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Author's Note: My vacation came with a heavy dose of writer's block and burnout, but obviously, I'm back and writing again. I've only got one more title in this series to go, and I know exactly how it's all ending. Even the werewolf thing will get wrapped up neatly.
I considered another short break after finishing this book, but I'm forging ahead on book five. After a month of wallowing in the hell of a blank page, waiting any longer would have killed the energy I stumbled across.
I hope you enjoy this installment. Loose ends are starting to wrap up, but the main conflict is building at the same time. And hey, we finally figure out who the antagonist is!



ALPHA CREATION 4:
RED HOT CHALLENGE
Closing in on three weeks since Hayley's arrival, a new form of normalcy settled over our lives. Elena and Gina had already helped me turn a healthy profit on the recording equipment. Now Hayley was a full-fledged part of the team. If the first payment we'd gotten the day before was any sign, our money problems were a distant memory.

I was sitting in my old camp chair in the backyard. Staring over the back field, I marveled at how the past few weeks had been like heaven. Sure, Gina had developed a habit of hijacking Hayley every night for herself. The kicker is, that left nobody but myself for Elena to get her action in with. All told, I couldn't have been happier.

As I flicked the spent ashes from the afternoon's cigarette, the sound of a car slowing down made me turn around. I didn't catch sight of it in time, but from the sound of gravel crunching, someone had pulled in our driveway. Gina's not getting off for four more hours. Who the hell is this?
I stood up and flicked the lit cherry away. Pocketing the butt, I walked around the corner of the house.
Oh shit!
My mom had no clue about what all had happened here in the previous month, but now she was here, and already out of her car.
I tried to pull myself together, catching myself trying to look at anything other than her eyes. “Hey, what's the occasion?”
“Your mother can't show up and visit every now and then?”
Her entire side of my family tree knew what I had been doing for a living. To be honest, they found it downright hilarious. “Still writing porn and trying to keep this place from going to hell. No garden this year, though.”
“It's too late to start one anyway.” She paused for a second and then cut right to what she was here for. “I know it's sudden, but I'm selling the family business.”
My head shot back. “Say that again?” She hated the place as much as I did, but it had kept us comfortable since the mid-1980's. “Asshole's spinning the lining out of his coffin if you're telling the truth.”
“Your daddy retired ten years before he died, and I deserve some rest before my time's up.” Between his death and my maternal grandmother's passing in a year, the mortality thing was riding her back. “But I want to offer you something.”
“If it's the deed to the place, you already know I don't want it.” As much as it had provided for me, the last thing I wanted to spend my mid-life period doing was running it. “If you want to retire, that's your right.”
“Don't tell Gina, but I've already got a buyer ready to sign the papers.” She hemmed for a moment like she'd always done before getting to her real point. “Since it'd go to you when I die, once the business gets sold, you won't owe me anymore money on this place.”
I didn't process it at first. “You used the money from selling that fucking houseboat to buy this house in cash, so isn't it—” The gift-wrapped block of gold that had dropped into my lap clicked in my head. “Oh....”
“Don't you say a word to Gina until it's final. This is between me and you.”
My elbows sank onto the roof of her black Mercedes. When my mother offers you a sweetheart deal, you don't dare fuck it up by going behind her back. “You know I won't.” Still, something about it all bothered me. “When Granny died, I let you and your sister sort the inheritance out. What happened to you agreeing with me 'waiting my damn turn?'”
Mom shrugged her shoulders. “Are you turning it down?”
“Hell no.” With the money we were pulling in now and no mortgage from the 'Bank of Ma' to boot? “About ninety-nine percent of people my age would kill someone for this kind of offer." Gina's student loans wouldn't ride our asses until our fifties after all.
“Then it might be your turn already. I talked to Belinda, and I've got plenty to retire on even if I write off what you two owe me.”
I haven't mentioned her, but Belinda's the cut-throat, god-tier MILF of a CPA I was already on the verge of calling. She'd saved our family tens of thousands over the years. With the major dump of cash sitting in the bank, it was time to throw four figures her way to save even more money.
My knees were on the verge of shaking at the enormity of it all. “It's been eight years since I moved in with Gina to some shitty apartment, and we were eating ramen every night.” I made enough writing erotica and she pulled in plenty after getting her nursing degree to live well. But this was a game changer for us. “Holy shit. I'm at a loss for words here.”
“You did what your daddy did.” I didn't have much good to say about the man, but her next sentence was gospel. “He wasn't happy working for someone else, so he built his own business from the ground up. As much as you made me worry every night you went out as a teenager... You making a living writing that fucking porn doesn't surprise me at all.”
If you only knew how batshit it's gotten. “Dad's idea of the 'sex talk' was leaving a stack of Playboys under my bed and waiting on me to find them.” Mind you, that was before the internet was a major thing. A stack of titty mags was something magical to a pre-teen back then.
Mom got the conversation back on topic. “So you're taking the offer?”
I couldn't dream of better terms to take. “You realize this is why I'd have put his ass in a nursing home in a heartbeat, but you're safe from ever going to one, right?”
Mom knew how much I'd always hated my father at the deepest level of my soul, even if he had his merits at times. “I know. There's no hiding who he was.”
But outright hatred for him wasn't exactly correct. “He pulled off some crazy shit in his life, and I'm glad he was there for me to learn from, but thank fuck I never looked up to him.” Walking in on him beating the same woman I was talking to into a pulp when I was four sealed that deal. “Now I know why you didn't stop me when I snapped and knocked him out.”
The VA had to schedule him for surgery to reconnect his pacemaker a week later. “I know. You're more like my daddy than your own.” Mom shook her head, trying her damnedest not to laugh. “I won't lie, I got a sick thrill out of watching you do to him what he used to do to me.”
The sting of my knuckles busting against his face as I sat on his chest is still as clear as day to me. “It's not like I'm proud of it. But he needed his ass kicked for years.” I still punch concrete and wood from time to time, if only to feel that sting again. There's no better way to relieve anger after that whole episode.
“My daddy would have shot him if he knew everything he did to me.” And if my Pappy hadn't died about the time I could have begun explaining the fucked up shit going on at home, he would have.
“He died about the time my memory got hazy. From what you've told about him, he'd be my best friend if we were around the same age.”
The look on her face reminded me that my grandfather was his own handful. “Maybe. He was like you. Despite his faults, he tried to do what he knew was right.”
Faults. I've got more of those than the California coastline. “Mom, don't apologize for him.” I don't remember much of her father, but he was a better man than my own dad. “He barely got by running a goddamned pig farm. Then he raised a daughter tough enough to deal with the meanest bastard on the planet. All while running her own business because her husband ordered her to. And here I am now, doing what I do.”
I'd never seen it outside of major tragedies in the family, but my mother was on the verge of breaking into tears. “Even I won't call you a 'good man,' but you know the difference between wrong and right.”
“Keep telling yourself that.” Even if she knew how I made my living, fuck no, she doesn't know my pen name. “If I'm not ashamed after a few hours of work, I need to up my game.”
Instead of carrying on like I thought she would, my mom decided to put me at risk for a coronary event. “You said you made a lot of changes around the house. Care if I look?”
“Well, uh...” My mind raced, trying to think of anything that would keep her outside. “I cleared all the brush out of the creek, and the barn's slowly but surely getting organized.”
She started toward the front door. “Well, let's go inside. I'm burning up.”
Fuck. “I suppose...”
As we got to the front door, I tried to gain what little good graces I could by opening the door for her. Luckily, Elena and Hayley weren't in the living room or the kitchen.
“I never thought I'd say this about your house, but it's spotless in here.”
“Yeah, we've got someone to clean for us.” I wasn't lying yet. “You know we're not big neat freaks ourselves.”
“So Gina's working today?”
“Yeah.” We made our way into the kitchen. “You know she's hardly ever here. If she's not at the hospital, she's out running around somewhere.”
A shrill whimper caught our ears. Mom whipped her head my way and asked, “What the hell was that?”
God-fucking-dammit! It came from Elena's room, but it was definitely Hayley's voice. “I should have told you earlier, but we've got a couple of friends staying with us for a little bit.”
“Are they roommates? You never said anything about that.”
“No, but they're good friends. There's no telling what they're doing in there, so you might not want to open that door.” It was as good a cover as I could think of, and more than likely, absolutely true.
From behind the hollow door, we heard Elena order, “That's right, take it you little bitch!”
Oh fuck me!
My mom's neck tensed up like it always did when she was about to snap. Her voice seethed as she whispered, “A couple of dykes?” Yep, she's old-fashioned, and not in the good way.
“Wanna see if Keith wants to join in?”
My bottom lip trembled. I was as fucked as the only drunk chick at a frat party.
Mom's head turned at a glacial pace until she was staring holes through the door. “Tell me exactly what's going on, now!” It was loud enough to shut those two up, right in the nick of too fucking late.
“Well,” I knew my next words might blow up in my face, “Gina and I are opening up our marriage in a way.” Hey, you've got nothing to hide so long as you stick to facts.
The image my mom had of her son changed in an instant, and you could see it in her face. “So you're just like your daddy after all.”
Something had to happen. The trajectory of the conversation shot it right at a brick wall. I stepped down the short hallway and beat on the door. “Get your asses decent and get out here!”
Mom stared at me when I turned around, her face scrunched in the closest thing a human can get to a snarl. She shook her head and added, “Nothing but a goddamned man-whore.” Not that I had any choice in being one here. If I wouldn't share my pen name with her, I sure as shit wasn't showing her our new income source.
Hayley and Elena stepped out first. One in full French maid regalia, and the other in a white tube dress that barely made her legal to go out in public. Elena fucked up first. “Whose this?”
“Our landlord,” I tried shooting them a look that said the floor was full of eggshells, “my mother.”
Elena got the hint. The color drained from her face until she was all porcelain except for the scarlet of her lipstick. She backed into the corner, trying to disappear in plain sight.
Hayley, though, stepped right up to mom and gave a slight bow. “Pleased to meet you, I'm your son's maid, Hayley.”
When mom looked back at me, there was a hint of confusion there. It was my last chance to save my ass. “It's how they're making up the room and board. Elena's my secretary.”
“How much money are you making writing that damn porn now?”
“Enough.” And I left it at that. Trying to explain it away any further would have been like playing with matches in the belly of a fuel tanker.
“I can't believe Gina's alright with this. What's that you said about opening up the marriage?”
It was as good a time as any to drop a bomb. “She's bisexual.” I tried playing it up like it was no big deal. “You didn't know that already?”
“So you're....” Her raw nerve from all my father's cheating got a dose of salt poured on it. “Keith Jacob Ross, I thought I raised you better than this!” She already knew I'd done enough psychedelics in my twenties make all of Woodstock trip balls for a night. But any kind of sexual deviance was as sinful as murder to her.
“What? You know this is far from the craziest shit I've done.” Making a full-time living writing smut was one hell of a stunt to pull to begin with. And I won't even go into the stuff she only knows the gist of. “I've been hired to show up with an AK-47 for car repos, I graduated with honors from college after barely passing high school, and I've made Crimestoppers twice without getting caught. You know what to expect from me.” Yeah, I'm one hell of a mixed bag.
She stared back at me, knowing I wasn't exaggerating a thing. To her, I was still her over-educated henchman who also happened to be her son, should she need a hired goon. “You'd be less scummy if you'd have gone on to law school like you said you would.”
“I'm not lying in court, so I think I'm staying on the right side of morality.” A nightmare where I was watching TV kept me from being a scum-sucking attorney. Seeing myself on the screen, in a suit asking 'Have you been involved in a tractor trailer accident?,' scared me right the hell out of those three years of grad school.
“But to cheat on your wife?” I caught her balling up a fist out of the corner of my eye. “That's the one thing you swore you'd never do.”
One thing you have to understand about Elena is, she knows how to save your ass when you're royally fucked. “Hold on a minute!” She stormed forward, looking like she was about to get all white trash on my mom. “It's not cheating if Gina agreed to everything ahead of time, no matter what people like you think.”
I watched my mom's head draw back like a snake getting ready to strike. “And who the hell are you? You look like the kind of whore my husband would have gone nuts over.” She wasn't wrong. The old ape had one hell of a bimbo fetish, and a nineteen-year-old model specimen of a blonde like Elena would have made his jaw drop hard enough to bust concrete.
“Keith told me you don't know exactly what he does, but just for your information,” I wondered if Elena would throw a fist before my mom would, “I'm one of the characters in his books.”
You didn't just fucking say that. But she had.
Elena carried on to do even more damage. “Come on, we'll go to his office, and he'll show you what I'm talking about.” Having written Elena and spent so much time around her lately, I knew she was on the edge of adding something like, 'you shriveled, old bitch.'
My jaw clenched. If I didn't do something, those two were bound to get into the kind of cat fight that sends fur a flying. “She shouldn't have said it, but I guess I don't have a choice.” Lauren's painting was within minutes of being finished anyway.
“What's she talking about? Are you dropping acid again?”
It felt like a bad trip, but I knew I was sober as a judge. “It's a long story, but she's telling the truth. Gina didn't believe me either, at first.” I pulled out my phone and scrolled to the latest picture of my wife. Handing it to my mom, I said, “Here, I can bring characters to life, and change people. This is what Gina looks like now.”
She squinted at the screen until her head shot back. “When did she get all that work done?”
“You can't deny that it's her, and she didn't have any work done. I did that.”
“I can't believe any of this.”
The impossibility of it all wasn't lost on me, even if it was my daily life now. “You know these two wouldn't have any business shacking up here.” I snatched my phone back from her and pulled up one of the stock photo covers with Elena on it. “See? I wrote this a year ago, and now the girl on the cover is right in front of you.”
“Well, at least I know your pen name now.”
It was the least of my worries, but I knew she'd read everything I'd written within days. “When I told you it's some of the dirtiest smut I can think up, just know what you're getting into.”
“You're living in a house full of hussies. I can only imagine.”
I started walking toward my office. “I knew I'd have to explain everything to you at some point, but I was hoping I could put it off a while longer.” 
“Why wait so long? You knew I'd find out at some point.”
My first instinct was to let her know I didn't think it was any of her business, but that would have made this shit-show even worse. I pointed at the furthest point where she'd see Lauren when she arrived. “Stand right here for about five minutes. You'll see for yourself.”
“Why can't I be in your office?”
I turned so she couldn't see my face and then rolled my eyes. “Because, I don't know if I'd make her show up, or make you look like her.” And I wasn't turning my mother into a redheaded domme who didn't look a day over twenty.
“You're full of shit, but this'll be entertaining.” When I looked back at her, my mom had that smug grin she'd always given when she caught me red-handed. “If you're lying, I'm not forgiving the loan.”
“Fine.” I couldn't help smiling. Making her put something on the line was tempting, but I wasn't so greedy. Getting the place scot-free after ten months of payments was plenty for a wager.
I turned and went right to my chair. As I pulled the monitor close and loaded up the painting, I knew I had to work out a few bugs in Lauren's personality. But I didn't have time to do another edit of Elena's one and only story. This chick was coming, as she was, problematic quirks and all.



She wasn't as sullen as she appeared on the cover of Bimbo Domme, but this character Elena had created and I had refined was as finished as she could be. A stunning 35 - 21 ½ - 34 set of measurements finally screamed themselves from my monitor. “You ready to see some crazy shit?”
“I'm as ready to be disappointed as I'll ever be.”
You're gonna bitch until the very end, no matter what I do. I hit save on the file, and after the slight delay, closed ImageShop.
I stared at the same spot all the magic had happened at. The strings of Christmas lights I'd put up for mood lighting shifted like they were across a hot parking lot. I had to see exactly what happened, from beginning to end, for myself this time.
“Why does it look like your office is full of water?”
“Give it a minute, and stay right the fuck where you are.”
The luminous dust drifted from the ceiling and up from the carpet. When it converged, the curtain's image warped around the silhouette of the girl I'd just finished painting. Broad swatches of her form came in patches.
I heard my mom back against the far wall of the laundry room. “Oh my Lord...”
The polished copper of her hair caught my eyes first, then the deep magenta of her bra. A bit shorter than Gina, but a good inch over Elena's height, Lauren had the proportions of a 5'6” goddess. My dick pressed against the inside of my zipper at the first good look at her.
Redheaded perfection stood on the other side of my desk. Just to make sure I wasn't eyefucking my own mother, I asked, “You still alive in there?”
“Yeah...” I shrugged my shoulders at Lauren and held one finger up until I heard mom add, “I've got to be dreaming.”
Mom was the least of my concerns now. I had one very dangerous and very confused girl standing in my office. “This is gonna sound weird as fuck, but neither of you are dreaming.”



Mom had already left, looking like she'd seen something right out of an H.P. Lovecraft story. When I asked her about the bet, it was all she could do to nod and turn her car key. Nice of her to drop by, I guess.
The fact that I had Elena's lunatic of a main character roaming the grounds turned my bones to ice as mom drove away. She wasn't putting the life of her former dom at risk after my first edit, but a fanatical sub like Hayley was as safe as a lamb in a pit full of starving hyenas with Lauren around. Elena might have stepped in to stop her, or she might ignore the danger and enjoy the show.
A scream coming from inside the house stopped my heart mid-thump. Lauren was the closest thing a mortal could get to being a vampire, but she hungered for the near-orgasmic agony of her sub instead of blood.
What the fuck was I thinking? I knew I hadn't been at all. Calling her forth was a pure panic response meant to save an offer that would move all of us up several pegs. I barged through the front door, hoping like hell I'd have the wherewithal to stop her.
I didn't see them in the living room or the kitchen. After dashing from Elena's room to my office, I finally heard another scream coming from beneath my feet. Because of fucking course they'd be in the basement.
My way down the stairs was more of a controlled fall than a run. Hayley was backed into the corner, Lauren and Elena between us. The sawhorse I'd hauled down there had one of Elena's limbs tied to each of its legs, her ass sticking out, red as a mid-life crisis Corvette.
Strips of black hit so hard, I felt the impact from several feet away. Another shriek made my ears ring. I'd walked into an ass-whipping straight out of the Spanish Inquisition.
I grabbed Lauren's wrist as she reared back for the next strike, and then pulled her to the back wall. Pinning both wrists on each side of her head against the cinder blocks, I squeezed until she dropped the flogger. “First fucking thing's first!”
She cocked her head, staring back at me like I was nothing more than a mall cop trying to flaunt his minimum wage authority with an 'arrest.'
My hands tightened until every muscle in them was ready to cramp. “You're not the goddamned madame here, do you understand me?”
The urge to vomit hit me first. Then the unbearable ache spread to my stomach.
Before I could process what had happened, I heard her voice for the first time. “Seriously, fuck you.”
It finally registered in my head as I pulled myself up from the concrete floor. My nuts were somewhere in my ribcage. Milliseconds after I heard the scnhak, my back felt like it'd been lit on fire.
“Piss off. I'll own you too, old man.”
Hayley was already on her hands and knees, pulling my shirt up my back. “Keith, you're bleeding.”
I hadn't felt that disoriented since I'd wrecked my car so badly, the volunteer firemen called the county coroner. Obviously, they were wrong on that call. But it takes one hell of a hit to knock a guy that far off his bearings.
Another slap of leather against flesh that couldn't take the strike without serious damage. Elena's scream jarred my eardrums like something out a nightmare.
Fuck! I crawled on my knees and backed myself against the wall, the grit of the blocks grinding like chainsaw teeth against the fresh wounds, even through my shirt.
“Fucking stop!” Elena looked at me, hoping I'd have enough left in the tank to try again. Judging by how purple her hands were, she knew she was bound too tight to even try breaking loose.
Another sickening slap that I knew had to break skin rang out. And you got mad at me for toning her down, you fuckin' moron. Still, I couldn't let Elena get turned to hamburger meat from the waist down, even if it was kinda-fucking-really her fault.
I pulled myself up to my feet, the wall scratching the everlasting-shit out of my back as I stood up. “You know, it's not natural to be such a dick,” I locked on Lauren's steel blue eyes as I inhaled so I could add, “without having one yourself.”
The mildly satisfied expression in her face didn't change. She gave Elena one more skin-ripper of a swat without looking away from me. “You've got some massive balls, considering I dropped you not even a minute ago.”
I knew her former dom, Zack, was Grant Jensen cranked up on the dominance scale to eleven. I had no chance of even surviving, assuming I kept myself in check. But if I dreamed up the person who came up with Lauren, the stuff I needed to summon to outdo her had to be floating around in my head, somewhere.
“You're just an overcompensating bitch with a chip on her shoulder.” I stood all the way up, feeling my back burn like an arc furnace full of molten steel. Trying my damnedest to keep a straight face and almost pulling it off, I added, “You know it's the fucking truth.”
The flogger snapped against the wall behind her, sending paint chips and bits of cinder block flying. “You calling me out for a challenge?”
It's not that I wanted to, but I fucking had to. “You've got a pair bigger than my own swinging between your legs, but can you back it up?” I put on the best game face I could. “If I win, I'm in control. If you win, everyone's yours.”
“I already made your blonde beg me to stop, and the little slut clinging to your leg has the fear of God in her. What else can you offer?”
Gina would kill me if I lost, and probably on Lauren's command. “I'll hand my wife over to you, too. Do we have a deal?”
“Not yet.” Lauren stretched every strap of leather and twisted them up like she was about to cut Elena in half with them. “What about you?”
“Whichever one of us wins,” I knew I was probably fucking up even harder, “gets to collar the other, without question. Permanently, with no chance for another dispute.”
I caught Hayley staring at me out of the corner of my vision. The way her eyes danced, she knew I wasn't a safe bet. But I had to do something, and this was the only option, assuming I wanted to see Elena walk on her own in the next month.
Lauren dropped the flogger and put a hand out. “You've got a deal, piss-ant.”
I gulped, knowing Lauren saw it as soon as it ballooned my throat. “Talk's great, but I came up with the person who came up with you. You're challenging God here.”
The bluff didn't work. “And He's scared shitless of His own creation's creation.” She smiled and turned away to head upstairs.
As footsteps went from the laundry room to the kitchen, I looked at both of the people I'd brought forth before that damn psychopath. “So if she wins, what do we do?”
Elena knew the odds. “You've dealt with your mom, Gina, and now that bitch. At this point, I wouldn't blame you if you turned gay.”
I gave a light tap to the most damaged portion of her rump before I crouched and started freeing her. “If I hadn't made those changes you raised unholy hell about, we'd have even less of a chance.”
“You made me what I am, so blame yourself.”
I pulled the last shred of cotton rope from her wrist. “I guess I've gotta drop all fucks I've got left to give. I hope neither of you think less of me after this shit's over.”
Whether it was the pain of standing on her own or her own sick imagination making her do it, Elena flashed her teeth. “Make the bitch cry for mercy. Not that I know how to reach it, but everyone has their limit.”
The fact that she didn't even know what her own creation's limits were made my knees knock together. For the first time, dealing with goddamned werewolves felt like child's play.
The footsteps came back. Lauren was back, and full of piss and vinegar. At the bottom of the stairs, she crossed her arms and asked, “What's taking so damn long?”
Something out of time and place made me grab for the flogger. Lauren knew what I had in my hand before I did. “Shut up and get the fuck back up those stairs!”
Her eyes narrowed as she turned to do what I'd told her to do. “You'll regret even getting up before this is over.”
I stopped the pain implement's strike inches short of her bare toes as the leather concussed against the concrete. “Hurry the fuck up. I'm not a patient man.” A total lie, but she didn't know that.
Elena slumped to one side of the sawhorse as Hayley surged in to take care of her. A quick nod from our maid told me the household blonde would pull through.
The leather pulled the forest green paint from the staircase as I pulled my wrist back again. “Up. Now!”
I knew how dangerous fucking around could be. Lauren was beyond a dominant female. She had to be the crown of the heap in a pile of alpha motherfuckers.
I almost pulled a stair away with the next strike as her feet got halfway up the flight. “I didn't tell you to slow the fuck down. March!”
Lauren got to the top, staring back down with clear, venomous hate in her eyes. “I dare you to hit me.”
My arm reared back, but childhood programming stopped me before the muscles could activate. I tried saving what of my ass I could. “Congrats, you figured out the line I won't cross.”
“And it tells me so much about you. You're fucked.” Lauren seemed too pleased with herself. “If you can't hit back, I already know how to win.”
Shit. If it came down to a fist-fight, I knew I'd stop before I threw my first punch. And she knew it too.
“I figured it out when you didn't whip the piss out of me when you had the chance. And that little slut of a blonde? I knew it was her first time getting that treatment by the way she screamed.”
I had to think of something Lauren wouldn't expect, but coming from a character I'd written who already knew me as well as I did herself, that'd be a grand fucking challenge. I leaned my head toward my office, hoping like hell I'd think of something hidden away before Lauren thought to use it against me.
As we passed the washing machine, inspiration struck. “Whoever comes last, gets to call the shots.”
“You're on.”
As easy as it would have been to overpower her and just own her ass, I knew she'd never respect me if I did. Lauren's sort of character admired force, but that alone wasn't enough to command allegiance. She understood what it meant to own another person, and using her body to please myself against her will wouldn't have meant a damn thing other than weakness on my part.
Her legs tensed as she stood in front of me. “You get my type. I like that, but it won't help you.”
“Fuck off.” Unless I broke her to the point of needing therapy afterward, I was beyond boned. “You don't know what 'depraved' even means.”
“Oh?” It wasn't hard to tell I was bluffing. “That's cute. I'd feel sorry for you, if I cared enough to stop whipping your ass after you lose.”
“And if you lose?”
Without a second of hesitation, Lauren dropped the scant lingerie she had on, showing her perfect ass to the world. “I don't care what you do to me, but make sure I end up begging you to stop. Every. Fucking. Day.” Nobody should be allowed to say the word 'day' with that much sex appeal.
My balls were well within the cup of the communal salad shooter, but I had no choice. “Deal.”
“So, we doing this right now,” Lauren stroked at my cock on the other side of my jeans, “or do you need time to get ready?”
“No restraints, no toys, no lube. Just what we were born with.” Setting a level playing field might help me win, or it might fuck me over. It was still a safer bet than giving her the option of immobilizing me and sucking me off until I cracked.
She had my shaft out, guiding her fingers along the bottom. “I'm ready if you are.”
That's all you've gotta do. Make her come before you. “Alright, but we'll let those two judge.” I pointed back at Elena and Hayley as they got to the top of the stairs. “We'll start in the middle of the living room, no clothes, and no holds barred.”
Lauren kept her hand on my dick as she turned away. “I like it.” She held on for a couple of steps until the damn thing was ready to snap off.
I stared as she left me in the laundry room. That perfect heart-shaped ass bobbed like it was taunting me. Christ, she'd be my hands-down favorite if she weren't such a bitch.
My dick was in charge of the thinking now. I motioned for Hayley to drag Elena into the living room.
“If she tries anything unfair, both of you call it out. Same goes for me.”
Hayley nodded, but Elena smirked and said, “You'd better win. I want payback.”
“You're the one who made her. If it weren't for my changes, she'd be beating all three of us to death down there.”
“Technically, you made her, and you fucked her up by making it a rush job.”
“I did what I had to fucking do,” but I couldn't deny the obvious, “even if it caused an even bigger problem.”
“Then go.” Elena smiled through the pain, showing me the dark part of her personality that made Lauren possible. “Fuck her up, good.”
As someone balls-deep in the realm of harem fiction, I know as well as anyone that the lucky feller in every story has to protect his ladies. Except this time, I wasn't writing some other guy doing it. It was my ass who had to go toe-to-toe with a wannabe usurper.
Alright, pin her down and abuse the fuck out of her clit. It was the fastest way I could think of, because g-spot climaxes are a sight to behold, but damn can they take forever. Fucking her spine out of alignment would be too risky.
Lauren was already standing in the middle of the living room as we entered. Sadistic as she was, fairness wasn't lost on her. “Can we get one of them on either side of the room? We can't have either of us cheating because they can't see it.”
I pulled my shirt off and looked back at them. “You heard her. It's not a bad idea.”
Her entire body sore and her ass battered, Elena claimed the couch. Hayley stood in the doorway to the master bedroom. I wasn't sure how cheating could happen in this case, but I was relieved to have mutual agreement on the terms.
I stripped my shoes and my socks before unbuttoning my jeans. They dropped as I pushed my boxer briefs down and then stepped out of them. As I stood in front of Lauren, I expected a bell.
Elena broke the tense silence. “Three, two...” The slight gap dragged on until she set things off. “One, go!”
We lunged at each other, her arms wrapping around my neck as I got mine around her waist. With a good hundred pounds on Lauren, bulk and strength were on my side, or at least I thought. One of her legs stuck out, meeting both of my shins as the rest of my body kept going with the forward momentum.
I smacked against the bare hardwood. Her ass landed between my shoulder blades as I fought to get my arms out from underneath my body. Rolling to the side, I thought I'd thrown Lauren off.
Thighs like silk-covered pythons wrapped around my neck from behind. The girl was fast, and she knew how to put a lock on before you knew what was happening. As I writhed to break loose, she bent down and whispered, “You are so fucked.”
I'm no trained fighter by any means, but I'd been in enough scraps to have a few tricks. Prying my hands with my fingers straight and knuckles against my neck, I grabbed at what I hoped would be the femoral nerve on the inside of her thighs. The pressure against my airway stopped within a second.
My fingers kept squeezing until Lauren had no other choice but to break away. It had left her more out of breath than myself, so I was back on my feet first. Before she could get steady, I lunged with both hands.
Lauren dodged to my right, almost keeping me from getting my left hand around her ass. I sent my other hand lower, right in the crook of her knee. Both legs kicked as I foisted her up, letting her slide down until I had both arms wrapped tight around her waist.
Not willing to slam her into the ground, I settled with letting her land on her side. Both of Lauren's hands came up as I grabbed her by the wrists and sat on her thighs. 
With a roll and a jerk of her arms, she was out of my grasp. I stayed on top as she tried wriggling free. If we'd have oiled ourselves up first, it could have gone like this for hours.
Working our way up to our knees, I saw my opportunity. My arms wrapped around her waist from behind as I leaned back. Lauren fell with me as my legs wrapped around her own.
One arm was plenty to hold both of Lauren's tight to her chest. I used my left to reach between her legs. Thankfully, she was wet as a pool already.
I held her clit between two fingers and started working away. Lauren's arms shook as she tried forcing her way free. A couple of minutes in this hold, and she'd suffer the fate of the reluctant bottom bitch.
When her knees came up, I knew it couldn't have ended so easily. Her legs draped over mine until she rolled and broke loose. Before I knew it, her cunt pressed my cock against my body.
Had I not been trying to keep my spot on top of the pecking order, I'd have taken the luxurious dry hump with a massive smile on my face. Lauren grabbed my wrists, letting me roll and shift forward until only her shoulders were on the floor.
Both of her legs wrapped around my back as I tried to stand. Even though it gave her some measure of control, it was a terrible mistake. I took the chance to catch my breath before I growled, “Bad fucking idea.”
Dropping her to the hardwood, I pressed the edge of my forearm against her throat. Panic set in as both hands tried ripping my arm away. Forming a pincer with my thumb, index, and middle fingers, I was ready to move in for the kill.
The nub of her clit and the mound of g-spot slid against the tips like I was fingering a pot of grease. I held my body off to the side, letting her legs kick at the empty air. Her own supply of it was running out, fast.
When her face turned a dangerous shade of purple, I had to back off. The point wasn't to kill her, and she couldn't come if she was unconscious.
I couldn't afford to let her recover, though. A brief round of fucking wouldn't finish me off, so long as I could get myself out of her. I grabbed her wrists and forced them above her head.
Both legs clenched and twisted like she was a single band of muscle. My dick didn't meet anything but a thigh. After several attempts, I had to get them out of my way.
Forcing her to roll over was the easy part, but I barely got my arm around her neck in time. I didn't press to choke, but to hold her in place. Lauren's feet beat against the small of my back, doing as much damage as a pillow against a brick wall.
“You fucking prick!” Lauren knew she was trapped.
Slipping myself down a few inches, I pulled a little harder against her neck. With a sharp jolt forward, my prick was, indeed, fucking. If we were having a race to see who could come first, I'd have needed a minute, tops.
I couldn't tell if her whimpering was a bluff to keep me risking a loss, or if it felt that damn good for her. Her feet clashed against my back again, pressing hard to make it almost impossible to pull out of her.
Every part of me wanted to keep going, but Lauren's exaggerated screaming was making it too tempting. After a punishing shot forward, I used the momentary surprise to break myself free of her cunt. She tried pushing me back in, almost making my cock shoot straight up her ass.
I scooted myself forward and let her roll. As she did, I turned myself around, always keeping at least one leg pressing against her waist.
And there it was. Like someone had made an anatomically correct porcelain doll, you wouldn't know she was into this kind of stuff by looking at her slit. It was delicate, and it needed the worst abuse I could will myself to dish out.
Lauren tried clamping her legs shut, but it only took one knee on top of her own to give me a free hand. That's all I needed. Her hands beat against my spine as I teased one finger from entrance to hood.
Elena caught my attention for a few seconds. “Win or lose, that looks fun. If my ass wasn't on fire, I'd ask if I could go next.”
I dipped two fingers in Lauren's cunt, knowing it'd be faster than putting them in my mouth. Plus, fingering ain't just great in high school. As soon as I had her clit trapped, my hand blurred out as I shook my whole arm.
Lauren jerked, trying to break out from under me. Her ass left the ground by a cunt hair, if that. A tiny puddle started building on the floor as the clit massage turned audible.
I wish I'd have thought to fucking film this. There was always next time, but I didn't know if she'd have this kind of fight in her ever again. Breaking a dominant like Lauren risked sending her back to her shy, ultra-submissive ways. And Hayley already had that role on lockdown here.
As I watched her thighs tense and her feet go ballerina, I knew it was only a matter of keeping it up. Her clit pulsed against my fingers and she couldn't fight the urge to moan through closed lips. As much as I wanted to, turning around and having my dick in her during my victory was too damn risky for what was on the line.
Her legs tried closing one last time. Whether it was from desperate effort to stop me or her body's natural response, it didn't matter. It wasn't nearly enough to halt my stroll to a win.
The quiver of her waist under my ass told me there was no turning back. Stopping now would set her off. Of course, why wouldn't I keep going, if only to drive the point home?
Fingernails dug into my back, ripping skin and sending a searing pain rushing from ribcage to hips. It didn't help her. Nothing Lauren could do in her position would have stopped me.
Even if she was trying to fake an orgasm, there was no way she could duplicate the real thing like this. The mound surrounding her cunt flushed a creamy pink, swelling and burning against my skin. At that point, I was only making things more fun on her end.
Drawing my hand back, I gave her pussy the hardest slap I could. Her entire body jerked beneath me. And then, she just kept jolting.
A little tease at her clit here, and another tap there. Even with the distance between my ears and her mouth, my tinnitus was about to start acting up again. She'd gotten her ass handed to her, and I demanded she know it.
I stood up and turned around. With both feet on either side of her, I looked down on her like she deserved. Lauren had to have her defeat seared into her memory so she'd never try this kind of shit again.
Between being a husband, a Queen-Type's alpha, and our maid's 'master,' I was getting too many titles. But what was one more? “You can call me your owner.” It seems harsh for me, but the girl was as dangerous as a cornered bear.
The security system chimed as the front door opened. All four of us looked and waited to see who'd step out of the entryway. The sound of keys getting hung on the peg just inside the door told me who it was.
Gina stepped forward and locked eyes with me. “Well, this is new. Are you pissing on everyone now?”
I could see how she'd think that's what was going on. Lauren was a sweat-drenched mess, and I was in an ideal position for it. “Not exactly. We had a little incident with Elena's redhead.”
“Uh-huh.” My wife sat her work bag in the corner. “Well, you weren't lying when you said she'd be a knockout. When do I get to have fun with her?”
I looked over at Elena, already standing and pointing at how ripped to shreds her ass had gotten. She shook her head at Gina, eyebrows up.
“So she's into that kind of thing.” Gina didn't know what she was about to ask for. “Sounds fun.”
Now that I could keep Lauren under control, it wouldn't be the outright risk to life and limb Elena had suffered. Still, I had to give her fair warning. “She goes a lot further than I do, and I've made you tap out plenty of times.”
Gina turned her attention to Elena. “Sweetie, those are some open wounds. Come on, I'll fix you up.”
Hey, when you've got a harem and a basement sex dungeon, a nurse in the stable comes in handy when things get out of hand. I stepped away from Lauren and looked at Hayley.
She was panicking, probably because Gina had come home a couple of hours early, and there wasn't a scrap of food ready for her. Hayley darted her eyes between myself and the kitchen a few times.
“It's alright, we'll eat out tonight. She didn't tell us she'd come home early, so it's not your fault.”
Hayley had to be the only person who could be comforted by a buck naked guy who'd just manhandled another girl in front of her. “But will she be alright?”
I looked down at Lauren. Shock at losing her attempted coup was all I could make out in her face. “Yeah, she'll get over it,” I nudged the side of her head with my foot, “and do as she's goddamned told.”
“You only won because you're bigger than me.”
“So why accept the challenge?” I knew why, but I wanted to shame her a while longer.
“Because I can't take over without a fair fight.” I'd revised that into her character. Otherwise, she'd have whipped the piss out of me until I gave in and handed her the keys to the castle.
I couldn't help putting my other foot on one of her wrists. “Hayley wouldn't dream of hurting someone, and Gina's capable of it.” I nodded toward her first target for abuse following my wife into the bedroom. “But you're gonna treat Elena like a princess from now on after that shit you pulled downstairs.”
“Yes, sir.” I could tell it boiled her blood, but there wasn't a damn thing Lauren could do about it.
“You'll learn Gina and Hayley's limits, and respect them, too.”
“So what about us?” Lauren cocked her head. As her owner, she had to know my marching orders when it came to the two of us.
“We'll see.” An early dinner called my name louder than anything else. I took my foot of Lauren's wrist and offered her a hand up. “Come on, let's get some clothes on you.”



I was finishing the leftovers from the whole rack of ribs I'd ordered earlier that night. Judging by the silence, everyone else had passed out. Personally, I hoped I'd keep myself busy until someone woke up and freed half a bed.
We didn't have room for a fifth girl trotting around the place, or even Lauren. If I had to, I was ready to grab a cot out of the barn and set it up in my office. To keep myself occupied, I wiped my hands and then started on my own portrait for the fifth figure.
Now, I only paint things I want. The male figure was new to me outside of a few mandatory studies in high school art classes. It took almost a dozen tries before the outline wasn't comically deformed.
I'm keeping my beard and I'd rather be recognizable. Until I got Lauren's forged documents, it'd have been dumb to change myself so dramatically. Crooked cops aren't the people you want to make suspicious of you.
The stylus kept flipping as I erased. This one was gonna take forever, but I didn't have a deadline. So long as it got finished before the big hippie/raver festival Gina and I always go to, I was golden. Of course, we'd have three new camp mates this year.
“Shit.” My fingers were starting to cramp, still tired from all that clit abuse I'd forced on Lauren. I gave up and saved what little I'd accomplished.
After my day, I had to break down and allow myself another cigarette. If anything, it'd buy me another hour before I had to pass out. I got up and searched the kitchen's junk drawer for the good flashlight.
“What the hell are you looking for?” Elena's voice almost made me slam my head against the ceiling.
“Jesus fuck!” I tried to calm down before I said anything else that damn loud. “Flashlight.”
“If Gina knew how much you're still smoking, she'd have your ass.”
She wasn't wrong. Right when I thought life had settled down enough to cut back again, yet another log fell in the fire. “It's like you keeping your legs closed for more than a few hours, eh?”
Her hand popped against my shoulder. “You wouldn't have it any other way.”
I wouldn't. “Put some shoes on and follow me out there. I wanna ask you something.”
“Outside? I don't even have pants on.”
“Panties are enough. It's half past two.” Maybe one car would pass by, and it's not like they could see us behind the house.
The communal backdoor slippers were in their usual spot. My feet were several sizes too big, but outside of Hayley, every girl wore the same size of everything here.
As I opened the backdoor, Elena marveled at the exception I was making for her. “Wow, I'm allowed outside after dark.” She jabbed a finger against my back. “No werewolves around tonight?”
“Piss off.” It made me scan the light around the creek bed, just to be safe. “Come on.”
As I dug into the console of my truck, I moved a few CD cases out of the way and pulled out the pack I'd been chipping away at for the past few days. Putting the filter end in my mouth, I flicked my lighter and shut the driver's side door.
“So what's this question you've got for me?” Elena stayed right beside me as we crossed the backyard. “You haven't pulled me aside to ask anything since Hayley showed up.”
I knew I had to dig right in. “What's the hidden rage that led to making Lauren so damn psychotic?”
Enough light reflected off the ground to show the change in her expression. I'd hit a nerve in Elena. “Ever since I met Reverend Boyce, I've felt like a sidekick. Even to you and Grant.”
“I can see it,” I took a long drag, picking my words carefully, “and I won't be mad if you blame me.”
“You're the first person who didn't try to control me, though.”
I shook my head. “I wrote your past. Of course I did.”
“But when we met, all you did was make sure I didn't try controlling you. You didn't force me into religion like my parents, you didn't groom me to be a sex slave like Boyce, and you didn't override my thoughts like Grant.”
“You say all that, but I made it all happen in the first place.”
I heard her feet shuffle among the blades of grass. “I thought that for a while, but making Lauren with you changed my mind.”
“At least I know we won't look at her as our kid.” The punch in the lungs from smoking for the first time in hours almost made me cough. “I mean, she did whip your ass right and proper.”
“And yours too.”
I still felt the outline of where the flogger hit, down to the last strip of leather. “So what are we gonna do about the bitch? I wouldn't doom Hayley to even a minute alone with her.”
“Ooh...” Elena crossed her arms. “That'd be bad.”
As I sighed out a blue fog of smoke, something at the far corner of the property caught every iota of my attention. I pointed the tight beam at the property boundary and didn't see a thing out of the ordinary. “False alarm.”
Elena edged toward the door. “You almost done?”
I couldn't help following her until we were in front of the steps. “Almost.” I scanned the creek one more time. “It's been bothering me for a while, so I might as well ask you something personal.”
“You already know stuff about me that even I don't know. What's left to ask?”
I had to know. “Now that you've made someone else the same way I made you, how does it feel?”
“My ass feels like I should have listened to you more than I did.”
I couldn't help chuckling about it. “I fucking told you.”
The circle of light danced around the back lot, drifting over the barb wire fence for a fraction of a second. Was that a fucking turn signal?
I pointed the light back in the middle of the hayfield. A row of eight lights matched the same color.
“What the fuck is that?” Elena pulled at my arm right as she finished asking me. “No way...”
I knew what we were looking at. Or rather, what was looking back at us. I stopped and held my arm firm. “Calm down, and don't fucking move.”
Arms moved up to block the amber lights, every one of them covered in fur.
“Keith,” Elena shook harder than any climax could have made her, “there's no fucking way...”
My .357 was less than twenty feet away, but it was inside my office. Lot of fucking good it'd do me. “When I step, you step.” I held the beam as steady as I could. Four of them?
Their fur ranged from soot black, to mud brown, to a blonde that blended in with the cut hay. But it was the burnt orange one on the far right that moved its arm down first. Those eyes burned like golden headlights right back at us.
These weren't deer, coyotes, or any other critter that should exist. “Alright, get moving, slowly.”
Elena's fingers cut off the circulation in my arm. “I always believed you, but I have to be dreaming right now.”
“You're not.” I took a final draw from my cigarette and blew it away from the flashlight beam. “Go on, get inside, but don't act like you're scared.”
The red one on the right stood up. We heard the joints in its legs crack as its arms draped to the side of its body. As I backed Elena up the stairs, the sound of water trickling against concrete would have told me she was pissing herself under any other circumstance. I couldn't blame her after the fact, but I thought it was the water flowing through the creek.
Maybe the thing knew what Elena had done, or maybe it just happened to pick that moment. With a leap that would have dashed Olympic records, it cleared thirty feet and the barb wire fence with one leap. It rose back up on its hind legs and stared.
As Elena opened the door I pulled my phone out of my pocket. I had it recording video as I tried to keep the flashlight steady. For reasons I can't explain, I didn't feel the existential terror this time around.
Are you just fucking watching us? I cocked my head to the side.
Like it was matching the gesture, the damn thing didn't exactly open its mouth. It fucking grinned at me. If you know anything about aggressive dogs, when they grin, someone's about to get snapped at.
I get it, big feller. I nudged my elbow against the storm door's handle and tried to keep the flashlight steady as it joined my phone in my right hand. I opened the door, never taking the video or my attention way from the thing.
I kept my hand out the door, ready to jerk it inside and deadbolt the main door in the space of a second. Not that it would stop these things if they got determined to force their way inside. I'm sure they could have busted through the damn walls.
“Is it still out there?” Elena had ducked into my office. “Keith, what the fuck?”
“I think it's alright.” I poked my head around the door frame. Sure enough, it was still in the middle of the back lot, standing there and baring its fangs.
“Are you insane? Shut the door and—”
An ungodly howl rattled the phlegm loose in my chest. It carried on long enough to tell me this thing had the lungs to run at a full dash for miles. As it trailed off, multiple sets of footsteps converged toward us.
Gina made the mistake of checking what I was putting a light on from the kitchen window. Over the sound of both dogs going apeshit in their crates, I barely heard her shout, “Holy shit!”
I took a risk and aimed the light at the remaining pack just up the hill. “There's more of them.”
Lauren took her own look out of the laundry room's window. “What the hell...” As I settled the light back on the closest beast, I watched her back away. She shook her head and looked like she was about to break down. “There's no way that thing is real.”
Hayley took her turn as Lauren collapsed next to Elena. Almost having to stand on her toes, it only took her an instant to nope right out of it. She jittered as she walked, then slumped to join the trembling pile in the corner.
Gina's voice was closer. “How are you so calm?”
It made no sense to me either. “Maybe because it's not my first time seeing one,” I shrugged my shoulders, “but four of them is new to me.”
Meat Head and Block Head settled down to whimpers as I figured I'd recorded enough. I pulled my hand inside and slammed the door shut. The deadbolt's clack echoed through the house.
I ran through the house checking every window. They were still locked from the last time something spooked the hell out of me. At least now, I knew my fears had been justified.
Everyone had gathered in the hallway to Elena's room, dead center in the middle of the house. Gina broke the silence first. “Keith, we've gotta get the hell outta here.”
“Imagine how I felt stuck in the woods with one of these things.” I thought about grabbing the revolver and shooting, assuming that werewolf bastard was still there. “If you want to go outside to get in your Jeep, be my guest. I'm staying in here.”
I walked to the kitchen window overlooking the backyard and didn't have to turn the flashlight on. A wet-nosed snout pressed against the bug screen, its breath fogging up the glass. I couldn't believe I was within arm's reach of one of the bastards and still had my wits about me.
“What the hell do you want?”
It flashed its teeth again. Without the blinding glow, its eyes reflected some kind of intelligence and confusion at the same time.
“Go away.”
I heard steps behind me and then Lauren's hysterical whimpering in the middle of the kitchen. Not that I could blame her. She was taking it even worse than Elena.
“Shoo. Git!” I waved my arms up like I was about to swat it's nose.
The entire window steamed up. Before the glass cleared enough to see through, it was gone.
I danced the flashlight around the yard and up the hill. Nothing.
“Y'all can quit blubbering. They're gone.”
As I turned around, everyone else had surrounded Lauren. She looked like she was in the middle of a psychotic break. Ever the ER nurse, Gina had already cradled her and started whispering in Lauren's ear.
The glistening streak down Elena's thigh told me what the trickling noise on the stairs had to have been. I didn't have it in me to make fun of her. Every one of us had just seen the impossible.
To say the least, no one slept for the rest of the night.



I waited until nine the following morning, but I had to talk to the guy. “This is Michael.”
“Hey, it's Keith Ross. Care if I send you a video?” I already had it uploaded and set as private on MyTube.
“Sure, what'd you catch?”
I still couldn't process it all. “We had an incident last night. It freaked everyone out.” I sent the link in an email.
His breath stopped as soon as I heard the click of a mouse. I gave Michael a couple of minutes to finish, and then deleted the video. I couldn't risk it getting out to the public.
“So, what's your opinion?”
“You've got to be kidding me. There's no way you got footage that clear.”
At that point, I wasn't doubting my sanity anymore. I had four other witnesses. “My wife and all three of my,” I hedged on what to call them for a moment, “other housemates, they saw them too.”
“I know it's sudden, but I'm free today. How far are you from Cookeville?”
Any town with a giant cross looming over the interstate, like Cookeville, was out looking for trouble. “Two and half hours.” And it wasn't far enough.
“Do you think I could drive your way and look at the place? There might be evidence left behind.”
I didn't like the idea of it, but I also didn't enjoy having these things around and strolling right up to the house. “I guess that's fine, so long as you can tell me how to get rid of these things.”
Reece sounded like he was already gathering his shit for an investigation. “I'm leaving in about five minutes. Text me your address, and I'll head out.”
“Gotcha. Thanks bud.” I hung up and started tapping what he needed. The curmudgeon in me didn't want to send it, but at this point, I had no other option.
With the text on the way, I spun my chair around and got up. Hayley had made sure we were tidy enough to receive royalty since her arrival, but it was everyone else I had to worry about. Of course, once I ran between the bedrooms and checked, I was the only person still awake.



After an hours or so of searching for prints, I walked with Michael back to the house. “So they showed up at the top of the hill.” It's always weird talking to someone whose voice you've only heard on MyTube and over the phone, in person. But Michael Reece was exactly what I expected.
“Yeah, they were standing in one row, just watching us.”
He walked around to the stairs and asked, “So what was Elena's reaction, as a first-time witness?”
“To be completely honest, she pissed herself on the spot.”
“Did you see the one you encountered in Montgomery Bell?”
“I don't think so.” Compared to the ones I'd seen the night before, it was an absolute beast. I pointed at the window to Michael's right as he stood with his back to the door. “The one I saw up close was around eight feet, but that first one had to be at least twelve.”
“That was an alpha. Anytime there's a pack, there's always one around, somewhere.”
Fuck me. The idea of a fifth one creeping about, and bigger than the others, forced me to pull the pack of cigarettes out of my pocket. “I'm not gonna like what you're about to say, am I?”
“There's a lot I could say that you won't like,” I didn't gather his full meaning until later, “but it sounds like the one at the window was the beta. They follow classic pack hierarchies.”
“So when's Big Papa gonna show himself?”
Michael squinted his eyes as I lit my cigarette. “That shorter girl... Hayley, right?”
“Yeah.”
“Violet eyes are rare. Does she wear contacts?”
What the fuck does that have to do with this? “I don't follow, but that's her natural eye color.”
His next words made me want to kick his ass hard enough my boots would break his teeth from behind. “That girl is a demon, and it seems like the rest of them are, too.”
I'd grown up in The Bible Belt, so fundamentalist nutcases accounted for a good fourth of the people I'd run across in my life. “There's no way Hayley's a demon. You've got about thirty seconds to get off my property, or you can tell me what the fuck you're talking about.”
“You've met a dark soul who called himself a shaman, and he gave you some stone figures, right?”
How the fuck? “What's your point?”
“These people are an affront,” the true frenzy of a fanatic flashed all over his face, “to God!”
My nostrils flared as my eyebrows sank. “Dude, get the fuck outta here. I'm sorry, but you're looney tunes.”
His hand gripped the rail to the point his veins stood out. “What do you do for a living? If it's not something creative, I'll walk away and never bother you again.”
What I really payed the bills with would have shot a sprocket in the guy, which meant I had to be brutally honest. “I write erotica.”
“So these girls were characters you came up with.”
Aside from Gina, he nailed it. “My wife isn't a character, but everyone else is. What's your point?”
“These dogmen, they're the retribution from Satan for stripping a demon of its dangerous traits.”
Obviously, he hadn't seen Lauren at her worst. “Somehow, I know you're wrong.” Reece wasn't as off the mark as I thought, but he still ended up being full of shit.
He stormed past me, stopping before he rounded the corner of the house. “They're demons, whether you believe it or not. When you create life, you're stepping on God's toes. Retribution will come for you.”
“Thank you, fuck you, goodbye!” I wasn't giving him any more of my time. Loons and nuts of any flavor don't have any place at my house. My life had already become crazy enough.



I hadn't heard anything from Michael Reece in the week after. That was fine and dandy by me. Digging into his more 'spiritual' videos, the guy made the one-shoed homeless guy screaming on the corner look like the image of sanity.
Gina had hauled Elena and Hayley off to some volunteer weekend at a summer camp for wheezy kids or something. Don't get me wrong, donating your time is noble and all, but it's not my thing. It wasn't Lauren's jam either.
Even if I'm generally left alone so long as I shut the door to my office, the house felt abandoned. I had to come up with a new series idea by Monday so I could get the first title out for next weekend. The desolation and silence drove me too batshit to even think.
“Fuck this.” My portrait had made some more progress to kill some time, but I couldn't stare at the damn thing any longer. “I gotta get out of this house.”
I pulled my keys off the nail driven in the side of my bookcase. Knowing what's running around the area, I couldn't leave anyone here by themselves. When I got to the living room, Lauren was curled up watching TV, looking twice as bored as myself.
“Let's go do something.”
She tapped the remote and turned the whole damn thing off. “Like what?”
“Anything that ain't sitting around here.” My truck hadn't moved in four days, anyway. “I don't wanna know what'd happen if either of us get cabin fever.”
“I'm hungry and Hayley's not here.”
The fridge wasn't empty, but the fastest thing to eat was Lauren's cunt. “Her food's amazing, but damn, I want a burger every now and then.”
Even a girl with a figure like hers couldn't deny the lure of a greasy, sloppy-assed burger that falls apart as you eat it. “Oh, damn. That's a good idea.”
“Well, fuck, get your ass up and let's go find a shitty burger joint.”
“Alright.” She put her feet on the floor and kept herself on the couch. “It's not like we've really talked since I got here.”
I talked to her as much as anyone else in the house, but I knew what she meant. “I hear ya. Ask anything, and I'll try to answer.”



I was amazed at how Lauren kept up, bite for bite. We'd both gotten a triple cheeseburger and fries at some mediocre fast food place a few miles down I-40. In that golden halter top and white mini-skirt, the hint of abs in her midriff looked out of place anywhere near our meal.
“So you're a lot like one of Elena's friends?” The place was abandoned save for a few teenagers across the room. “I thought there was a lot of herself in you.”
Lauren finished chewing and then swallowed. “No, I'm mostly her friend, Traci.”
Even with nothing about Traci in Elena's written back-story, she had to have a full life that she remembered up until she got here. “I'm guessing that's before you changed in your book.” Lauren's personality had flipped completely, just like Hayley's. “There's a whole other world aside form Elena's that you came from. It's weird to think about it.”
“Dimensions within dimensions, within dimensions.” Lauren had proven to be the intellectual one of the bunch, because you couldn't tell Hayley used to be a philosophy major now. “And you think we're still characters in a book. How'd you figure that out?”
“I knew I'd be the one writing it, so I asked my other self for a beer. Sure enough, one landed on my desk. Besides, stuff like all this craziness isn't supposed to happen.”
She finished her last couple of bites. I knew she was thinking about something. The sudden grin on her face warned me about what was coming.
Lauren crumpled her wrapper into a ball and asked, “So where to next?”
The sky was already a pinkish-gold, and in June, that's kinda late. But I never was an early dropper. “I don't know. Wanna drive around and do whatever looks fun?”
“I haven't done that since I was a teenager. Sounds good.”
I hadn't driven around aimlessly since I was in high school, myself. “Might as well, because that house is boring as shit when you're there too long.” Even a bimbo or four can't cure stir-crazy when it hits.



Back in my home county, we'd spent two hours and a shameful amount of gas driving nowhere in particular. Lauren finally brought up the obvious topic she'd avoided all week. “So those things we saw,” she took a hard breath, “you've run across them before?”
“Don't worry, I reacted like everyone else my first time.” Since my first encounter, I always had my guard up while driving after the sun went down. “It throws your whole world for a loop, so I get it.”
“But you just shooed it away like a stray dog. I don't know how you stayed calm.”
“I wasn't.” The fucking things still scared the hell out of me. “I guess I knew seeing one isn't a death sentence, because that first one let me walk away without a scratch.”
When I looked over, Lauren breathed against her window, fogging it up the same way the braver one had a week earlier. “I don't know. There was something in its eyes that scared the hell out of me, like it was sucking my soul out of my body.”
I knew that feeling, exactly. “That's a good summary of my first run-in.” I took a sharp curve and sped back up, wondering if another one would stroll across the road. “But that researcher guy, he's nuttier than squirrel shit.”
“Fuck him. If I was a demon, he wouldn't have left alive.”
Hell, I wouldn't have left my basement alive or even stood a chance to win out over her. “I got tired of him faster than that fucking werewolf. His ass had to go.”
“Did you get the answers you wanted out of him?”
We passed through a grove of trees that hugged the road. “Fuck no. He ranted about Bible shit and stopped an inch short of pissing in my eye before I kicked him out.”
“For being so disgusted, he stared at my tits awfully hard.”
“He's the kind of guy who resorts to masturbation so much, he looks like a pro bowling champion.” His rant videos about his divorce and the mid-forties dating scene told me that well enough, but even I caught him eye-fucking everyone but myself during his short visit. “I would say, 'fuck that guy,' but I'm not so charitable as to risk any of you taking me literally.”
In the dim light of the dashboard and radio, I noticed how the poison in my voice made her smile. “I've never seen a thorough ass-chewing end that quickly. Five words, and you had him storming off.”
“I could have gone on a lot longer, but he's the only religious nut to show up and offer me something other than a shitty pamphlet.” My hand started reaching for a cigarette, but I knew the situation with Reece was long over. “It got rid of him, and that's all that matters.”
Lauren stared out the passenger-side window, probably at nothing at all. “So any stories from this road?”
I'd spent the whole drive giving her a tour of my juvenile delinquency. “When I took classes at the local extension campus to save a lot of driving time, I always took my fuck-buddy out to a farm close to here.” A blacklight on the backseat of the Dodge Stratus I drove at the time could have been an abstract art installation.
“Well, now I want to know more.”
It was a fond set of memories. “One of my professors told me to throw myself out at any chick I hung out with who smoked, and sure enough, the crazy, old bastard wasn't lying a bit. I'm amazed my dick hasn't felt raw to this day.”
“Wanna relive the past?”
Uh, fuck yeah! It'd been more than a decade since I'd banged in a vehicle, but why not? My eyes scanned for the first hidden drive to pull off in.
“You slowed down all of a sudden. I'll take that as a, 'yes.'”
I knew a place a mile or so closer. There was an old church with most of its parking out of view of the road and any nearby houses. I wasn't driving some cramped coupe this time around, either. If it came down to it, we'd have room for some horizontal acrobatics in the backseat.
Once we were within sight of the place, I had to ask, “Ever had sex in a car?”
“I was a virgin when I met Zack, and I hadn't known him that long before I came here. What do you think?”
Cutting my headlights before I turned in, I gave her the rundown. “There's an art to it, but it's fun as hell.” At least, I hoped I could still bend well enough to make it enjoyable.
“Then let's stop talking about it,” she undid her seat belt as soon as I had the truck in park, “and fog the windows up already.”
I was well past the point of stopping any of them from unzipping my pants and doing their thing, especially when I was in the driver's seat. The teeth of the zipper chilled against my skin as her lips slid down to meet them. My head reared back as I let out that first heavy breath.
Lauren's hand took over for a moment, lubed with plenty of her spit. “If we get caught, I'm telling the cop I'm fifteen.” She was twenty, but she was also capable of doing it, purely for the amusement.
“I thought Elena was the evil one, but she went and distilled every drop of bitch in her to make you.”
“I'm not evil.” Her tongue flicked against my tip, straightening my legs on contact. “But I don't give in and let you take control.”
Even after a week, I still hadn't asserted full dominance over Lauren yet. Honestly, it was fun having a member of the harem who pushed back. One-sided angry sex is great, but when it's a two-way street? Nobody in the rest of the house sleeps until it's over.
My hand planted on the back of her head as I forced her mouth back down. “Less talking, more sucking.”
Lauren responded in the only way she knew how. Her lips sealed around the base as she drew every molecule of air out of her mouth. Like trying to fuck deep space, the vacuum was too much to handle for more than a few seconds.
The roots of her hair strained as I gripped and pulled her up. The sting traveled up and intensified until it was at my tip. It ended with a pop of her lips.
“Jesus Christ!” The irony of appealing to the guy in a church parking lot while getting truck head, from a girl who'd been accused of being a demon, wasn't lost on me at all.
“If you let go of my hair, I can show you what else I can do.”
“Hell no.” I undid my seat belt with my free hand and lifted myself until I had a leg on the console. “You're coming with me.”
She wasn't fighting it, but I knew she'd have a fistful of my hair at some point. “Eager boy.”
I wrapped my arm around her headrest and pulled myself back. Standing in the middle row's floorboard, I forced her back with me. I never let go of her hair until I had her back against the passenger-side door and her ass in the seat.
Technically, we had 'enough' room. Folding in both rows would have been cheat mode, but the hard floor would have made it as comfortable as fucking on the bare floor at home. Not that we hadn't already.
I opened up the console and pulled the camcorder from it's new home. With a single dome light on, it had plenty of light to capture every detail in night mode. A good portion of our viewers loved anything with a ratchet-ass production value.
Adjusting the lens and the exposure, I figured I'd change things up. “You hold it.” Really, handicapping her by occupying a hand was my real goal. “And until I change myself, don't point the lens anywhere near my face.”
“Oh, are you insecure?” As clicked the light above her head, Lauren had it aimed exactly where I told her not to. “Or is it something else?”
“If I change all of a sudden, people will know something's up.” I worked on my belt with one hand and pulled her skirt down with the other. “You already know how this works.”
“Keep telling yourself that.”
“No woman has any business fantasizing over a guy like me, and it'd give your average shclub too much false hope.”
Stripped from the waist down, we both pulled our tops off at the same time. “So, do I start recording?”
The red bandana I kept hanging off the rear view mirror wouldn't hide all of my face, but it'd make the camera work a lot easier. And it'd have to save me hours of editing later. As I tied it around the back of my head, I couldn't help thinking about how seedy it'd make the video. All the better, for some folks. “Go for it.”
A red LED flashed next to the lens. Lauren stared back, knowing it was on me to make the first move.
I wrapped my hands around the small of her waist and pulled her toward the middle of the seats. Her head rested on the far edge, but her feet rested against the driver's-side window. Going in for oral wasn't much of an option.
Parting her legs with my hands, I forced my way through them until I was on top. From the way she had the camera pointed, breasts and a hint of cunt would make for an amazing view. I lifted her ass enough to give one hell of a scenery boost.
I rose back up to my knees and gripped hard on her ass. With my head brushing against the ceiling, we had just enough space to make this work.
“It's almost as tight as me back here.” She knew what to say. Even more, she knew what to do.
Her cunt took it all in as Lauren shot her hips toward me. The walls ground against my shaft as she pressed her feet against the window for leverage. Why couldn't the girls from my younger days have figured out that trick?
The rhythmic flow of her hips and the tension in her thighs as they gripped my sides did more than her pussy ever could. Even from the bottom, Lauren was in total control. But when it came to letting any of them ride, she even gave Elena heavy competition.
I've gotta film those two scissoring sometime. I knew it had probably happened already, but I hadn't checked the memory card in Elena's room for several days. Lauren had taken the order to 'treat her like a princess' literally.
“You can't make me do all the work.” Lauren looked toward the front seats and closed her eyes. “Come on, fuck the hell out of me.”
As her hips crushed against mine, I shot myself forward. Timing it right, a pull back had my cock ripping through her cunt like a piston in a dragster. Syncing up like veteran dancers, we had the pattern down from the start.
“That's it, harder!”
My hands wrapped around the ridges of her hip bones, forcing her to amplify the movements and giving me more grip. The smacking of our bodies filled the interior.
The tip of a fingernail brushed against my dick. Shit, already?
But this wasn't the awkward fumbling of some inexperienced teenagers. We were charging for one goal, and as mind-blowing car sex should be, we weren't bothering with polite formalities. Intense, fast, and breathless at the end. That's how you do the backseat tango right and proper.
“God I'm gonna come!” Lauren's thighs tensed, drawing her entire body toward me. She had it locked in, my cock striking deep as she abused her clit.
As her walls locked around me, I knew the row of seats wasn't getting out of this dry. The entire mound of her cunt twitched as she stopped rubbing.
I took over, drawing that last bit of intensity out of her as she came. Just like our first time, she wasn't getting off that easily.
“Fuck!”
I snatched the camcorder from her hand and pushed it close to where our bodies locked together. Through the viewfinder, muscles twitched and contracted between her thighs and hips. Even her clit came to life, throbbing and swelling like it was breathing.
As she came down, Lauren's ass finally hit the seats again. Her breasts surged up and then settled as she caught her breath. Humid as it already was in there, she had to feel like she was drowning.
Letting her recover, I crawled halfway into the front row and sat the camcorder on the dashboard. One position that always works in the backseat is reverse cowgirl, assuming you've got a partner who knows how to use her body. And in the confines of the truck, it was the only chance of a full view for the camera.
Pulling her legs up, I sat square in the middle of the seats and let them drape over my lap. She breathed like she'd only ran a half-mile instead of a full marathon now.
The first beads of condensation ran down the windows as I made sure nobody was around. With the coast clear, I pulled Lauren up by her wrists. She put her breasts in my face, burying me in pillows of heat and heartbeat.
Before I could turn her around, Lauren had me back inside her. As good as it felt, I wasn't correcting her. I knew I wasn't too far from the finish line when she popped herself forward.
Her arms fell over my shoulders and her fingers squelched against the back of the seat. The start of that side-to-side movement rocked me like a boat on rough seas.
“Is it that good?”
I couldn't dream of speaking. All I could do was put my hands around her waist, encouraging her to keep it up. If I ever needed a companion for some late-night driving, Lauren had first dibs from that moment forward.
She pulled the bandana down until it was around my neck. Her lips pressed against mine as she took the slow, steady route. Another round of front-to-back action started as her tongue danced in my mouth. It had me cocked and loaded before I knew what was going on.
Back in high school or college, I'd have given in and went with it. But now, sex wasn't just about how damn great it felt. We had to show the world what they were missing out on.
I backed my head into the seat until she broke her face away from mine. “Turn around.”
“If I finish when you do, we're doing this again as soon as we get home.”
Considering the house was no more than fifteen minutes away, I knew she was chasing something longer. I whispered back, “Give me an hour or so to recharge. You trying to kill me?” I hadn't even came the first time that night, and she was already planning to get in my pants again.
“I'll get you all to myself how often?”
Since we had five of us living there, a one-on-one romp was a rarity. Someone was always willing to barge in and join the fun. To make up for missing out on so much during her work days, Gina usually had all four of us 'helping her relax' after she got home.
A quick bounce of her pussy against my lap forced me to answer. “Fine, but give the damn camera what it wants.”
“And no filming when we get back. It'll be just between us.”
I already had enough of a backlog waiting at home to keep me busy with edits for a couple of months. “You'd better put out the fuck of my life.”
Lauren answered with another quick makeout session. Like I said, she wasn't quite tamed. With the libido of a teenage boy who eats Viagra like a fat kid on a pack of Skittles, it took all a man had to keep up with Lauren when she got you alone for a while.
She broke away and stood up in the floorboard as much as she could while I pulled the mask back up. As she turned around, I couldn't help making my ears ring with a hard smack against her ass with both hands. It brought her down, dangerously close to shoving me right back into her.
I felt her slide against the topside of my dick. Her fingers glided along the bottom, pressing the whole thing against her body. She wanted it back deep in herself, but Lauren was a natural in front of a camera.
She bent forward, her hands on the rear of the console. With an expert swish of her hips, the head parted her walls, stopping just inside the entrance. A quick, confident drop had us back in business.
Hair flew back as she ran a hand back on her head. I knew she was staring at the lens, making the kind of face that'd make any man squeezing one out before his wife got home finish with time to spare.
Lauren started panting, and then moaning. She stopped long enough to gasp out, “I think he's close. You want me to make him come inside me?”
I knew what it meant.
Proving me right, Lauren righted herself and then leaned her back against me. Her feet came up on the seats, planting in the upholstery on both sides. Spread wide and on full display, she picked up the intensity, grinding as hard as she had when her tits were pressed against me.
One hand cradled the side of my head as the other slithered down. “Come on, you know you're about to.” The rub of her fingers stretched her lips around my base.
I didn't mind losing this challenge. My hands ran up to her breasts, cheering her on with a hard squeeze for each one. Whatever she had in mind for later, I damn well wanted to find out.
“That's it. If I can't win, I can at least be your favorite!”
That was some fierce competition Lauren signed herself up for. They all had their strengths. But she was making a fan-fucking-tastic argument for her case.
“Yeah, I want all of it!” Her hips almost ground my cock into dust. “Come inside me!”
Another twitch of her body squeezed against my trigger. The second jolt pulled it hard enough to fire everything off.
“Fuck, yes!” Her feet planted against the tops of my thighs as Lauren shouted at the top of her lungs.
Even if I wanted to, there was no stopping it. That first rush in my loins stole my breath. Right as her climax hit full-swing, my first shot felt like it was draining the very life out of me.
Certainly a demon, at least in the backseat, Lauren's entire body shivered like it was begging for every heartbeat I had left to put into it. Even her hair in my face felt like it was shaking.
My hands slid down to her sides, holding her down so I could force it deep. The slick, warm thickness drifted down until I knew she was full.
The aftershocks of her climax goaded a few more bursts. A warm line slid down my sack and pooled in the seat beneath us.
Lauren collapsed against me for a few seconds. Still jittery, she gave me a peck through the bandana before she whispered, “I'm gonna fuck your world up when we get home.”
I flicked one finger against her clit. The shock forced her upright and back into reality.
With her feet on the floorboard, Lauren eased herself off my cock. Even from my vantage point, a column of cum stretched from her pussy, all the way to the carpet for all of a second. Now that's a fucking money shot.
Lauren looked back at me like she expected to see me drained of all life. “It's like you hadn't come in weeks.”
It'd been eight hours or so, but zinc supplements and copious amounts of banana in my diet kept me in steady supply when duty called. Hey, when you have to look that stuff up for work, you know you're living the dream.



We'd gotten back home just after eleven, and a blue glow was just starting to come through the windows when I collapsed on top of Lauren for the last time that night. True to my word, I didn't catch any of it on camera.
I pulled out of her and rolled onto my back. The thin sheet over top of us was drenched, but it kept us cooled down enough to survive. I knew we'd have to change the bed before everyone else got back home, but we had until at least noon.
My dick couldn't handle another go. Six orgasms in twenty-four hours matched my previous best, and it called for two whole days off the last time. I started thinking I'd need a week.
Lauren's arm draped over my chest as she nestled her face in my neck. “We're too good at this together.”
Something about our bodies kept us on the same wavelength all night, that's for sure. No pauses while one of us tried to figure out what the other wanted, and we didn't have a single miscalculated movement between us. I knew who I'd rather sneak off alone with.
The weight of her breath dropped until I knew she was drifting to sleep. The drag of not getting a wink in myself pulled me down with her.
As my mind wandered like it always does right before passing out, how we'd get a bed for everyone during the festival called for my attention. Cots wouldn't work, because there's no way they'd survive this bunch. Even heavy-duty air mattresses would go flat in no time.
It's gotta be big and comfy. The idea of cramming us all into one pile felt like the only solution. That's fucking it!
I almost shot out of bed to set up the tent and measure the bigger room in the back. I had to wait until I had a few hours of sleep to find out how big of an inflatable pool we could jam in that thing. A mass of blankets and pillows tossed in the middle was all we needed.



LIKE THIS SERIES? BE SURE TO CHECK OUT:
BIMBO COUNTRY: KNOCKING UP NASHVILLE
Hitman? Babysitter? Bull for a cuck session? I didn't know what the hell these people wanted. “Listen, I follow the money.” I stopped and tried to figure out what it was before I risked sounding like a stooge. “But unless I know what the job is, I can't do it.”
Our waitress came by, asking for our drinks. I asked for water, thinking that cheaping out on a free dinner would put me in their good graces. As soon as she left, I asked, “Seriously, what is this job?”
Grant watched the waitress leave. “On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate her?”
He was getting on my last nerve, fast. “A seven, I guess.”
“Now find a ten and point her out to me.”
Is this guy for real? I wasn't dumb enough to point at his wife, so I turned around in my chair and scanned the balcony. At best, an eight was seated a couple of tables away. “I don't see one.”
He pointed his finger behind me and up a bit. “The TV.”
I turned back around. Like almost every other Nashville restaurant with one, it was tuned to the country music channel. And sure enough, a girl I'd imagined myself doing unspeakable things to was getting interviewed. With her goodie-two-shoes, judgmentally religious public image, I always knew it was just a fantasy.
“And I'll bet she lives here.” Grant took his daughter from her mother. “Elena, he'll probably take it better if it comes from you.”
She was about to speak, but then she looked up at the television. “Grant, I know her.”
We said her name almost at the same time. “Emmy Lynn Stetson.”
Grant shook his head at his wife. “No way that's her real name. Too on the nose for a country singer.”
“She's gone by it since I've known her, and that was a few years ago.”
“How?”
“She sang for the church several times,” Elena smiled at me before she added, “and I think I can help him pull it off.”
I still had no clue. “Pull what off, exactly?”
He ignored me. “Fine, I'm sure I can kill a week with Ava around here. It'll give me an excuse not to work.” He dug in his pocket with one hand, holding the infant with the other.
When I noticed him handing me a credit card, I nearly fell out of my seat. “Wait, what?”
Grant finally turned back to me. “Elena's staying with you for the week. This is my way of showing you don't have anything at risk here.” He held his daughter above his head and leaned back. “But if you touch her, you die.”
* * *
Something gnawed at the back of my mind. “So, how did you two get into whatever this is?”
I saw her smile as we passed under a streetlight. “Grant seduced me for work, or at least, that's what he planned at first.” She ran a hand through her hair and added, “But then he decided I was worth more than just a quick lay and a paycheck. I've been with him ever since.”
“He said GeneFactor is in the business of producing babies. Why did you make me wear a condom with her?”
Elena laughed and slapped a hand against my Subaru's door. “You don't get paid for making a baby with a seven, and you won't get any support from our board to help take care of the child. Only tens count.”
This is batshit. “So why me, and why here? Wouldn't it be so much easier to find someone in L.A. or something?”
“Grant's already helped set up the field office there. And do you really have to ask why we're branching to Nashville?”
I don't know if you've spent time here or not, but Nashville pussy is copious and downright legendary. Every small-town hottie who dreams of singing ends up here at some point. “Fair point, but I'm not that special. Hell, I was homeless five years ago.”
We pulled onto my street. “Perfect genes are all we require, and you seem to be doing well enough for yourself. Care to tell me how you worked your way up?”
I slowed down to park on the street in front of my house. “I guess you could say I'm a professional hustler. I've done a bit of everything for the right money, legal or not.”
“Then you've got stories to tell, I'm sure.”
* * *
As her legs slowly parted, I thought the 'Hallelujah Chorus' from Handel's Messiah would start playing. I tried keeping my mind on track. “Yeah, guess so.”
“Listen,” Elena eased her legs the rest of the way open, “do you think you'll keep yourself under control?”
I wondered if she'd ever heard of panties. “Sure.” I couldn't help staring, like any straight guy would if the hottest girl they'd ever seen was spread eagle just feet in front of him.
“If she's still like she was,” Elena punched the number onto her screen, “she'll be a mega-bitch if she doesn't think you're acting decent.”
“That's nice.” I started crawling forward, my dick so erect it threatened to bust my zipper.
“Hey, Emmy!” She motioned for me to come even closer with one finger. “I know we haven't talked in a long time, but it's Elena Roberts.”
The other voice sounded excited as hell to hear from her. Meanwhile, I could have sworn I heard her voice in my head. I know you want it.
“I'm good, and it's actually Elena Jensen now.”
I got my hands just past her feet when she hiked one leg back, and then planted the tip of her shoe onto my forehead. Once she put it down and closed her legs, she shook her head and wagged a finger at me.
“Yeah, I'm actually in Nashville on some business for a week, and I'm free my last day here.”
I overheard something about a Christmas album, but the way Elena shut me down like that was like a kid hearing Christmas is canceled forever, because someone had killed Santa.
* * *
“Jason, it's not like GeneFactor doesn't make sure the women and children are taken care of. Human reproduction isn't really a choice, anyway.” She turned the TV off and placed the remote on the coffee table. “Understand?”
“Not at all.” I stood up, ready to give up for the night and turn in. “I know it's weird coming from someone like me, but something about it just seems wrong.”
“I would have been married to a scam artist preacher already, but now I couldn't be happier. So tell me, how did Grant do anything to wrong me?”
From everything she'd told me, Reverend Boyce was actually worse than her husband, on many fronts. Even a guy like me thought he belonged in jail. “But what about the other women? Don't you think about what they want?”
Elena got up, and then pulled me by both hands into the kitchen. She walked backwards until her bare ass was against the counter. “They do want it, though.”
“Really? It sounds like they get told what's going to happen.”
She hopped herself up on the formica, the only light in the room coming through the window off the street. “The Patrem Epsilon should have started working by now. You could fuck me.”
I knew I had to focus my mind on controlling her will, but nobody had gone over the specifics with me. “I could, but would you want it?” Her husband be damned. There's no way I'd turn it down.
Elena had her arms up on my shoulders. “If you did, wouldn't it be my fault? I'm the one begging you to come inside me right now.”
My arms wrapped around her waist. Every part of me wanted to drop my jeans and start fucking her senseless. “But it's the pills I'm taking, not you doing the talking.”
Her voice was in my head again. You really think so?
“What the fuck was that?”
“What's the matter, Jason? Can't pull it off?”
I reached down and opened my zipper. “Do you do this kind of shit to him, too?”
She grinned and scooted her entire body closer. Even in the blue glow of the streetlight, you couldn't tell that her flawless body had ever had a baby inside it. “It's simple. You want your dick in me. Am I stopping you?”
I pulled my cock out and then scooted her to the edge of the counter. “God damn.” With just inches between her cunt and myself, we both had to feel each others body heat.
* * *
She can't be older than twenty. I couldn't help standing up for a better look. Even ace strippers couldn't turn a man on this fast, and this was just her first time trying.
“See?” Elena gave her a light slap on the cheek. “He's losing it. Keep going.”
Emmy's shoulders went back as she moaned, hard. Damn, that innocent look works when they're not acting that way anymore. I almost had a stroke when Elena scooted over and reached out for me.
“If she makes herself come, do you promise you'll reward her? She's learned so much already.” She hooked a finger around a belt loop and pulled me between Emmy's legs.
“Yeah, she'll get whatever she wants.”
“Did you hear that? Anything you want.”
Emmy smiled for a few seconds, then cracked as she started working herself with both hands again. “Oh my gosh!”
Elena snapped an open hand against her cheek. “Say it like you mean it, not this kiddie shit.”
“Fuck!”
“That's better.”
Emmy's voice cracked as her eyes drifted back. Her back arched and her feet tightened up against the floor. That ass wasn't even on the couch anymore.
“That's right, come like you mean it.” Elena looked at me one more time. “You'll have to take care of him, because I won't sleep around on my husband.”
The pure drive of an Olympian came out of her. Fingers shot from side to side and in and out as her hips writhed in mid-air. Somehow, the bitchy church-mouse had turned into a screaming slut, with only a little guidance.
Elena grabbed both of Emmy's hands, forcing her to stop. The convulsing orgasm tore through her entire body, possibly for the first time in her life. The look of pleased confusion, indescribable and hotter than summer blacktop, sent me over the edge.
“She's so wet, you won't even need lube.” Elena waited until Emmy was semi-coherent again. “Now lie down for him.”
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