sort out what you two actually need, and let's head back home.”
“You're right. Our savings are shot.” Gina started putting things back with Elena. Checking my phone, we were down to a few hundred dollars until the next week, and it was time to pay the electric bill.
Somehow, it felt like the mood between all three of us had changed, but especially with Elena. Not one of us said a word on the ride home.



It wasn't until Sunday that the general atmosphere starting clearing in our house. Gina had gotten somewhat back to normal, but Elena had spent Saturday sulking in her room. It had let me get some writing in, to the point Hayley's story was drafted and ready for editing.
The fact that nobody had a climax in our house all day should have set off alarm bells. I put the clipboard holding my manuscript down and spun my chair around to get up. It's like nobody's even spoken to each other since we left Nashville.
I walked through the house and tapped my knuckles against the door to Elena's room. “Hey, I'm coming in.” A sudden twinge of dread that I'd walk in to see her hanging from the light fixture chilled my spine. It wasn't like I'd written her to be cheery all the time.
My lungs emptied in a sigh of relief when I saw her sitting cross-legged in the middle of the bed. She'd changed into yellow panties and a white tank top, holding Gina's tablet in her hand. “What do you want?”
“I want to know what the fuck's going on. Both of you have been acting strange all weekend.”
Elena groaned and fell backwards, her head crashing into the pillows. “I made her leave me alone when we were putting things back at the store. Don't force me to do the same to you.”
“Why?”
She stared up at the ceiling for a few seconds. “Because I've been nothing but drama for you two since I got here. You're both broke now because of me, and I could tell you were about to start fighting.”
“We were ribbing each other, and it's not like I'd make you sleep on the floor and wear burlap bags.” But she could make even that look good. “You should have seen how broke we were when Gina and I first moved in together.”
“Weren't you a photographer back then? No wonder you were broke.”
“That and a graphic designer, in the middle of a recession after getting laid off from a cushy office job. It was another three years before I started writing erotica, and that only earned beer money for a while.”
“So what's this have to do with me?”
I had paced closer to the bed. Now that I was at the edge, I felt safer in trusting she wouldn't force me out. “I'm telling you that we've had it a lot worse than we've got it now, and not to blame yourself.”
“But what have I contributed so far?” She rolled over, turning her back to me.
I picked up the tablet and saw what she had been looking up. “I told you not to worry about the job thing. I uploaded clips of that two hour video last night, along with that last bit of fun you two had in the truck.”
“And that's made what, a few cents?”
Considering she had no ID, I couldn't use the tube site for ad revenue, but our own paid site was well in the works. “Nothing yet, but people have already commented, asking where they can find more of you two. LivintheFuckinDream already has several hundred subscribers.” Hey, it felt like a good name for a channel to me, because it pretty well nails my situation here.
Elena rolled back over. A little life started stirring in her eyes. “When is that going live?”
“Same problem. No identification, no model release.”
“Why even tell me this? Now I feel even more helpless.”
I couldn't help grinning. “You're talking to a guy who has worked with some shady-ass people in the past. I'll make a few calls and get something worked out.”
“I'm assuming what you've got planned is highly illegal.” She pulled herself back up and crossed her legs again. “But how soon could I have what I need?” She grabbed for the narrow strip of khaki she called 'shorts' and stepped into them.
Assuming he wasn't in prison again, one of my old buddies had a line on getting hold of anything. The crazy motherfucker even had a thirty-caliber machine gun. Parted out into PVC pipes buried in his backyard, of course. “With luck, tonight. Get dressed and I'll call to see if ol' Frank's in town.”



Still looking like he'd fallen out of a western flick, Frank Spears waved us through his front door. “Well you're moving on up in the world, ain't ya' Keith?” Frank took my hand and gave it a hard shake like he always had. “Cellphone, please.”
I forked it over. At his place, anything electronic had to be locked away in his shed. “How you been? We ain't talked in-person for about five years now.”
“Still up to the same ol' shit.” He eyed Elena down exactly like I knew he would. “What happened to that fiance of yours? Traded her in for the newer model?”
I held up my left hand. “Gina's my wife now.”
Frank grinned, showing every single tooth. “Nothing wrong with a little side action. Didn't think you had it in ya'.”
As he walked out with my phone, Elena edged closer to me until we were bumping shoulders. “Why is his house so empty?”
“His wife left him after the house got raided too many times, so Frank's been living in his basement bunker.” I saw the incredulous look on her face. “No joke.”
“What does he do?”
“Anything and everything. Remember, he's lost his mind, and he's not at all concerned about figuring out where he put the damn thing.”
“Like, drugs, guns... What?”
“Those and some legit business. Back when one of my old bosses introduced me to him, he was running a securities trading firm.”
“Him. I can't imagine a man like him in a suit.”
I couldn't help letting out a quick laugh. “That is business formal for some people around here. You can see the glow from Nashville at night from where we're at.”
Frank strutted back in and closed the door behind himself. “So what'cha after?”
“You know anyone who can get her a new set of documents, and fast?”
He pulled the same leather contact book he'd packed around in the past out of his back pocket. Frank knew exactly what page in the battered thing he needed to go to. “Come on, I'll vouch for ya'll.”
We followed him into the empty kitchen. Frank grabbed the landline phone off the wall charger. He punched a number in and waited. “Gabe, it's Frankie. A buddy of mine's in need of your services.”
I mouthed to him, “How much?”
Frank held one finger up and shook his head with a wink. “You still owe me for that 'package' you picked up here last week. Do this on the house, and I'll call it even enough not to break your arm.”
Elena was creeping closer again. Doing something so shady was making her nervous, that much was obvious. She whispered. “I don't want you going to jail over me.”
“I won't, so don't worry about it.”
 “You say that about every problem.”
What can I say? I'm a laid back kind of guy. “If we don't do this, we're kinda fucked anyway.” I knew I'd said it loud enough for Frank to hear me.
The wannabe-cowboy hit the end button on the phone and pulled a pen and notebook out of a cabinet drawer. “Alright, go to the backdoor of the county courthouse, and take her with you. Gabe'll be expecting you in an hour.” He ripped part of the page off and handed it to me.
“So what do I owe you?”
“The first favor's free, but the next time, it'll be three hundred. And don't shit yourself over his outfit. Crooked cops are great friends to have.”
I looked down at the paper and read I'll give you two grand if you let me fuck her. Shaking my head, I handed it back to him. I'd have problems with a random guy getting in her pants. Frank Spears sure as hell wasn't getting the privilege.
“Never hurts to ask.” The scummiest horn-dog I'd ever met stripped her with his eyes again. “So does your wife know about this?”
“Hell, it was her idea, I guess.”
“Shit, I didn't know that little brunette you got hitched to was such a freak. Nice job.”
The sun was already starting to set. “It's been good seeing you again, brother, but we'd better head on.”
“You're right, it'll take you about an hour to get there.” Directions to his house included 'turn off the paved road, cut through a field, and then take two lefts.'
He gave me a heavy slap between the shoulder blades, and a far lower one for Elena. “Congratulations darlin'. You're about to be the proud owner of a Tennessee state driver's license and a few other papers. I won't ask why you need em,' but remember who got em' for ya'.”
She stepped forward to break the grab on her ass and motioned her head toward the front door. “He needs his phone back.”
“Shit! Come one out here with me real quick. Got something to show you in there anyway.”
We followed Frank outside and around the corner of the house. That shed usually contained some toy I'd kill to get hold of. Frank eased the door open with reverence and turned the light on. I knew he had something worth dragging us out there to show off.
“So you finally got the balls to dig those machine gun parts out of your yard.” Sure enough, he didn't lie about having a complete Browning M1919 stashed away.
“I'll let you run an ammo box through it on top of that offer.”
“You're trying, but she'd never agree to it.”
Elena turned around and walked right back to my truck. Without saying a word, she got in and put her seatbelt on as she left us standing there.
Frank slapped me on the back again. “Go get her documents. Driver's license and passport enough?”
“Passport? I thought a social security card was the other one.”
“Gabe does all three, right there in front of you. When you see a sheriff's deputy, ask him where the night court's held. One of 'em 'll walk you down to him.”
“Thanks, man.”
“It's nothin' if it's for an old friend. Have fun polishing your dick off in her for me.”
Jesus-fucking-Christ, he hasn't changed a bit. I couldn't help shaking my head a little the whole walk back to truck.



As it turns out, Gabe was Frank's nickname for the fucking Sheriff I'd voted for the previous year. I'd known him for years, even had beer with him over lunch breaks in the past. Hell, several of my best friends growing up served as his deputies.
When you live in a small town, you cultivate those good ol' boy connections. It had gotten me out of some pretty deep shit in the past. At least now, I knew why the lights were on in the county courthouse on Sunday nights.
He looked Elena down like Frank had as soon as we stepped into the hijacked County Clerk's Office. “You're not whoring her out, are you?”
“She's quite American,” I figured a sob story was in line, “getting away from a stalker ex-boyfriend.”
“If you resorted to Frankie, her ex ain't fuckin' around. Sweetie, let's get you a new life.” Sheriff Carson pointed at the chair and blue backdrop in front of the camera rig I'd sat for a picture at many times. “There's gonna be a flash after I count to three.”
“So how do you get all this to pass an audit?” I had to know.
“I won't tell you anything more than the feds know, but a lot of the databases they work with feed off of local data.” He bent down in front of a computer behind the counter and did a search. “As far as Uncle Sam knows, the teenager who died in a car wreck in Nebraska back in 2013, was a clerical error. She's quite alive now, and residing at your address.”
“How does that work?”
“Officially speaking, we're gonna book her tonight and let her go. Not that we will, but when you put an alias in the federal database, you could board a flight under that name on your license. Have fun taking her to the social security office to get a name change and a new number, though. It's always a wait, but they don't give a shit when you get right down to it.”
These fuckers thought of everything. “I gotta admit, I'm impressed.” I was still pissed the passport and social security card weren't getting done after all, but we had that first giant hurdle cleared.
“That new number will work for getting a passport too. Postal workers care, but they're not smart enough to put anything together.”
“If I need this again, how much would it cost?”
“One-fifty.” Frank was taking half, because of fucking course he would. “The only reason we get away with it is because we feed a loop of a night we aren't here to the cameras.”
I'd pressed the pants he wore at his bachelor party and wedding. “Don't worry, you know who my mom is, and I smelled the fuck-ton of weed in your pocket the night before you got married. Wasn't any of my business at the time, so I laughed and moved onto the next pair of pants.”
'Gabe' nodded and smiled. “You get how shit works around here, and you keep your mouth shut. I like that in a person.”
As soon as the flash shot off, Elena stopped smiling. “Can we get outta here already?”
The official license printed off in front of me. As far as anyone else knew, she was twenty-three, so long as they got flashed with her license. Sheriff Carson didn't care enough to even ask her real age.
“You two have fun, but the state legislature's been riding our asses lately. We catch you on a DUI, we've gotta book you.”
“That's not why we're here, but good to know.”
“Tell your mama I said, 'hi,' and sorry about your daddy. I always got along with him.” Great signs when dealing with cops, judges, or anyone else who could fuck your life up if they felt like it.
At least you know why I refused to move out of this county. Unless I royally fucked up and made the local news, I could get away with damn near anything. It's exactly why people like me stay in our shitty hometowns.



As I pulled into the driveway, I couldn't help dragging something up again. “I still wonder who the villain in this storyline is.”
The dome lights came on as Elena opened her door the instant I had my truck in park. “What does it matter? Come on, I've got a model release to fill out and send in.”
“You don't get it, do you?” I opened my door and got out. Over the hood, I asked her, “Wouldn't it be to our advantage to know who we should keep an eye open for this early in the story?” Based on what had happened so far, I assumed we were in the second of five books. The bad guy was past due to show up and pull his first trick.
“You said this is a weird set of events, even for what you write. Maybe there won't be one at all.”
“And you were just yelling at me for saying 'don't worry about it.'”
“But you do say that about every problem. It's like taking it easy is your one rule in life.”
We rounded the corner to the back of the house. The creek running through our property blasted with frogs crying at their loudest for a lay. “I'm not joking. Someone's gonna come along to fuck everything up, at some point.”
“Maybe it was your friend who thought I was for sale, and grabbed my ass hard enough to leave marks.”
Lecherous and low-life as he was, Frank had never sold a friend out. “No, that's him being the horny bastard he's always been. He threw the same kind of offer to me for a night with my wife years ago.”
“Did you take it?”
“Hell no.”
Elena grinned. “You're consistent. I'll give you that.” She opened the back door, several steps ahead of me. “Maybe it's that damn Sheriff.”
That'd be fucking bad. Still, I knew what Carson was up to, so I had some amount of leverage over him now. “Probably not, but I won't rule anything out.”
She backed her ass against the washing machine. One finger invited me to push her all the way up so she could do what comes most naturally to her. “Wanna make some quick money together?”
It wasn't either of our voices that rang out from the kitchen. “Yeah, why not?”
The tip of my cock moved along the inside of my boxers on its own. “As in, all three of us.” By the time I'd gotten the words out, a healthy chub had already developed in my pants.
Elena tore herself away from the washing machine and dashed to the kitchen. Gina was right alongside her in ass-pants and a t-shirt as they flew into the master bedroom. The sound of them working in unison fixing the bed up told me Elena had issued Gina an order to help.
We can't do a new video in the same place every time. I followed well behind both of them and almost got knocked over by Gina as she worked furiously on the bed. “Why not go with somewhere we haven't done a video yet?”
Elena came up with a genius idea. “How about every room in the house, all in one video? Give our new audience the grand tour of the place.”
“Are we talking outbuildings and all?” A good blowjob sequence starting in my workshop of a barn would make for something different. “I'm acting like I'm filming myself working on a project, and bam, I wonder why my zipper flew down.”
Elena left Gina to finish tidying up the sheets as she swaggered to me. “I've got an idea for you and me in there, so we'll save filming there for tomorrow.”
I'm dying to know what it is, but I'd rather enjoy the surprise. I've got shit to do in there tomorrow afternoon anyway. “Seven rooms in this house, and we'll switch it up in every one. That's plenty of variety for one video.”
“Well, get your camera and make sure you're recording when you walk in.” Elena turned back for the bed Gina was already sitting down on. “You're in for a treat.”
I didn't question it. I jogged right back for the handheld camcorder I'd bought during the equipment binge. It wouldn't match the camera body that ate up half the budget in quality. But like all the other camera's I'd bought, it would take the same shotgun mic without issue. And the damn thing could even mount on top of the camcorder body itself.
The biggest card I owned popped into the damn thing. I ran back as fast as I could with what was already a crippling boner. How I looked compared to the two partners for my first threesome wasn't lost on me at all. Other me, you sure know how to treat your male main characters like kings.
I crossed from the kitchen into the livingroom The open doorway to my right framed an image the video had to open on. Imagine the two hottest women you can think of in the midst of an ass-grabbing, neck-clenching makeout session in your own bed. I'm not even having to make anything up. That's exactly what I was watching unfold.
I powered up the camcorder and aimed it right at them. Might as well hook viewers from the first second. I started recording and kept still.
Gina and Elena wrestled for the top position, giggling and squealing the whole time. It graduated into a full-on battle, neither of them getting a firm advantage for more than a few seconds. Hands started going between legs, ramping things up even further.
So who's about to own the fuck out of the other one? Just watching them for a few minutes could have gotten me off. That settles it. Fuck that pecking order I had in mind. We're having a fucking single-elimination oil wrestling tournament once everyone's here. Hey, if you've read His Bimbo Swap, you already figured that I love the fuck out of watching wrestling. I even show up to indie events in high school gymnasiums, bingo halls, and National Guard armories.
After a few minutes, Gina had Elena pinned, hard. One hand grasped around the blonde bimbo goddess's neck as the other dug into the front of her shorts. My wife never stopped Frenching Elena like a prom date, no matter how much noise was coming out of their mouths.
Jesus, this is even better than that first video they did together. I stepped beyond the door frame and tried to keep the camera steady. How long would I even last if I got my dick between those two right now?
Elena tried to fight back, wrapping her legs around Gina's waist and twisting herself out of the hold. As I stepped a little closer, the tables almost turned as she got her own hands around Gina's left arm. They locked in a stalemate that neither one of them was likely to break, being about the same size and weight.
“What the hell did I walk in on? A catfight?”
They both let go of each other, except for Elena's leg vice. She smiled with those blowjob lips for the camcorder and said, “No, we're sorting out who gets you first.”
I stood over them at the edge of the bed and pointed the lens down. They knew exactly what message I was sending. Both of them got on their hands and knees, crawling until they were right in front of me.
Gina reached for my zipper, looking up and grinning to the left of Elena. “I love doing this now.” Her fingers dug around inside my open fly. “And you liked what you saw.”
She pulled the throbber out of my jeans, working the entire length one-handed. I couldn't help running my left hand through her hair as her lips pursed up. The tip disappeared into her mouth, jolting my entire body as her tongue teased away at it.
My eyes had already closed, but the camcorder in my right hand couldn't blink. The empty feeling in your chest you get when a woman takes it all in that first time came over me. It's even more breath-taking than that first penetration down under.
She rocked her entire body, forcing my head to roll back. She'd never been awful at this. Still, since her change, you could tell she now held the very concept of a cock in deep reverence. The back of my neck tingled as her tongue slid from base, all the way up to the head.
If we weren't already married, a blowie like that could have been her way of hinting that I needed to propose. Jesus, it's like she's trying to finish me off already. When I opened my eyes and looked back down, I couldn't help lowering the camera down to her level.
She stared right back at the lens and giggled around my dick. As Gina took it all in deep, I knew it was time to back the camera away. She gasped for a second and then looked up at the camera, her face beaming. “So? How'd you like it?”
“If you ever have trouble waking me up, that'll do the job.”
Gina was showing teeth now. “You'll 'forget' to set your alarm every time.” She sat, ass on bare heels to give Elena a chance. “But I can make it happen.”
Holy shit, I'm the luckiest married motherfucker on the planet right now. The thought carved itself into my skull as Elena set right to deep-throating me. Not only was I gonna be wake up to my wife in the best way possible, and soon. She was letting my side-blonde join in the bedroom with her. On-fucking-camera, to boot.
Unlike Gina's 'you should be thanking me for this' attitude, Elena almost demanded some degrading. And not just by gagging herself on my shaft. It was in her very being. I grabbed her hair by the roots and forced her head back.
As soon as I had her looking up at the camera, I couldn't help asking, “Why'd you let her go first? That was an even fight.”
She grinned like a kid who heard a filthy joke way above her age range. “Because your dick belongs to her. She lets me use it when I need it.”
Pure pornographic platinum. I couldn't help smiling back. “Well then, carry on.”
Gina forced the issue by grabbing Elena's hair as hard as I had. My legs felt like jelly as soon as my wife forced her to gag on me all over again. For the first time out of many blowjobs already, Elena actually gagged.
The back of her throat relaxed, along with the rest of her body. Giving in to Gina's even harder push, Elena's lips met the base of my dick and stayed there. She already knew her place in this house.
 Elena tried to whine through my dick as Gina started clapping her hand against the khaki shorts. If using a vibe felt anything like this for a woman, no wonder they went so fucking wild with them. The last slap was a thing of brutality, ringing my ears and buzzing my cock to the point I had to moan.
“You think she earned a chance to go ahead of me?”
I felt Elena try and nod, her lips still wrappped around my hilt.
“I didn't ask you,” Gina slapped Elena's ass harder still. “Well, what do you want to do to her, and where?”
We still had another few days before the Depo would make finishing inside her safe, so I knew what I wasn't doing. I backed away until I heard Elena gasp for air. “Livingroom, on the couch.”
Gina and Elena both smiled at the camera from below. I waited for them to get up first. Of course their asses had to get shown off for the audience before their pants came off. I adjusted my grip and carried the camcorder at ass level, making sure I was right behind Gina the whole way. No white girl had any business having that kind of ass on her, but my wife was rocking it.
I brought the camera back up next to my head and guided Elena to bend over, resting her torso on the left arm of the couch. The deep navy cloth made her creamy skin almost shine in comparison. And your ass ain't bad either.
She worked her fly and left the rest up to me. One-handed, I guided her shorts down until they were in the floor. Those yellow panties weren't going anywhere yet. I pushed the back of the tank-top up her back until she got the idea and pulled it clear of her shoulders.
If I was about to have her ass presented in front of me like that, I had to have my right hand free. I swapped the camera over to the left, knowing it would only add to that amateur, homemade feel to the whole affair. I dropped my hand in that first slap of my own. Every reverberation pulsing through the nylon and skin made it to the lens, front and center.
“You know you can smack harder than that.” Gina was already on her knees, her forearms resting across Elena's back.
“Fuck it.” I forced Elena to lean her ass across the side of the arm. “You're getting as much as she is. Pull that shit off and do exactly what she's doing.”
Gina's eyebrows shot up. “Well, you're trying to assert yourself of of a sudden.”
I put the same amount of force into a quick strike against my wife's rear-end. I left my hand to linger in a hard grip as I ordered, “Now.”
The pink and white stripes of her panties came into view as she jerked the yoga pants down. The t-shirt flew off as soon as the ass-hugging bottoms hit the floor. Gina looked back at me and asked, “So, who's first?”
Between the two of them, it was fucking impossible to pick one over the other. Elena on the left, the blonde bombshell teenager right out of mid-twentieth century Hollywood, had her merits. But so did Gina, my brunette wife on the right-hand side. She'd be right at home on the cover of the Sports Illustrated Swimsuit Edition.
I bent at the knees and had their asses at eye level. I've got two hands, don't I? Holding the camcorder between my jaw and shoulder like a phone, I got right to it. The searing heat on my fingertips injected a little more iron into my cock. I pushed the narrow strip at the bottom of their panties aside.
Four fingers inside them in total, I hooked the index and middle on each hand. My thumbs twirled away at their clits. I had them moaning in seconds.
Damn they're so fucking ready. And so was I, but we still had five rooms left. Six if you count the partial basement under my office and the laundry room. I'd blast my load before we even got halfway through the house.
The moaning turned to whimpering, but they were so wet, you could hear it over their voices. The rigid flesh of my erection pressed against the inside of my jeans, threatening to slip out of the open fly. I fought against the magnetic pull their dripping cunts had on it.
Giving in and wrecking both of them over the arm of the couch until I came would have been my standard procedure. But we had content to make. The slick walls grinding against my dick, the feel of their asses against the front of my hips, and the flexing of my arm as I took a fistful of hair... There's a reason I love that position so much.
Don't blow the fucking premise. I worked both hands, driving my ring fingers into them as well. Their voices merged into one as they both got the exact same force and movement. If only I had two heads and two dicks side-by-side on my body.
No, that's not what I ended up giving myself when it came time to use a figure on myself. If I were gonna make myself an anatomical freak later on in this story, I'd have had to take four women into account. There is a way with the normal number of body parts, though. You'll see what I mean, later.
Elena started to crack first. “Oh my god I'm gonna come!”
It drove me to push my pinkies in both of them. I gave Gina a little extra clit action with my right hand. If one finished before the other, that would have been a crying, fucking shame.
You could make a challenge not to blow your load by the end of this one. Christ. I sped up until my hands ached and my eardrums stung.
As their quaking started making my own body vibrate, I pulled both soaked hands away. My fingers left a wet imprint on the back of their panties as I gave them a hard slap in unison. Keeping my hands on them for a healthy squeeze, you could feel the muscle spasms as thehy shouted out the tension.
I gave them a moment and flipped the preview screen on the camcorder out. Still got hours of battery and memory left. We're good.
Gina stood up first, still panting and red in the face. “You know how you offered to do that to me once a day?” I had many, many times. “I'll take you up on it.”
She was still the same woman I married, but at the same time, she wasn't. “Well, both of you come on.” I thought about heading right into the kitchen, but it was time to mix it up a little. “The laundry room's calling our names.”
Gina and I had been in this house for the better part of a year, and Elena for a bit more than week by that point. Yet somehow there were still rooms I hadn't had sex in. It was time to clear that glorious milestone and work toward a filthy memory on every surface. I walked backwards, filming them as they strutted through the kitchen.
I flung all laundry from off the top of the washer and dryer. Pointing at Elena, I told her, “You, up top.” I tossed a couple of towels in there for some shake. I dialed the washing machine to 'spin only,' making sure I had the drum speed all the way up to the claimed one-thousand RPM. When that damn thing was at full speed, it felt like a minor earthquake was taking place in my office.
Elena climbed on top of the thing as noises started emanating from its bowels. The minor hum of the water pump activating shocked her as she sat back. Her legs closed tight so I could film her taking those panties off in a slow, teasing ascent to her feet. “So she's got middle-duty this go-round.”
“Yep.” I stepped closer and made sure I got the spread of Elena's legs up close and centered. Her thighs parted like blooming petals. And not to sound like a romancey, purple-prosed fluff spewer, I'll stop the floral analogies right here. The description is spot-on, though.
Gina was already leaning over the corner of the humming machine by the time I'd backed away. I crouched down, the pink and white stripes covering her legendary ass filling most of the frame. As I pulled down with pinched fingers, I knew she had her clit pressed hard against the humming sheet metal.
You know exactly what's going on. I like it. I did the phone, head, and shoulder hold on the camcorder again. As hard as she was pressing against it, I knew she was trying to fuck the washing machine itself.
With a bit of effort, that ass was free of its cotton prison. The panties fell right to the floor. Gina didn't even bother stepping out of them. She was too preoccupied with diving right in for Elena's pussy and delighting her own.
I bent at the knees and brought the lens as close as I could without losing focus. The shine on her slit peeked out from between her legs. Their hums were still low enough to get drowned out by the slow ramping of the washing machine.
My heart beat against my ribs. Why? I wasn't sure. I'd fucked both of them already, but I'd never been in a threesome. That and never having had sex on camera probably had a lot to do with it.
Calming myself down, I worked my jeans one-handed. The built-in shelving in the wall faced them perfectly. I let it take over the cinematography as I got myself as naked as they were. Before then, the only times I'd been in the buff in the laundry room were when the only clean boxers were in the dryer. I'm no nudist, after all.
Something did feel new about the situation though. I had the same jitters you get right before fucking someone for the first time. I took a deep breath, trying to suck it up and gain some extra oxygen at the same time.
Half of the comments so far are about wanting to see these two get plowed like a field, so I guess that's what we'll give 'em. I picked the camera back up with my left hand and stood right behind Gina. The washing machine picked up that last bit of speed, roaring like an F-16 right before takeoff.
I shot the camera to the left side of Gina's face, already giving Elena's pussy the down-south French kiss. Lingering the frame there for a minute, I built up that last bit of nerve I knew I'd need. Their moaning was all the invitation I needed to get over myself again.
The camera was on my shoulder again. I aimed it at the painful erection now inches away from Gina. The electric shock feeling spread from my stomach to my chest. Fuck her good, but don't fire your shot early.
My cock ached as it felt the heat emanating from between my wife's thighs. I pushed forward, stopping as I felt myself on the verge of penetration. I planted my hand in the small of her back and felt the reverberations traveling through her body.
I stepped my right foot forward, and then my left. The rest of my body caught up, sliding my entire length into her without a bit of resistance, tight as she was. Both pairs of panties in the floor were sopping wet after all. And that was all from before the giant, vibrating cube had even turned on.
God DAMN! The walls of my wife's cunt shivered around my dick. Like I'd written in Hypno Stud 3, I'd turned my wife into a human vibrator.
Elena sounded like the action was working on Gina's tongue as well. There's a reason everyone got excited when it was time for laundry after that. Clean clothes were never a problem again, and not because we were getting a maid. We all knew what miracles could happen on top of that damn machine.
A good slap against Gina's ass had her wound her up. Judging by the noises coming from them, a third person cranked the heat until the furnace glowed red. Luckily for my wife, I'd given her the honor of being the first middle. Gotta keep your main squeeze feeling special, right?
My body urged me to put more effort into it, even if my mind knew I wouldn't last long with Gina in the state she was in. Drawing myself back and surging forward, the vibrations made her feel electric. It would have made for one hell of a nice quickie, had that ever been the goal.
I gritted my teeth and took a firm hold of her waist with my free hand. Nobody likes a porno that includes someone moving like they're comatose. The smack of my hips against her ass set Gina to wailing, giving Elena enough of a break for her to look at me and grin.
The roar beneath us almost drowned out Elena's words. “Careful, or else we'll break break her.”
Grabbing the end of Gina's hair, I twisted my hand until I had it wrapped halfway to the roots. I pulled back and leaned over enough to tell Elena, “So what if we do?”
Elena scooted herself forward, generous with the pleasure she could dish out. I moved the camera around to face them from the side. My wife's muffled screams and the smacking of lips told me they were trying to swap tongues. And once I checked the video later, hot damn were they going at each other.
I pulled Gina's hair even harder. Her head arched back, forcing Elena to rise up to her knees to keep the session going. Steeling myself for what would be a test of will and endurance, I took a deep breath. Then I fell into that forceful, steady rhythm you find yourself in during particularly brutal sex.
Hard jolts of my body punched forward, keeping the same power until she got louder. A quick drive with everything I had ramped Gina up even further. It kept her at that volume as I got back to the standard rough-fucking motion. I pointed the camera down. Her ass compressing with every slam complemented the screams she tried forcing through Elena.
She's about to fucking crack in half. As the washing machine started slowing down, Gina kept shaking. I tapped Elena on the shoulder and nodded when she looked around Gina's head.
With an arm wrapped below Gina's breasts, I stepped away from the machine until my back was against the wall. Still inside her, my cock felt it was in the coils of an anaconda. The tremors and the tightness of her thighs had me locked tight, unable to pull out even if I'd wanted to.
Elena helped me keep her upright, spanking at Gina's clit to force a hard shriek out of her. My wife's legs twisted and crossed beneath her. The heat transferring into my skin made it feel like I was being cooked alive. I shot the camcorder past Gina's shoulder to catch Elena's fruitful attempt at torture.
“Fuck!” Gina's head twisted left and right. After a dozen or so smacks down there, her body wasn't under her control anymore.
I fought to keep hold of her and my cock inside. I finally had to slide down the wall until my ass was on the laundry room floor. Gina leaned against me, a wreck of herself. “That's the hardest I've ever seen you come.”
She panted and tried to spit some words out, failing hard.
“Catch your breath.” I leaned in closer and whispered. “Now you get to pay her back for that.”
Gina huffed out what I took as laughter, but she still didn't make a damn bit of sense.
I scooted her forward and stood back up. The camera centered on the crumpled pile of my wife in the floor. She took the hand I offered her, getting up on legs that I thought would give out without me to lean on.
Now that I had both of them standing, I knew what had to happen next. “Three rooms down, four more to go.”
Elena made the decision for me. Stepping the few paces she needed, opened my office door and walked inside.
Gina was finally able to speak. “She gushes about the fun you two have in there when I'm at work.” Her words didn't carry the jealousy I expected them to.
“It makes my work go easier, until it doesn't.” Having someone to act out the sex scenes you write makes for great descriptions, though. We followed Elena through the door.
As soon as Gina was in arm's reach of her, Elena grabbed her by the upper arm. She forced my wife against the wood paneling, painted the same neutral gray as every other room in the house. Their mouths met as hands went between thighs.
I liked the direction they were going for, but I couldn't film the back of Elena's head and keep the viewers hooked. I grabbed Elena's shoulder with my free hand. I forced her to turn around, leaving Gina's back against the wall. “Why don't you let my wife help with that fetish you've got?”
Elena smiled at the lens as she backed into Gina. “You think she's figure it ou—” Gina's right arm wrapped around her neck in a choke hold. She locked in with her left hand around her wrist.
“You better get to fucking her before she passes out.”
The hold wasn't tight enough for that to be an issue, but the turned-on panic in her eyes let me know breathing wasn't easy. My wife stood several inches higher than Elena to begin with, so it was clear who was in control. As I positioned myself to invade her most personal space, the flush in her cheeks spread through her face.
Her pussy lips were slick as oil, primed and ready for what I teased from top to bottom. I kept the frame on her face, jerking myself up hard, the moment of penetration clear without showing it.
My free hand open for business again, I gave Elena a few light taps on the cheek. I ramped them up until I felt like I was risking an honest slap. There's a line between dominant play and abuse, and that blurry border wasn't my territory. A hard strike on the ass is great, but the same one on the face is battery.
I took my time with her, guiding myself in and out completely a few times. Elena's breasts lifted with every hard-fought breath. It was exactly the kind of slow rise in torture that she seemed to love the most.
“Alright, let her catch her breath.” No sooner than I'd gotten the words out, I felt her legs wrap around my ass. Between Elena's hold on me and Gina's hold on her, all I had to take care of was the fucking and the filming.
“Fuck me like you paid for it.” I'd never had to pay for it, but I got what she was trying to put across.
I gave Elena a quick swat across the cheek. My head nodded for Gina to tighten the hold again. I slammed myself into that bratty blonde like I was trying to rearrange her organs. Her mouth shot open, letting me hook my thumb against the inside of her cheek.
Her breath burned against my hand and wrist. I felt it slowing as Gina squeezed harder. Struggling to whimper, Elena's tongue played with my thumb to let me know I was doing something right.
Getting exactly what she wanted, Elena's arms joined her legs in wrapping around me. I kept the camera trained on her face. It was a permanent record of the drift into a world of approaching orgasm and oxygen deprivation.
Gina leaned her head over again. “You feel that? She comes quick like this.”
It was far faster than I thought possible, but I'd never gotten into breath-play myself. What did I know about it? I did know that I had to take the emerging climax as a good thing and try to break the wall with her.
Elena's face started turning that hypoxic shade of purple. If I didn't give her everything I had, she wouldn't come. It'd be lights out for her and nothing else.
Her mouth opened for a scream that couldn't make it past her throat. The coursing tension inside her cunt shifted into hard seizes. Her walls became something to fight against on the way out, but giving way as I pushed deep.
I pulled at Gina's arm as a stilled myself. “That's it, she's cooked.”
Her head slumped forward as her chest rose for the first time in too long. I thought she had blacked out. Every part of her pussy twitched, feeling like it had taken on a life of its own.
It was hoarse, but Elena managed to rip out a lingering scream. Her head drifted back until she was staring at the ceiling.
Is that it? She came far harder than that every other time.
How wrong I was. Elena shuddered as I started pulling out of her. The vast majority of her climax was waiting for anything to pull its hair trigger. When the brain's short of oxygen, weird shit starts to happen, fast.
The only thing scarier than seeing her on the verge of passing out was how fucking hard she came. You couldn't have pried Elena off of me with the jaws of life. I walked her over to the edge of the desk and held her steady, my cock still buried almost all the way inside her.
Somehow, I wasn't coming myself. Her pussy was doing everything it could to tempt me into it. I'm sure a few more seconds of thrusting would have had us in a pregnancy scare.
“Fff...” She couldn't stop. “Fu...” As much as I wanted to aim the camera down to catch the abdominal contractions, her face was too much right then. “Fuck!”
When her eyes opened again, the look in them made it feel like we were having a moment of understanding. I don't know if it was her powers reaching out to me or what, but I knew that this was the place in the pecking order she wanted. 
Not submissive to the point of being a human whipping post, mind you. But willing to take the level of punishment I was willing to let happen under my roof. She took it like a pro.
“You had me scared to death for a minute.” I gave her a light pat on the cheek this time. “What was it like?”
She struggled to catch enough breath to talk. Her voice raw and ragged, she blurted out, “That was the most amazing feeling I've ever had.” And I'd forced her into some spine-twisting climaxes.
I knew she wasn't the classic dumber-than-a-bag-of-hammers bimbo to the letter. Killing enough brain cells would get her there at some point. “We'll save that for special occasions. I don't want you walking into closed doors and shit all the time.” Her welfare was my responsibility.
“You know, I didn't even know I liked it until I met you two.” The camera was catching it, so I was on pins and needles over her slipping how she'd arrived. “Who knew I liked something more than getting edged?”
Gina backed against the desk, right beside Elena. “We've still got, what, three more rooms?”
Jesus Christ. This'd be an awful time to remind them that we've got a basement as well. “You two hit the showers. I need some maintenance.”
Elena protested, “But we wouldn't be letting you do things to us in every room if you're not there.”
Penis-in-vagina shower sex isn't something to write home about. If you've ever tried it, you know what I mean. There's not enough lube in the world to make it anywhere close pleasant. “I'll catch up before you two finish in there.”



I gulped my second helping of water from the biggest glass we had. My nuts were already starting to ache and swell. Fuck, blue balls already?
The sound of the shower running perked my ears up. I couldn't risk frying the camcorder I'd left sitting on the vanity to keep the show going. I had to come up with some kind of idea. I stood in the middle of the kitchen's hardwood floor, nude and with empty glass in hand. I weighed my options.
It still had to be from my point of view, but I couldn't stand under the showerhead. A little water on the tile floor wouldn't hurt anything, but I had no idea what those two were already up to. The first giggle and moan leaking through the wall revived my declining erection.
Fuck it, go with whatever they're up for, so long as the camera doesn't get wet. One difference between video smut and written smut, is that with film, you go with what happens. It's not like folks on streaming porn sites look for plot and character development.
Walking into the arm of the kitchen we called a hallway, I looked inside the open door. The shower curtain bunched up on one side, they weren't hiding anything from the camcorder. Gina had backed herself into the corner, Elena three fingers knuckles deep inside her. Water droplets bounced off their skin and soaked their hair.
Elena brought her other hand into play, rubbing at Gina's clit like she was trying to buff it out. Judging by the way my wife bent forward, it was having its intended effect on her.
Do I even need to jump in there? They were doing plenty fine on their own. A hard pulse in my dick argued otherwise.
I picked the camcorder up by the strap and stepped to the edge of the tub. I stopped when I felt water hit the right side of my face. With the camera on my left shoulder, it had ample protection. Plus, leaving it in the room for a while combined with an open door guaranteed the lens wouldn't fog up. I'd shot enough events to know how going from dry, cool air into warm, humid conditions can make everything a blur.
Elena noticed me and stopped what she was doing to my wife. She gave Gina a light tap on a thigh and said, “You were so close, too.”
And here I was thinking she wanted to be a full-blown sub. Elena could dish it as well as she could take it. I should have that remembered from all those words I'd written about her. I watched her lock lips with Gina before she broke away from her.
I pointed to my wife. “It's your turn to be in the middle again.”
Gina's face lit up, eyebrows raising in a flash and then crawling back down. The grin she flashed could have thawed every single acre of Antarctica. Without pausing to think about it, she stepped in front of me and bent at the hips.
Elena set right to work on her, dropping to her knees and sliding her fingers back inside Gina. “If we're taking turns, that means she gets the prize.” The hint of a frown as she said it left me excited for that damn Depo shot to finally take hold.
I held the base of my dick between my thumb, index, and middle fingers. Gina knew exactly what to do, spit-roasting herself between my shaft and Elena's digits. The buzz of her vocal chords made it feel like she was straddling that fucking washing machine again.
The whimpering coming from her stuffed mouth had me back in the mix like I hadn't taken that breather. Leaving herself this vulnerable wasn't out of character for Gina before her change. The pure enthusiasm she had in it did more for me than getting blown as I'm eating lobster, flan, and a rare filet. All while watching a legendary main event in the front row at Wrestlemania as a lit cigar hangs off my lip. Even a guy in my position can dream of something better, can't he?
Elena looked up at me, cocking her head like this was pure playtime. “How hard can she come without setting you off?”
Fuck it. “Go apeshit on her.”
The mock salute from her free hand bounced off of Elena's forehead as her eyebrows shot up. “If you come early, don't blame me.”
The only response I could muster was a nod and a wink. My wife trying to suck me in like a black hole as she approached another climax pressed all the right buttons. Even if it fucked up the video, this was too damn good.
“Easy!” Far more professional than I expected, Elena eased off of her finger dance inside Gina. “Don't fuck up my next turn.” The hard slap against that glorious rump was even louder with the film of water.
Good lord, they're fucking trying to finish me off early. I had to wonder if making me blow out during the next round was Elena's real goal. “The wait's fucking killing you, ain't it?”
She put her arm into it, driving Gina wild until she was screaming against my cock. “How did you know?”
You little, fucking whore. “If that's how it is, I won't come inside you far a few more weeks to play it safe.”
Her jaw dropped like I'd claimed her mother fucks dogs as a hobby. “Hold the hell up!”
I shrugged my shoulders as my wife's mouth buzzed around my dick. “Hey, I'm not a fuckin' moron. I know what you want.”
“Fuck you!” Elena dug her fingers inside Gina even harder. “Do you think I'm that dumb?”
“Dumb?” I put my hands on the back of Gina's head, encouraging her to keep going at it. “No, you're not an idiot, but you know exactly what you want.”
“I'm next, and I'll kiss your ass if I don't make you cream the hell out of me.”
It was a dare I wasn't sure I should have taken. The girl could work miracles on a dick, and she knew it. For fuck's sake, it was her defining character trait, after all. “Try me.”
I wanted to, but I knew better. That secondary brain in the tip of my cock took over, no matter how hard I fought against it. “Alright! Do your fuckin' worst.”
That smug grin should have scared the hell out of me. “Dumbass.”
Pumped up on sex drive and bravado, I pushed her boundaries. “Slut.”
She stood up and gave Gina a slight breather. The open palm cracking across my face should have shocked me out of it, but it didn't. “You fucking know better than that.”
In fact, I did, but she was begging for the abuse. I realized I was still deep-throating my wife. “Ya'll are trying to fuck this perfect life I've got right the hell up, aren't ya?”
Elena smiled to herself and nodded, driving my wife insane again as she stooped back down. With a bit more intent, she had Gina mewling against my cock. Her tongue tried to flatten it against the roof of her mouth.
“Oh, she's about to come. Like, hard.”
For a few seconds, I thought I was about to as well. My fingers pressed against Gina's scalp, keeping myself planted at the back of her throat. When her jaw started to quiver and Elena took on the determined look of a sharpshooter, I knew it was my wife's time.
Gina started losing her fucking mind, her lips buzzing around me. With a hard schlik, I knew Elena had given her release. Gina dropped to her knees, backing up until I was out of her mouth. Now able to, she belted out a jagged scream as her thighs clamped together.
Elena was there to keep her from falling sideways, both of them soaked to the bone, in more than one way. “If he wins our bet, you'll get to do that again.”
“Oh fuck!” Gina tried to steady herself on shaky hands against the edge of the tub. “I'm still fucking coming!”
Cooing like she was cradling an infant, Elena leaned into my wife's ear. Speaking loud enough so I could hear her over the hot, fake rain, she uttered, “You know you want him to, don't you?”
Gina looked up at me, her eyes unsteady as she tried to keep them from rolling back.
I knew exactly what Elena was doing. “Will you stop manipulating the fuck out of my wife?”
Elena looked up and let go of Gina, now in enough control of herself to sit upright. “But you know you want to.”
I grabbed Elena by the arm and pulled her out of the running shower. The little bitch needed a reminder of her place. This wasn't the kind of scene I expected to record. I had my mind occupied with more important matters.
Backing her against the door, I put a stiff finger between her breasts. “Listen the fuck up. This isn't your decision to go meddling around in.”
“It doesn't always have to be a decision, does it?” She cocked her head and smirked. “Sometimes accidents happen.”
Oh my fucking god, this little whore. I jabbed the finger into her sternum even harder. “You're not having my first kid, I hate to tell you.”
“It takes two to tango, and keeping yourself under control is your job, not mine.”
Then why are you doing everything you can to make it harder for me? I snatched her by the upper arm again and pulled her away from the door. As I let go and turned the handle, I ordered, “Your room, now.”
As I marched her into the hallway, Elena shrugged and quipped, “It's your fault I'm like this.”
I looked back at Gina, who was already up and following us. The sadistic look in her eyes directed the nature of the scene before I even conjured up the concept. “If she doesn't end up begging you to stop, that's your own failure.”
I wasn't making it to the kitchen. That much felt guaranteed.
Gina leaned against the shoulder I was holding the camcorder on. “Even if you fuck up, I won't be mad.”
Realizing the shotgun mic picked it up with so much volume shocked me back into remembering. This is all going online. I put my lips against her ear and whispered, “You know, our health insurance only covers the two of us.”
Gina's eyes bolted open at the realization, as did mine. It drove home the point that Elena could cost far more than we'd already blown on her. Coming inside Elena wasn't an option, on personal or financial grounds. It's not like I'd have gotten paid ten grand like Grant would have for it.
Elena was already sitting on the edge of her bed. Her legs crossed and she planted her hands in the middle of the mattress behind her. “So, what's it gonna be?” She shot forward and smiled with all her teeth showing. “Oh wait. You might set yourself off early and not have any choice in the matter.”
I looked at Gina and pointed at the other side of the bed. “You hold her wrists. I can take care of the rest.” And with one hand, not tied behind my back mind you, but still out of service holding the camcorder.
Gina got right to it, spreading our blonde housemate over the width of the mattress like a fucking buffet. “You can come in her if you want, but my mom'll never shut up until you give her a grandchild of her own.”
My mother-in-law had been nagging me to death to do exactly that for the past few years. At a few points, I'd wanted to stand up in the middle of Thanksgiving dinner and shout, 'Alright, I fucking get it! Do I need to raw-dog your daughter right in front of everyone to shut you the hell up?'
An overwhelming drive to fuck Elena hard enough to break the bed frame came over me. Call it spreading your seed, casting your wild oats, or whatever farming analogy you use. The thoughts came straight from the brain stem. I'd gone back to that animal moment when our ancestors decided to leave the safety of the treetops behind.
“Fuck it.” My chest puffed up and my shoulders straightened. I realized how lucky I was. My bomb-ass specimen of a wife held down a blonde several years too young for a guy my age. I decided to accept the situation for exactly what it was.
Elena wasn't fighting Gina's grip at all. Something about the look on her face dared me to accept what my gut was screaming at me. Listening to that voice was exactly what made her what she was.
I fell forward, catching myself with my one free hand before I crashed into her. The silk of her thighs wrapped around my waist. Her feet pushed the small of my back down until my dick was at the precipice. Without even debating it, I rammed myself inside her in one fluid stroke.
Whether it was the blue of her eyes or her power over the mind, I knew she was thinking, 'Now you get it.' Her lips drifted open as I drew back and slammed into her body again.
I buried my face in her neck while holding the camcorder up, plunging yet again, trying to crack her in half like a geode. The fact that she didn't react felt like a mortal insult. I pushed myself back up, wrapping an arm around her back.
Elena stared back at me, satisfied at what she'd driven me to. “You're still holding back.”
God-fucking-dammit. I knew I'd last a minute or two, at the absolute most, if I put everything I had into it.
Her voice came out again. “Whatever's gonna happen is gonna happen. Go with it.”
I knew it was her version of me saying, 'Don't worry about it.' So long as she got herself off, all was well with the world in Elena's eyes. It put how she'd come to accept her place in this world into almost too much context.
Making sure the lens aimed right at her face, I breathed deep. I knew I was preparing for what could have been a mistake. I pulled my arm out from under her back and wrapped my fingers around her throat.
The look in her eyes changed completely as the corners of her mouth rose. “You know what I want. Good boy.”
I tried balling my hand into a fist, cutting her air off like a garote. The feeling of her cunt gripping against my cock drove me into feeling even more of it. I ripped harder and faster the more of the sensation I got.
Elena's jaw quivered as she tried screaming. Her head drove back against the mattress to give more access to her neck. Her arms tensed up, trying to reach down to break my grip. Gina wasn't letting go of her.
Fucking wreck her. Our bodies popped against each other until Elena's mouth was wide open for a cry that couldn't come. I wanted her to know she'd fucked up.
I reamed her hard enough to make it hurt the next day. My entire world shrank until the parts of my body in contact with hers was all I could stay aware of. My dick obliterating her cunt, my hand constricting around her windpipe... It all blurred into even more motivation to make her regret driving me to that point.
“Jesus, you're killing her.” Gina shocked me back to reality, letting go of Elena's wrists and backing away. The horrified look on her face made me let go of Elena's throat.
The instant I released her, Elena's hands grasped around my forearm. She planted my hand exactly where it had been. Before I could squeeze again, she sputtered and then pleaded, “More!”
Did she want to get to the edge of orgasm, or the edge of death? Her face was still red as I clamped back down, pounding away inside her like a jackhammer. One thing was certain: The girl adored a solid hate-fucking.
Her hands squeezed against my wrist, pulling my grip even tighter against her neck. As her face shifted to a shade of violet, I knew it was time to fuck her up in the hardest way possible.
Jerking back until I was free of her pussy, I let go of her throat and pushed myself up until I was standing. One hard slap at her cunt made her entire body draw into a knot.
She drew in a hard breath, the following scream threatening to shatter the window behind Gina. Elena's face transitioned from purple to red, staying the same hue as she convulsed in the middle of her bed.
I wasn't satisfied, though. “Get your ass up, we've still got another room.”
This video was turning into something I'd pay good money to watch, myself. And when you do what I do for a living, your tastes gravitate toward the extreme side of things. Whether it was because I'd become desensitized or jaded, it didn't matter. All I knew was, she still had a job to do.
I stormed across the bed and snatched Gina's arm at the crook of her elbow. “Come on, let's shut your mom up.”
The fear in her eyes faded. “You know I'm still on birth control, right?”
“Then stop taking it.”
Gina tucked her bottom lip under her teeth and then said, “I don't know how she warped your mind, but I like it anyway.” The alarm on Gina's biological clock was going off like air raid sirens.
I didn't feel manipulated, mentally, at least. Something in me had snapped, and it was all Elena's doing. Meanwhile, she still didn't have her own brains back. She was still shaking and whimpering dead-center on the bed.
Wrapping my arm around the small of my wife's back, I started guiding her to the kitchen. I led her until her ass was against the counters, bending my neck down until my mouth against her neck. For the first time, I felt that undeniable urge. Fucking breed her.
Even with a hormonal ring stopping the entire process in its tracks, our bodies weren't all that up for logic. Gina hopped up, her ass on the countertop. She lifted my chin with a couple of fingers until we were Frenching it up like drunken coeds.
Stopping the round of tonsil hockey like a buzzer, Elena's voice made us freeze as we were. “If it ends up being a girl, name her after me, would you?”
More than a feeling, yet another thing snapped inside my skull like an overdrawn rubber band. I forced Gina's legs apart with the one hand I had free. I thanked the fucking gods or whatever was up there that I'd married a former cheerleader.
The heels of both feet rested on the edge of the countertop. Her slit at the perfect level for grinding my dick around until it had enough. I stabbed right in.
Gina gasped like she was trying to steal all the oxygen from the room in one gulp. My first toss forward bunched her shoulders together. The second had her begging, “Just fuck me until you come!”
Wild as we'd gotten in the past, nothing prior could have compared to the pure drive we had at that point. The walls of her cunt gripped like soft tires on hot asphalt. The slight opening in the deepest part of her inviting me to give the gift of life to our first child. Her head bobbed up and down, nodding her consent.
Elena hopped her ass up on the counter, sliding her way behind my wife. As she held on to both of Gina's thighs, she made sure to spread the legs even wider.
The tip of my cock was pounding against Gina's deepest reaches, driving the point home for both of us.  This wasn't just a husband and wife fucking, and beyond that, it wasn't making love either. Despite the birth control, we were trying our damnedest to spark a new life against all the odds.
Gina draped both arms around my neck, forcing me to point the camcorder down at her pussy. I looked down at it myself, marveling at the scenery. The lips hugged against my shaft as it drew back, and then collapsed in on themselves as I shot forward. 
Calm and sultry, Elena cheered us on. “Now this is how you make a baby.”
Thrusting away hard enough for my nuts to slap against the drawers, I had Gina yelling for me to fuck her even harder. It made that first romp with her new body seem like lazy practice, and she'd made me come within a minute of riding my dick.
Muscles tightened as I closed my eyes. I chucked myself as deep as I could inside her, knowing what was about to happen.
A hint of fingernail grazed across the top of my cock. Gina stiffened like a board as I kept myself planted inside her cunt. That first contraction of her climax was all it fucking took.
Fighting to keep the camera steady, I pushed it against the center of my chest. It felt like my very life force was coursing out of me as I shot a load that could have set a distance record. I leaned my shoulders back and pushed my hips forward. I coveted that fraction of an inch it pushed me deeper inside that willing cunt.
Gina's toned thighs quaked against the countertop as I opened my eyes again. Her feet curled like she was trying to reach something an inch out of range of her toes.
I felt hours of energy course out of me with each knee-buckling pulse of cum. For a few wonderful seconds, I forgot that this was a practice run for when Gina was actually fertile. I couldn't have driven my dick deep enough as I tried doing a Kegel to force one last spurt out.
My eyes slammed shut again as I felt the warm, slick sensation spread toward her entrance. We'd roleplayed this exact scenario a few times, but when you both lose your minds and believe it for a moment? Holy shit, it's something else.
Gina's hand patted against my cheek. I pointed the camera back at her smiling face. “If you thought that was fun, wait until we try doing that for real.”
It almost made me come again. “Are we sure we actually want a kid?”
Gina shrugged and flicked her head back toward Elena. “It might not be up to us.”
Elena smirked and dipped a finger in her mouth. The giggle she let out forced one final shot of cum out of me. Then she wrapped her arms around Gina's neck and rested her head to the right of Gina's. “I could act like that all the time and make you two have more kids than a pack of fundamentalist Mormons.”
“No.” I shook my head and pulled out of my wife. I made sure I caught the pearly drip stretching out of her and then dropping onto the floor. “Well, dear viewer, if you made it this far, you're no doubt wondering how I ended up this lucky. Long fucking story.”
I panned the camcorder back and caught their smiling faces, side by side. Gina and Elena realized what that meant, grinning even harder. They met their lips as I hit the record button to end the video.
Sitting the camcorder down on the stove top, I couldn't help boasting, “That went well.”
Elena whispered something in Gina's ear, an open hand covering her mouth.
Gina chuckled and look at me in a way I couldn't trust. She scooted herself off of the counter and took a few steps toward me. “You know what? There's time for another round before I have to turn in.”
I won't survive it. As much as it hurt to do so, I had to put an open hand between Gina and myself. “Shit, you two damn near killed me already.”
She twisted her body until she had her left shoulder facing me. “Well, if that's the case, why don't you help me relax after work tomorrow?”
A few days prior, the idea of sex after one of her nursing shifts would have been a damn good joke. “You're shitting me.”
Gina turned right the fuck around as Elena slid off the countertop. With a hard slap between the legs, my wife put one finger in Elena's face. “No sex tomorrow until I get home.” Queen Kong had emerged.



After about thirty minutes of recovery later, I stepped into the barn. My finger flicked on the fluorescent tubes hanging from the rafters. I had some old can fixtures that could pull fill light duty. But I had to jury-rig an adapter to mount them on a standard tripod screw.
The couple of benches in the barn were identical to a table I'd slaved over before. Tinkering with parts out of my junk box, that fact made me think back to that one stint I'd taken in a factory. After Riozon changed their royalty structure in 2015, I had to slave away for a paycheck once again. It was one of those joints that was always hiring. And as always, there was a reason for the high turnover rate.
No joke, that was the one point in my life that I'd thought about offing myself. I had achieved my dream life, but then poof! One corporate decision had me busting my ass for still not enough to get by.
I got over it by walking the fuck out the next day, knowing it was for my own sake, but that was a pretty dark period in my life. My wife had seen some fucked up shit as an ER nurse. But nothing would have prepared her for stumbling upon me, assuming I'd have gone through with it. Even thinking about it that long started drawing me back into the darkness.
What the fuck do I have to be mopey about again? I had it not just made, but with-a-fucking-capital-'M'-Made. And life's not even as good as it's gonna get before this is all over.
The little bundle of random metal bits I'd cobbled together held to the can light's bracket. Whether it'd keep everything steady on top of the tripod was still an open question. “I guess it'll either work, or I'll bust a junk light I never thought I'd use again.” There were far worse things to risk.
I turned the lights off and shut the door behind me. I cleared the first steps in the total darkness between myself and the backdoor. Something didn't feel right. I turned back and checked the door to make sure I had closed it, thinking that was the problem.
An empty pit collapsed in my stomach at the halfway point, and then the skin over my spine tried to crawl off of my body. I know this feeling. A few more steps confirmed it. I feel like... prey.
I shook my head and forced myself to keep moving forward. My pace slowed as I turned around, walking backwards. I knew from my time in the woods, you never turn tail and run when you get that shock to your system.
There's no way we've got those fuckin' things here. I scanned in every direction, but didn't see anything out of the ordinary. Hell, I couldn't see anything at all beyond a few feet ahead. And they sure as hell wouldn't be out in the open like this.
I wished I'd turned the floodlights on, or at least brought my phone to use as a flashlight. The only defense I had was gripping the shitty bunch of steel I'd slapped together and making a fist around it. When I felt the give of vinyl siding against my back, I almost punched the wall out of shock.
Fucking hell. I'd made it, but there was no denying the feeling I'd only had once before in my life. I'll check for tracks or something tomorrow. There's not a damn thing I'm willing to do out here at night right now.

I stopped and listened one last time, expecting to hear the same even footsteps of something up on two legs. The running creek not thirty feet away drowned out any chance. At the very least, I made sure I locked the doors and windows that night. I put my .357 revolver within arm's reach of my office chair instead of its usual hiding spot.



Finally armed and calmed down, I sat at my desk and placed Hayley's figure on top. I knew I wouldn't finish the whole project that night. The concentration the ritual needed would take my mind off whatever was out there.
I heard a single tap against my door. My first instinct was to reach for the hand-cannon to my left, but I knew it was one of those two. “What is it?”
Elena stepped in, her eyes shifting right to the chrome revolver. “What the hell's got you spooked?”
“Is it that obvious?”
“You look like you've been drained of blood, so yeah.” She walked around, stopping at the last corner of the desk. “Was it that 'thing' again?”
I don't know. “No, just a weird feeling I had. You know how that goes.”
She leaned in to my right ear, softening her voice. “No, I don't.” She hesitated before adding, “But it's the only thing that scares you, so far as I know.” She took a few steps closer and planted a hand on my right shoulder. “Something made you pull that thing out.”
I was about to respond when I felt her put one finger over my lips and shoved her face right in mine.
“If you say 'Don't worry about it' one more fucking time...”
She didn't have to use her powers to know what was about to come out of my mouth. As soon as her finger was off of me, I said, “Well, either way, it's nothing. What'd you come in here for?”
“Gina's worried about going back to work in the morning. Is there anything we can do to help her out?”
“We'll follow her to work tomorrow. You stay by her side, and convince whoever needs convincing that Gina's still the same person.” It's not like she looked that different, but her changes were the kinds that took years, not days. “The floor manager, the doctors, and the other nurses she works with. Piece of cake for you, right?”
Elena nodded. “I wondered when you'd put my powers to good use.” She grinned like a fool. “I could have made that Frank creep think he'd fucked me, and got you that two grand.”
As much as I owed the guy, Frank was a scumbag. “Don't dress too modest tomorrow. You know exactly what we're gonna do after we un-fuck Gina's career.”
She let out a quick snicker. “After he grabbed my ass like that without asking, I won't feel bad about it. Not in the slightest. I'm surprised you're up for it, though.”
As much as I liked Frank, I knew what he was. If he had the chance to pull the same scam on me, he would have in a heartbeat. “Honor among thieves is a fucking myth, and I'd rather make that goosing cost him.”
I pulled out my phone and started tapping out the text to Frank, telling him about the 'good news.' He'd head to his shed sometime in the dawn hours and check his messages. “This puts new meaning into 'fucking him out of his money.'”
“What's my cut?”
I hated not letting Elena claim it all. Still, the household funds were as bare as I'd had her and my wife an hour prior. “You get it all except for one fourth. I don't want to eat unseasoned ramen and hot dog slices in ketchup, and try to pass it off as spaghetti ever again.” 
True story from my time in college. My roommate was not pleased that I'd made that ghetto-assed substitute. But we were that fucking broke. The tears you cry into the bowl while eating it are excellent seasoning, by the way.
“You've got a deal.” She brightened up at the idea of having actual spending money of her own. “After I get the money, I'm borrowing your truck for a few hours.”
“Whoa. Hold the fuck up. You've got a driver's license now, but do you actually know how to drive?” I'd never written or saw her driving, so it was a fair question.
“Of course I do. It's not like I lived in the middle of the city, growing up.”
I thought about handing her the key to my old junker truck behind the barn. I'd almost driven the motor out of the mattress on wheels I called a Ford Ranger. I'd dubbed it 'The Red Menace,' because every other fucking Ranger on the road goes by 'The Danger Ranger.'
But expecting her to know how to drive a stick-shift was a fool's hope. Plus the damn thing started only whenever the hell it felt like it. “You've got two hours with my keys tomorrow. If you fuck up and get into a wreck, the added insurance payment's coming right out of your ass.”
Elena couldn't stop grinning. I knew pussy and gasoline were a dangerous combination. I only knew that equation from the side of a teenaged hard-dick. Of course with a muscle car and a girlfriend who'd drop her panties like a bomb.
What Elena came back home with the next day, though, made me damn glad I didn't have a daughter her age of my own to worry about.
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”
“I don't know why that matters, but no.”
“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”
What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.
“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”
I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”
Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”
“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.
“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”
“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.
“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”
“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”
“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”
A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”
“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”
* * *
The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.
Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.
That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.
Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”
The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”
“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”
Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”
Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.
Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.
Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”
* * *
That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”
She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.
Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”
“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.
Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”
Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”
“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.” 
“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”
That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”
“I do?”
“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”
“So you think I'm that great, huh?”
What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”
“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”
“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”
Elena blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”
Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”
“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”
The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”
Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.
I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.
* * *
I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”
“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”
“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.
“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.
Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”
“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”
“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”
“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.
'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago.
I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.
I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'
Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.
She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”
That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.
“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”
I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”
“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”
“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”
Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand. 
I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.
Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”
“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.
* * *
“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”
“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”
“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”
After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”
“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”
“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”
“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”
“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”
“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”
“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”
“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”
“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”
“You'll like what you see.”
Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.
“I guess Elena's with you.”
I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”
“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”
“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”
“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”
“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.
“You didn't.”
I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”
“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”
“You're still on my side, though.”
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