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This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.
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Author's Note: Well everyone, it's time for that series in my writing career. I've gone full meta this time around, and I've wanted to for a while. It was time to make myself the main character, as I am in my daily life. Yes, this is an erotica series about an erotica author who finds himself in one of his own stories.
Has it been strange to write so far? Oh yeah. Realizing that I'm writing about myself writing in the same chair I'm sitting in is one of the oddest feelings I've ever had. In a few cases, I honestly had to question my sanity.
Of course, names, locations, and loads of other details have been changed for the sake of my privacy. Still, it's enough like my real life that I'd have a hard time noticing the difference, until a bimbo walked in the room. Sadly for me, this isn't autobiographical. It's just a 'what if' scenario that I placed myself in, instead of another character. I even forced myself to do the digital painting involved in the story, and use it as the cover art, as I will for the upcoming sequels. This entire project was a challenge in terms of shooting way past my previous highest wordcount, sharing what I feel like is myself instead of just a pen name, and pushing my questionable art skills. But I had a blast making it all happen.
I hope you have as much fun reading this as I have writing it. Heck, I even learned a few things about myself in the process that I didn't see coming. And I won't spoil anything, but I'll never walk through the lighting aisle of the local home improvement store without cracking a wicked grin, ever again.



ALPHA'S CREATION:
BLANK CANVAS BIMBO
I jumped back as the heat got too intense. My right hand shielded my face out of instinct. Sometimes, you just make a bonfire that's too damn hot for your own good. If only I knew that rule applied to people as well.
Druce had already moved his camp chair back and was settled in. He always foresaw trouble before it got to him, somehow. “You good?”
“Yeah. I knew better than to put so many Bradford pear cuttings in at once.” The dried leaves burn like little gas cans, and I'd just chucked branches with thousands of them in there. Now if I could just convince my wife to let me cut the whole tree down. They're nothing but giant weeds, if you ask me.
Before I even sat down, Druce picked the conversation back up with his deep, hoarse voice that demanded your attention. “That thing you were talking about before. I didn't catch the last part.” He had both hands in front of him, pinning the walking stick he always carried to the ground.
“I write glorified porn.” And I had been for about five years at that point. At two different times, including then, for a living.
“Ah. Erotica.” The constant glow of such a hot fire brought his features into a different light. I still couldn't tell what this guy's heritage was. Druce looked like you'd taken a representative average for every race on the planet, and then precisely averaged them together.
I took a sip out of the half a beer I had left. “Yeah, it pays what I need, and it's a damn sight better than taking another office or factory job.”
“I hear you.” He sat there with his usual seconds of consideration stilling his face. Every time I'd talked to the guy, I couldn't help wondering what was ticking in that head of his. “So, is it just porn, or do you put the characters first?”
Sex, or something like it, is a given in erotica. “Characters, definitely. The sexual situation in the kink I write is always in the same general area, but it's the people in the story that make every take on it different.”
Druce thought for another few seconds. “BDSM, cuckoldry, first time gay...”
“Bimbo transformation and alpha males, actually.” Even if I'd only known the guy three years and had spoken with him the same number of times, we'd had several hours of conversation between us. We'd gotten deep enough every time that I felt like I knew Druce well enough to share what I did for a living, even if my neighbors had no clue about it.
“Huh.” He stared into the fire for a moment. “Most people would think all bimbos are the same. But you took it in the opposite direction.”
“Why wouldn't I? Writing the same characters over and over, even in different situations, would wear you out faster than throwing different people in the same conundrum.” Hell, just their nature changed things starting from the opening scene.
Sounding like he smoked two packs a day, because he did, Druce responded, “I can see that.”
“It's always a guy getting women he could never even talk to because of some new ability, and figuring out what to do with that power.” We both pulled cigarettes out of our pockets at the same time. I had 'quit,' but vaping only gets you so far when you've smoked for more than half your life. “It's how different people would handle similar circumstances that gets me going.”
Druce and I both lit our cancer sticks. He didn't take his usual amount of time before asking, “So what about the women?”
“They're as diverse as men, and just being hot and horny as hell doesn't erase the rest of their personality. Unless that's part of the story, of course.” It's the one hard rule I had when conjuring up a female character. “Some have a heart of gold, and others are still trying to fuck over everyone else in the end.”
“Give me a few examples.”
I didn't have to think about it. “The last series I wrote had four chicks in the cast of main characters. Every single one of them wanted something different.”
“Such as?”
“Emmy, the main girl who married the protagonist, was a manipulative holy-roller who just wanted everyone to think like she did. After getting turned into a bimbo, she hatched a plan to convert about a thousand people into sex-crazed lunatics. The number would have been higher, if the male character had let her have her way all the time.”
Druce took a long drag and held it in for a while. Smoke wafted from his mouth with every syllable. “And out of those four women, who was most different from her?”
One half of the couple that justified even doing the series, if only to write more about them, came to mind. “That's Elena. Loyal to a fault, but incredibly manipulative in her own way. The difference is, she's not a shitty person.”
What he asked next was at a level I hadn't thought of either character yet. “So who would you rather see more of in the world? Emmy or Elena?”
I didn't even have to debate myself over it. “We've already got more than enough people like Emmy. She'd be fun as hell, until she dropped the act.”
“But you said her husband kept her in line. Why?”
I wasn't used to Druce dropping questions right after I'd answered the last. He was digging for something. “That's just who her husband was, alpha male or not. I thought it'd be fun as hell to pair a streetwise hoodrat with a goodie-goodie country star.”
I knew Druce was smiling, because Nashville is within commuting distance from where we were. In fact, he was leaving the next morning to crash with some mutual friends there. “Write what you know, I guess.”
“Pretty much.”
I was about to ask Druce if he needed another beer before he cut me off. “So this Elena character... Was the guy in her storyline you, or someone else?”
“All the males have something in common with me, but it's usually just a personality quirk or two. I mean, I'm no damn alpha, and I've never really felt the need to be one.”
He looked me over, thoroughly, for the first time ever. “They all let the girls be themselves, right?”
I hadn't thought about it, but that was the one common thread every male character I'd written into a bimbo harem series had: Five copies of the same girl in a different body would have been as boring as switching between flavors of oatmeal every morning. Someone's gotta be the giant helping of bacon in the next breakfast. Druce caught the reaction before I could say a word.
“How real are these people to you, in your head?”
It threw me for another loop. “How so?”
“Are they just canned characters, or do they have personalities you could have a conversation with as you're falling asleep?”
I thought of how a few characters would respond, if asked, 'What defined your childhood?' “I hadn't focused on most of them long enough, but the important ones are basically real people to me. I think I know some of them better than I know folks I talk to all the time.”
“So you create people.” The rapid response was way out of character for him.
“Imaginary people, yeah. It's not like any of them will walk into my life, ever.”
Finally, Druce put his hands together on the walking stick and brought them up to his chin. “You care if I have another beer or two?”
He had been a guest at my house for almost a week, and I approved his request to stay with us. Plus, I'd already stocked up in anticipation. “I don't see why not.” It wasn't like I had to be anywhere by any certain time the next day.
“Thanks man.”
As I walked back to the house, I didn't pay much mind to the conversation we'd just had. In all honesty, I wish I had. But you're not that far along yet. I'll save it for later.
From the look of the house, Gina had already turned in. She had to be at work in less than nine hours, so we didn't take it as a snub. Three consecutive days ahead of twelve hour nursing shifts was no joke.
Walking through the backdoor to the laundry room, I set the door sensor to chirping a couple of times. I hated that damn security system. With the critters crated away or otherwise snoozing, I didn't have to wade through the usual stampede, at least.
I got into the kitchen and opened the fridge. Our bottom drawer was actually running low for once. You know I like a person when I split the last of my beer with him.
Looking out through the kitchen window overlooking our back field, the fire had calmed back down. Druce was doing something with his hands, but I couldn't make it out from that distance. Either way, our beer was warming up with every second I fucked around.
Around the back of the house and across the bridge over the creek cutting our acre in half, the night actually felt pretty comfortable for April. Tennessee springs are fickle bastards. But it wasn't just the warmth. As I got closer, the air got heavy again, like it had been at random in the past several days.
It felt like the past week had happened, but I didn't remember much, if any of it clearly. Hints that my life wasn't exactly as it really is, but similar enough to shut the thoughts up. I was still me, in either case.
I handed Druce his two cans of Keystone and opened one of mine. “After these, we'll have killed that whole thirty-case.” We were never actually drunk, but a constant low buzz had been in effect since the previous night.
“We're free men. We can do as we like.” Druce cracked one of his open and then took the conversation around a hairpin curve. “You know the kind of stuff I'm into, right?”
I wasn't quite sure, but the guy was the mystic drifter type. It wasn't my thing, but he'd never evangelized it at me, so I never gave him trouble over it. “Sorta.”
“What you do is like the work of some deity, creating living people out of nothing. As a shaman, I respect that.”
Like, a native American shaman? “I wondered what you considered yourself.” He'd explained the spiritual and metaphysical beliefs he had with me before. Initially, I chalked it up to way too much weed in his system. But no, he seriously believed it.
“When you write, you're working in what we call the spirit world. Those characters you create are real, somewhere that isn't here.” He stared into the fire for a few seconds before digging into the canvas bag he carried everywhere. “I want you to have these, one for every day of my visit.” He dug out a blue, velvet satchel and stood up.
I never expected anything in return from him.“Really, it's not a problem. I like the company.”
“You can bring a character to life with these.” Druce placed the bag in my hand with reverence. “Draw the person in mind, and they'll join us in our world.”
Alright man, if you've had a stash of shrooms this whole time and didn't share, I'm gonna be pissed. It sounded like pure hocus-pocus hogwash. “I appreciate it.”
“It's alright if you don't believe me, but consider the person you're making when you do this. You can't send them back.”
I figured I'd humor him a bit. “Think of them as they are now in whatever story, or can I choose the point in the story to pull them out of?”
“Time is a thread that we can pull and tie off at any point in its length.” It was Druce's way of obscuring his obvious answer.
“Gotcha.” I got what he meant, at least. “Does it have to be a physical drawing? Because I'm awful on paper.” Digital painting is a hobby I've had off and on for several years, and I'd started getting results I was happy with.
“Sculpt it, draw it, piss their outline in the snow if you like. A digital representation is still a representation.” He paused for a quick swig of beer. “The important thing is knowing that person's soul, and you should, since you created it.”
Maybe he's just insane. “You can probably guess where I stand on all this, but out of respect for you, I'll give it a try tomorrow.” 
“I knew you'd react like that. But part of you knows something about what the eyes don't normally see.”
I got what he was referencing. I'd told him about the 'thing' I'd encountered while backpacking. It was another old hobby of mine, but I hadn't gone on a trip since I'd encountered whatever it was four years ago. He was exactly the seventh person I'd recounted the story to.
“There's a reason I don't tell everyone about it. That thing shouldn't exist.” Even now, I question my sanity because of it.
“The unseen allow you to see them. You made it out alive, so consider it a gift from that being.” Druce stopped to kill the last of his beer and then open the next. “What do you think it was?”
I remembered the damn thing like it was still in front of me and shuddered. “A fucking werewolf.” Or as the internet calls them now, a dogman.
Druce took a second cigarette out and lit it with his first. “Maybe if you see what my gift can do, it'll put what you saw into perspective.”
Between werewolves and magic figures turning into people, I starting thinking both of us need to take a break at the funny farm for a while. The glowing amber of that thing's eyes came back to me. “Can we talk about anything else?”
He took it like it was nothing. “Sure. How about what else you can do with those figures?”
Fucking finally. “I guess.”
“You can change living people as well. Just be careful, because they'll be your ideal version of themselves. That may not be their best self.”
“Any other fine print I need to know?” I cracked open my last beer and flicked my cigarette butt into the fire. “If these work like you say, I could get myself into trouble.”
“I believe in you. Just remember to know the person like you know yourself, and make sure the figure's within ten feet of the artwork when you finish it.”
Insane. I guzzled half my beer at once and sat it down. Thankfully, the fire was starting to die down again. Out in the middle of this field, the rain from earlier that day made me feel safe in letting it smolder itself out overnight.
“And another thing,” Druce took his time getting to his feet, holding onto the staff like his legs would fail him, “those new people will be yours to take care of. They won't know anything about this world.”
“You turning in?”
“Yeah, I'll be gone before you wake up, probably.” He bent down to hug, the usual greeting and good-bye of our extended group of friends. More about them later.
“Well shit, take care of yourself brother.” After all he'd just dumped on me, 'come back anytime' was off the table.
“You too, and hug Gina for me. I'll be gone before she gets up, too.”
Normally, I'd still be awake when she left for work, but Mom had called, needing me to fill in for someone skipping out that day. It was pocket money to hold me over between monthly royalty payments from Riozon, and I'd hardly ever leave the house if it weren't for that damn tuxedo rental place that'd been in the family for thirty years.
We walked back into the house. Druce veered off through the kitchen toward the living room. I went straight back to my office. Even if I'd taken the past few days off from writing, I still had to check my sales before turning in.



Sure enough, Druce had been long-gone by the time I had woken up. I felt like I'd just pressed every pair of tuxedo pants for Nelson County's upcoming prom before I finally got away from that place. I returned home just after noon.
Going around back as I always did, Meat Head, my oaf of an Australian Heeler-Shepherd mix jumped like he hadn't seen a person in weeks. And I'd only been gone four hours.
“Get your big ass down! Calm your tits!” It's not that he was a bad dog or an idiot. He's just had a talent for fucking up. “Alright, hell.” I rubbed the top of his head and moved behind an ear. Man, did he love that shit.
I left him to whatever the hell he did outside and went in the backdoor as always. I put a couple of frozen burritos in the microwave and walked back to my office. That was my usual routine after getting out of there. A few minutes of relaxing and checking the news usually had me ready to start writing.
As I walked around the massive desk I'd built and finished by hand, ultimately looking more like a deck than a desk, I noticed the blue satchel Druce had given me was sitting where I'd left it the night before.
Maybe he just left me a little of whatever the fuck he was on last night. When I picked it up, it felt way to heavy to be anything like that. Whatever was inside clacked together like marbles.
I sat in my noisy swivel chair and pulled the drawstring loose. Reaching in, I grabbed what felt like a rough human figure and pulled it out. The slick, white sheen told me it was soapstone, and it looked like it had been bought for a couple of dollars at some tourist trap.
Turning it around in my hand and holding it up to my desk lamp, it had no facial features. Just arms legs, a torso, and a head. Hell, it looked even rougher than the carved animals you usually saw.
Fuck it, I guess I won't be Jen Eastwood any today. The name isn't exactly my real one, which is Keith Ross. It's just the pen name that took off for me three years and dozens of erotica shorts ago. Unless I got something else written and published soon, I'd be eating pretty slim in July. My royalties for any given month are held back for sixty days, you see.
I had finished my last series, Bimbo Country a weeks prior, and killing another series that bombed out of the gate had left my plate clean. Getting back into harem territory is where I was leaning, because I hadn't written one of those in a while. Bimbos are great fun by themselves, but several of them under some guy's roof are a blast to write.
But dusting off the outline I had for my next harem series and actually writing the damn thing would have to wait. I owed Druce a shot at what he claimed. Really, I just wanted to be able to tell him, 'Nothing happened.' I'm kind of an asshole when I'm proven right.
I knew exactly which character I wanted to try it on. Anya from Bimbo Academy was fun as hell to write, but a trainwreck of a human being deep inside. It'd just be mean to make her happen, assuming it was possible. Kelsey from Harem Ring just did things to my brain as I wrote her, but extreme sensitivity in her cunt presented problems in her daily life.
But by far, the female character I'd gotten the most development on was Elena from Bimbo Code. When I started that series, I didn't even plan her as a character. All I knew was, it was gonna be far longer than my usual reach for five installments. It made it to twelve before I decided the story had been told enough that it needed to end. And I'd just wrapped up a damn five-part spin-off she appeared in.
She and her husband had been the subject of more than 100,000 words flowing from these fingers. They might as well be real people in my head, because I can tell you exactly how they'd answer just about any question. And if she were real, I'd basically worship that woman.
Of the sixty-four female main characters I've written, she stands out by far in terms of depth and what I'd want in a person. Penny Mason comes in at a distant second, but that was the first erotica I'd ever written, and she was miserable from the first scene in book one. Definitely not the kind of person Druce would want me supposedly making real.
I took the other four figures out of the bag. You could tell they'd been carved by someone who wasn't exactly great at it, but they all still looked like people. I shook the bag again, just for shits and giggles.
A piece of paper about the size of a fortune cookie strip fell out. Probably just the damn inspector's tag for the sack. I brushed it aside and took the remaining four figures in my hand. “'Make sure the figure is within ten feet of the canvas,' he said.” I put them in the laundry room on top of the washing machine, a good twenty feet away from my graphics tablet, just in case.
Stress from even being around my mother for four hours finally set off that weird feeling in my lungs. “To hell with it.” I pulled the cigarettes out of my pocket and slipped one in my mouth. Some things pack enough residual stress, that you can't just vape it away. I never quit smoking completely until I stopped helping out there.
But if it weren't for Mom, we wouldn't have got the place we were in. Her loaning the money from selling Dad's houseboat to put a cash offer on this house to beat the other bidders, is held over my head all the damn time. I stepped out the back door and knocked a few hours off of my lifespan.
My mind forced itself to move on to more pleasant thoughts. So it's gotta be Elena from a moment in time where she wouldn't hate leaving her world. As she stood in the latest story, being ripped away from a loving husband and two kids would be fucking nightmarish.
I remembered the crisis point in Bimbo Code for her. After witnessing what I'd call extreme roleplay with a girl she'd 'convinced' to use Grant's services, she just took the fuck off. If I'd written that Grant didn't go frantically searching for her, I really don't think she'd have come crawling back to him, and Los Angeles would have eaten her alive.
But she did have the power to control people, even if she didn't know the full extent of it yet.
If Druce's load of woo-woo is actually true, I'd be insane to even think of making her real. But there's no way it could have been possible, in this world of physics and all its rules that I barely understood.
I smoked that cigarette like I was in a hurry, even if I had nothing to do until Gina called to let me know she'd left work. That generally signals that I needed to get my happy ass in the kitchen to fix supper. The odor of it wouldn't be on my clothes by the time she got home about eight hours later, but I hated the taste of the damn things unless I was drinking.
I flicked the cherry and what was left of the shredded tobacco, and then tossed the butt into the metal bucket I used as a giant ashtray. Pin Head, the kitten we adopted at the same time as Meat Head, tried sneaking out again. “Get your fuzzy ass back!” Yes, we have a theme when it comes to naming our pets in this house. It's gotta be an insult that ends in 'Head.'
Alright, lets prove a burnout wrong. I got back to my office chair and pulled the graphics tablet closer to me, letting it sit a few inches over my lap on the gas-piston arm. I made sure the figure sat on the right side of my dimensional lumber cubicle.
When you got right down to it, Elena's purpose in life is to be a bimbo, so it kinda told me the pose I'd be drawing her in. I plucked one of the styluses from the charger and started roughing out the shapes of her body. Within five minutes, I had the sketch ready to start filling in with details.
Bra, panties, heels, and a choker that could actually choke her. That was the exact shit Elena would trot around in, for Grant anyway. I didn't even need to pull up the stock photos I'd used for her covers, because she was defined that thoroughly in my head. The heels were kind of a tacky touch, but I hate drawing feet.
Another ten minutes had her wardrobe, hair, and facial expression scrawled onto the ImageShop file. I pulled up my usual pallet of Caucasian skin tones and started roughing her body in. After that, I spent another thirty sketching in her hair.
I kinda admire how devoted she is to Grant. She's almost militant about it. Some of that came from the failings of my own parents, which also meant I wouldn't dream of cheating on my wife. Given the festivals we go to, sometimes it hurts to turn a girl down, but your parents' fuck-ups have a tendency of being things you actively resist later in life. I was proud to say, Gina was the only girl I'd dicked since we met.
Time felt like an abstract concept as I kept fleshing out the details. What I considered the perfect body, lust in the way she carried herself, and those blowjob lips took longer than I figured to nail down. Before I pushed the tablet back and decided what else the picture needed, I realized Gina was getting out of work in about an hour.
The eyes were my stumbling block. Something about them looked shallow. It was a common problem in the first drafts of my paintings.
I pulled up that photo I'd used for the cover of a book. As it turned out, I'd redone her eyes in that one and every one after. The cover model was otherwise perfection embodied in a human, aside from this weird look in her eyes.
There. I had both eyes looking human, finally, after killing another hour. That's when my phone buzzed in my pocket. It was Gina, calling to let me know she was headed to her car.
“Hey, any crazies today?” As the husband of an ER nurse, you ask that out of instinct.
“Yeah, security had to haul one out.” Not that she ever explained. Gina followed those patient privacy laws to the letter.
“Pork chops, macaroni, corn, and Hawaiian rolls tonight.”
“Sounds good.”
“Alright, I'll see you when you get here.”
I plugged my phone into the charger on the left side of my desk and checked my sales for the first time in hours. Suddenly, I had this odd feeling that I wasn't alone. A quick glance to the right confirmed it.
The eyes I'd just finished fixing stared back at me, but not from the screen of my tablet. This same person I'd just painted knelt on top of my desk, surrounded by a sparkling haze and looking exactly as I'd depicted her. What the fuck?
“Who are you?” The girl was as confused as I was. She looked down at herself. “Why am I even wearing this right now?”
No way. I knew exactly who she was, but my brain was frying like chicken. The exact person I'd drawn was kneeling on the wing of my desk, complete with that barely perceptible gap between her top front teeth, that for some reason I found totally irresistible. “You're Elena, right?”
She nodded her head.
What fresh shit is this? This is a fucking acid flashback, and I could have goddamned sworn they weren't a real thing. My twenties were very entertaining, even if I don't remember half of that decade of my life, you see.
Elena looked around, realizing she wasn't anywhere she'd recognize. “How did I get here?” She looked down as well. “And when did I change into this getup?”
No fucking way. I gotta sober up before Gina gets here. Fuck!
I waited for Elena to disappear like every other hallucination eventually had, but she didn't. The only thing I knew for sure was, the figure I'd put on my desk was gone.
No. There's just no fucking way. “You're supposed to be in LA, not Tennessee.”
“I am in LA.” She looked around, the wood gray paint over the wood paneling of my office telling her this wasn't the church she'd holed up in. “Or am I?”
“This'll sound crazy, but you are in Tennessee right now.” My mind reeled at the thought that Druce could have been telling the truth. “You shouldn't be real.”
“Well, I feel real enough.” Elena rose up on her knees, feeling herself out. “The last time I checked, I wasn't wearing this, though.”
This is messed up. “You know Grant Jensen, right?”
Her eyebrows dropped. “Yeah, he's a piece of human shit.”
He wasn't, but she didn't know that at the time I'd drawn her from. “Darlin,' we've got a problem here.”
Elena looked back at me and crawled off my desk. I could tell she wasn't sure if she should find something to cover herself with or not. And what a damn shame her finding a blanket or something would have been. “I just want to know how I got here.”
I wanted to shout, 'You're not a supposed to be a real person!' I honestly wondered if the bag Druce gave me had a few blotter tabs I didn't remember putting on my tongue earlier. But that warm, fuzzy feeling I expected was just panic.
“Sweetheart, I don't even know how to explain this.”
Elena looked back at me like I was telling her, 'Up is down and left is right.' Essentially, I was.
“You're a character in a story I wrote, but here you are, in my office.”
She looked around a little more. “This is some kind of prank, right?”
I pulled up the hard drive containing my work files and then opened the folder of covers I'd already published. “This is you, isn't it?”
She stepped around the corner of my desk and leaned over my shoulder. The sight of her breasts inches from my face made it hard to focus on the screen. “Yeah, that's me.”
I backed out a couple of directories and clicked through a few more folders. The raw documents of my titles listed out. I scrolled down to 'Bimbo_Code_04' and opened it. After scrolling down several pages, her eyes were about to rebound off of the monitor.
“That's exactly what happened when I met Grant.”
I didn't know how to break it to her, but I went with what came to mind. “I wrote that almost a year ago. Some good friends invited my wife and I to dinner on our trip back from being the best-man at another friend's wedding. Portside Tavern is a name I made the hell up, based on a real place, and I knew I had to write a scene there.”
Elena bent down, putting her face closer to the screen. “Let me read it.”
I pulled up the page where she first appeared. As I scrolled down, she recognized her own past.
“How do you know how we met?”
I realized I knew more than she could probably process. “Because I fucking wrote it!”
She backed away and slumped down in the corner. “This is insane. I don't believe you.”
“Imagine how I feel.” Was Druce telling the honest truth? This shit made my werewolf story seem sane.
“So I'm just a character in a book?”
If she only knew what kind of book, I feared I'd have to find a way to hide from her. Yeah, she's right in front of me. What the fuck have I done? “Brooke, Lydia, Jada... I know exactly what you two have been up to.”
From the look in her eyes, you could tell she recognized their names. “What about the night before last, in Vegas?”
I recalled the story this version of Elena came from. Oh shit. “I guess you don't know that Paige was just pretending.”
Elena started to say something, but stopped right before the first syllable could come out. Tears welled up in the corners of her eyes instead.
I knew I'd fucked up. “Listen, I realize how batshit all of this sounds, and I know you're even more confused than I am.”
“How does my story end?” She looked down at me, grabbing hold of my mouse and clicking random manuscripts.
It's a fucked up feeling, knowing someone's future, especially when it's because you're the one who determined it. I struggled to come up with the right way to put it. “Are you sure you want to know?”
She'd just clicked on Bimbo_Academy_01.docx. Definitely not one of her stories. “What's wrong with you? Yes!”
“I just finished a series that involves you, pretty heavily. After what you're going through right now, you'd have a pretty happy life.” Knowing that I'd just robbed her of that life felt like a knife in my guts. “I'm sorry.”
“You're sorry?” She looked back at me instead of the screen. “I don't understand how my life could have turned into anything good.”
I had pulled her out of that 'dark night of the soul' period in her life, and even after explaining why she was wrong about the entire situation, I knew a stranger's words wouldn't convince her. “Can we back away for a minute and try to make sense of this whole situation? We're both confused as hell right now.”
Elena nodded back at me. She let go of the mouse and stood up. “So what's your story?”
“I'm a writer talking to one of my characters in the flesh.” Past that, I couldn't make sense of anything. “You wouldn't believe how this happened.”
I already knew what she'd say before she opened her mouth. “Try me.”
I can't believe Druce was actually telling the truth. “A good friend of mine told me I could bring my characters to life with these little statues he gave me. All I had to do was draw that person while one of the figures sat on my desk.” I realized how crazy it sounded. “And then you showed up, right where a figure used to be.”
Elena finally noticed the digital painting of herself on the right-most monitor on my desk. She grasped at her neck, feeling the choker on her throat, exactly as it was in the painting. From the look on her face, I knew she'd realized something important.
“Talk to me. What's going through your head right now?”
“I know this is crazy, but be honest with me.” She looked like she was torn between terror and awe. “Are you God?”
I couldn't help snickering at the idea. “Shit no. I'm going straight to hell, if anything.”
It didn't change the expression in her eyes one bit. “If I'm a character you invented, then you might as well be, from my perspective.”
Now we were getting into territory I was uncomfortable with. Hell, I'd always felt like a prick every time I'd had an employee answering to me at previous jobs. “If I'm God, then I understand why I'm so disappointed in the guy. I wouldn't worship me, that's for damn sure.”
“But you did create a world, and me.” She took a step back like I'd turn her into pillar of salt if she said the wrong thing. “That's kinda what God would do, right?”
“If I knew I had that title, I'd have everyone living in bliss all the time. I'm an author, so the world has to be kinda shitty for any kind of story to happen.” I couldn't help wondering if the world I lived in was as awful as it is, for the exact same reason. “Maybe I'm just a character in someone's book too.” Hold the fuck up!
Elena stared at me as the thought whirled through my head. “You seem like a normal person, but I can't explain how I got here, wherever here is.”
This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.”
Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?”
“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof.
The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the lable, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it.
“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.”
“What kind of book.”
Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.”
“Well that explains what I'm wearing, and what Grant does for a living.” She didn't look as offended as I figured she'd be. “And you seem awfully calm about this.”
I couldn't help staring at her tits and imagining my hands planted on them. “I guess I finally went off the deep end and started writing that meta-series I'd been pondering for a few months.” No wonder everything up until the previous night felt like a dream. That had to be where this book started.
“I...” Elena trailed off, a little more shocked than myself. “I've gotta wonder what kind of person you really are.”
Based on what I had down about the series I'd had been thinking about, I was bound to end up a happy guy. “Shit's gonna get wild. You might as well strap in.” And that seals it, that werewolf was just me fucking with myself.
“Well, your office is a wreck.” She stared at the empty bottles of Diet Mountain Dew around my desk. “You don't hide your faults, I guess.”
“Probably not.” I fart and scratch my ass like any other person, and I'm not naïve enough to believe everyone's house is usually as tidy as they are when they're expecting company. “From what I can tell, the only thing different about this me is that I get to bring my characters to life.”
“You didn't even make yourself hot.”
Well, thanks, you little bitch. “I can appeal to the guy upstairs about my appearance, but knowing me, he's probably laughing his ass off as he types this.” And in the same chair I was sitting in, no less.
“So my creator's a jackass. Now I feel like religion's even more empty.”
“You think you've got problems. Wait until I tell my wife about all of this.” I glanced at the clock on my middle monitor. “She'll be home before too long.”
Elena had her back in the corner of the room, shaking her head as I dialed Gina back. Fuck supper. I had to figure out what the hell I was gonna do.
“Hey.” I had to wonder why I hadn't written myself as a single guy.
“What's wrong?”
I hadn't even thought about food. “A lot's happened just now and I forgot about cooking, so why don't you stop for pizza on the way home?” When I wrote and the story was flowing, a lot of times, I had to remind myself to eat.
“What happened?”
Always nosy. “Well, I'll tell you when you get home. It's a long story.”
I should have known that'd just get her asking more questions. “What'd you do?”
“Oh, it's nothing serious, but we've got a new house-guest.”
“Whatever. I've had a long day. Pepperoni okay with you?”
“Yeah, same as always.”
“Bye.”
I knew she was pissed. Just in case you haven't done it before, never make a nurse fresh off a twelve hour shift handle getting food. They can barely function by the time they get home.
Elena grinned in the same corner. “Somebody is in trouble.”
I knew I had been shot so far beyond fucked, the light from fucked would take a million years to reach my location in space. “Well, I've got someone to back up my story, at least.”
“You might want to find some clothes for me. I'm sure your wife wouldn't be too happy if she showed up and saw me in this.”
She had a point. “We don't have anything that'll fit you.” I rolled my chair back and opened my closet door. Flannel shirts, Henleys, and jeans comprised most of my wardrobe. “Here.” I pulled out the one white dress shirt I had and chucked it in her direction.
“Grant always liked it when I wore his.” She knew exactly why I'd picked it. “Ass.”
“I've got suspenders for any pants you want to put on. Does that sound any better?” She could have made that least sexy of clothing articles look amazing, though.
“You could have drawn me with clothes on. That would have been a better way to introduce yourself.”
I stood up out of my chair and walked over to her. She batted my hand away when I tried reaching back for her rear. “That's exactly what I figured you'd do. We'll get along just fine.”
“Jerk.”



“Who the fuck is this?” It was going over about as well as expected, and the pizzas were already in the floor. “I want both of your asses out, now!”
“Just take a seat and calm the hell down.” Raising my voice back at her wasn't gonna get me anywhere. “I need Druce's number out of your phone.”
“Don't pin this on him! How long has this been going on?”
Fuck me. “Listen, shit's gotten weird, and I know you won't believe me.”
“You're damn right I won't!”
Elena finally stepped out of the doorway to the kitchen. “Trust me, he's not my type.”
“So who the hell are you, and why are you in my house?”
I thought of the only thing that could begin explaining this. Go to Riozon and search for Bimbo Code Four. Tell me who's on the cover.
Gina pulled her phone out of the left pocket of her scrub top. She tapped the screen several times and waited for the awful reception in the creek valley we lived in to catch up. She looked at her phone, then at Elena. “I thought most of the cover models were eastern European.”
“They are, and if you look at the original photo before I made changes, Elena here isn't some Polish model.”
Gina's brain threw a piston through the hood. “I'm really confused.” She walked over to the couch and sat down. “You said it was a long story, so start talking.”
“Call Druce and ask him. We're just as fuckered about all this as you are. Just tell him I said, 'Well, you were right.'”
“I can't believe this.”
I hadn't dropped the real bomb on her yet, but telling her she's a character in a book was too much to pile on top of everything else. “I'm just as confused as you are, and Elena here's not faring any better.”
She put the phone against her ear. “Hey, Druce, do you know anything about this woman in my house?”
I couldn't make out what he said. Elena stepped next to me and whispered, “You probably know I could make her calm down.”
“Yeah, I know.” I hadn't just brought who was essentially my idea of a dream-girl into being. I'd conjured up a mind-controller to boot. “Just don't go using that power on me.”
Gina listened for what had to be a full minute before she asked, “So you're saying she is a character in one of his books?”
Elena leaned into my ear again. “So who's this Druce guy?”
I wanted to say he was the cause of all of this, but obviously, I was. “The wandering gypsy character in this book. The other me who wrote this lunacy probably knows someone kinda like him.”
“Uh-huh.” Gina looked at the two of us. “Keith, bring me those figures he gave you.”
I went back and picked the satchel off the washing machine. As soon as I was back in the living room, I handed them to my wife.
“So you're saying my bastard of a husband can create people out of his head.” She looked like she was at her wit's end already. “After seeing a book cover she's on, and then seeing her in front of me again... I don't even know.”
I stepped over to salvage the couple of pizzas Gina had tossed in the floor. The bottom one was intact enough, but the top one was obliterated. Not enough left to feed all of us.
Gina finally hung the phone up. “The funny thing is, if I admit it's all true, I know this is exactly what you'd do.”
“No bullshit, I thought the guy was nuts, and I just wanted to prove him wrong.”
“I believe her, there's no way in hell a woman like her would even touch you.”
“Hey, you do.” That was the third time I'd been told I'm not the prettiest man alive, in the space of an hour. “And you know where I stand on cheating.” Hell, I even hated the term. It makes it sound like marriage is a game, and the person who racks up the most sexual satisfaction in their life wins.
Gina looked at Elena. “Welcome home, I guess.”
My wife's teacup Yorkie trotted out of the bedroom after the commotion died down. The second she saw Elena, Block Head went through that 'Oh shit, new person!' reaction, jumping all over her legs. “See, even Block Head likes her.”
My wife clutched the blue sack in hand. “I'm hiding these. We'll have a house full of women by the end of the night if I don't.”
If I were single, indeed we would.



My back ached from sleeping on the couch until my usual noontime awakening, leaving those two to share the bed, if only out of courtesy. Talking with Elena the night before, she'd taken everything better than I expected. But knowing her as well as I already did, I should have seen it coming.
I decided to get a few hundred words typed at my desk while I waited for her to get out of the shower. It dawned on me that Grant first fucked Elena after she got out of the shower, but I held myself at bay. Gina would have my nuts taxidermied and mounted on the wall if I tried anything. Plus, Elena would put a stop to it before I even got a hand on her. I'd written her enough to know that.
The sound of water flowing through the pipes stopped. I've gotta get her some clothes. It was a classic issue in a lot of my stories. Luckily, she shared the same shoe size with my wife, so that was a damnable expense I could dodge.
She walked into my office. Over my monitors, I could tell she was wearing nothing but a towel. “A little on the nose for you, don't you think?”
“It's your fault. You didn't call my series Chastity Code, after all.”
And by the point she was at in the storyline, she could already fuck iron rebar out of concrete. “Get dressed and we'll see about getting you some decent clothes. Just keep in mind, we ain't rich.”
Elena stepped back into the laundry room. She came back with a black dress of my wife's, a few sizes bigger than what would fit her. “This'll do, for today anyway.”
My eyes almost exploded as she stepped around my desk and stood in the middle of the one clear space of my office, just feet to my right. The towel dropped, and so did the dress. I pulled the keyboard out of my lap just before she sat on it.
“No hands.” She started pulling up the folder containing her stories. “I want to know what would have happened to me.”
I wrote her as having no shame, and sure enough, her bare ass was grinding against my jeans. “I can load the whole series on my phone so you can read it while we drive to Nashville, you know.”
“That'll work. I'll stop violating your marital vows, then.”
Jesus tittyfuckin' Christ. I couldn't help but stare as she got out of my lap and slipped the dress over her head. “I damn near had a stroke.”
“I know you like what you saw.” She leaned forward, elbows on the desk and cleavage on full display. “How much money are we talking here?”
“A few hundred, and that's it.” We were entering that dry stretch when we were hoping Riozon would pay the royalties a few days early. “Gina and I can barely afford to take care of ourselves.”
Elena stood back up and asked, “How much money have you made off of me?”
“People reading about your ass paid my bills for a few months last year, but I'm not cutting you a share. You're my responsibility now, so I've gotta take care of you.”
“That's exactly what Grant did for me.” She leaned in again. “If only you looked as good as him...”
“Can it. I know where you're going with this.” Hell, I'd written just about the same scene later in her timeline. “You're the biggest cock-tease on the planet, and I'm not falling for it.”
“Fine, just let me fix myself up and I'll be ready.”
At least I had fuel for the story I was working on in the meantime.



I'd drawn a firm line at half a grand, but at least she had what she needed to get by. Elena had already changed into the khaki skirt and red tank top that left little to the imagination. It wasn't easy to drive with her in the passenger seat of my truck, that's for sure. Some girls grow up playing with Barbie. Girls like Elena grow up to be Barbie.
“It's weird reading about myself when I'm in the city the book takes place in.” She'd just finished reading all five parts of Bimbo Country. “Is that the end of my story?”
“So far,” I considered the situation we were in, “but I guess another one's in the works right now, somewhere.”
“What made me so special?” She ran a hand through her hair and leaned against the door. “I mean, why keep my character going for so long?”
The only honest answer I could come up with was right on hand. “Some characters are just more fun to write than others.”
“So I'm fun. That's not what I expected.”
“Apparently I'm writing you again. It's a bitch to work with main characters you wouldn't enjoy having around.”
“Why couldn't you have made yourself rich? I don't think you're exaggerating your good qualities in this book we're in.”
“Probably because that'd be boring to read and write. There's no telling what I've got planned, but some messed up shit's gonna happen at some point.”
“Well at least write yourself cleaning your damn office. I don't understand how you work like that.”
“You could earn your keep and do it for me. It's not like I'm mean enough to whore you out or anything.”
The back of her hand slapped against my arm. “Speaking of which, I do need a job, don't I?”
She arrived with nothing but the scant amount of clothes I'd drawn her wearing. “As far as the government is concerned, you don't exist. Kinda hard to get work when you're basically an undocumented person.”
“Maybe I could help you out. There's no rule against me writing books under your pen name, right?”
I switched lanes to get out from behind a slow semi. “I guess you could, but I don't know if you're any good at writing.” The camera from way back when I did photography semi-professionally came to mind. “But if I ever need another cover with you on it, I'm in luck.”
“I'm more than just a piece of ass, you know.”
“I never wrote you out as one. You have to admit, though, you don't hate being one when you have to.”
“Piss off.”
“Not joking, though, I could probably use your help. You write up a story for me, and I'll look it over.”
Elena got quiet, finally. I knew that when she shuts up, nothing good would come of it.
As I passed the exit that leads you to Montgomery Bell State Park, I couldn't help thinking, You couldn't pay me enough to go back there. Yeah, it's where that 'thing' and I crossed paths. There was no reason to bring it up and have her think I was nuts, yet.
She broke the silence first. “You're quiet.”
“Just thinking about some bad stuff that happened near here. I don't talk about it.”
“Like, an accident, or something else.”
Those damn eyes flashed in my head again, burning against the same scar they'd put in my soul. “This isn't the first time I've run across something, that according to common sense, shouldn't exist.”
“Bigfoot.”
I couldn't help shooting her a look that said, 'I already told you, I don't talk about it.' “Not exactly, but let's drop it, okay.”
“Whatever it was, I can tell it really bothered you.” Thankfully, she changed the subject. “How much longer until we're home?”
“Kinda weird that you call my house that already.”
“It's not like there's anywhere else I can go. I already checked, and the town I'm from doesn't even exist.”
There's no telling how that realization affected her. “I'm glad I didn't bring you here after you'd gotten married and had kids. I wouldn't blame you for hating me if I did that.”
“Now they're kids I'll never get to meet. I kinda wish I hadn't read what was supposed to happen to me.”
I understood why she wanted to, though. “You think we'll even exist when I'm done writing the book we're in now? I feel real enough, and I'm sure you felt real before you ended up here.”
“I wonder, if you brought Emmy here, would she recognize me?”
“There's no way in hell I would. That'd be like trying to stop a shotgun from firing by sticking my dick in the barrel.”
“I've got the same power. How do you know I wouldn't pull something like that?”
Forcing an entire auditorium into an orgy wasn't exactly in Elena's character. “You haven't controlled me yet, plus I know you wouldn't pull shit like that.”
“Don't be so sure.”
It felt like my mind was getting pulled out through my nose. I kept driving like normal, but my mouth, throat, and lungs acted on their own. “I'm a little girl who wears pretty, pink panties!”
She grinned as I got control of myself again. “See?”
My head felt hollow for a moment, just like I'd written so many characters feeling. “You've actually got a sense of morality that goes past getting what you want, no matter the cost, though.”
“Really?” She leaned toward me. “You made me great at blowjobs. Care to see for yourself?”
Holy damn. “I already told you, I won't cheat on my wife.” Every word of it hurt like hell coming out, but unlike a lot of my characters, fucking around on my wife wasn't an option for me.
“You're not stopping me.” Her hand reached my lap as she unbuckled her seatbelt and sat on her knees in the passenger seat, her body resting over the center console.
“Way ahead of you. I knew you'd try it.”
“How?” She kept going, working my zipper down. Her hand danced around in my jeans, never finding the path forward. “Oh, you bastard.”
What saved me was putting my boxers on backwards, and wearing suspenders under my shirt. The clamps holding my pants also held up my underwear. “I told you, I know you better than anyone else. I just have to ask myself, 'What would I write her to do.'”
“But do you know if I'd have actually done it or not?” She took her hand out of my pants and got back in her seat.
Zipping myself back up, I said, “You'd stop at the last second. If you're gonna pull a trick, don't pull one I've already written you doing.”
She clipped her seatbelt back in. “You're alright, Keith, maybe as good as okay.”
I was fine with 'alright.' It's not like I could claim I was a good person with a straight face. 'Alright' seemed like a realistic goal for me. “You're not so bad yourself.” If I couldn't fuck her, that didn't mean we couldn't have an understanding between us. Hell, it even felt like we could be friends.



Elena had been here a week now. For the past few nights, she'd been working on an erotic short of her own, which she had about halfway finished. I walked into my office, hearing her slap at the keyboard again.
“Those sex scenes are a bitch to write, huh?”
She stopped and looked up at me. “When you told me I couldn't use that stock photo I picked out, it threw me for a loop.”
“It happens to me all the time.” A little too much ass for the Riozon censors would get the book flagged 'adult,' which means it wouldn't show up in most searches. If people can't see it, they can't read it, which kills the book's chances. Sometimes I didn't catch a violation of their unspoken rules until the last minute.
“If it makes you feel better, I think I found one I like even better.” She maximized a browser window. “Definitely closer to what I was thinking.”
I stepped behind Elena and looked over her shoulder. “A redhead? Interesting choice.” The one she'd picked before was a blonde on par with herself.
“So will it work? I can't do things in DarkRoom and ImageShop like you can, so I can't tell if you can do something with it or not.”
I'd shown her how different she looked from the initial stock photo I'd used. When you're in the business of selling a fantasy, a lot of times you've gotta turn an eight or less into a ten. Call it sexist or hurtful to women if you will, but good intentions didn't pay my bills.
“The color balance is pretty awful, and I can tell it'll be grainy no matter what I do, but I think I can pull it off.” The leggy redhead had the right look, and the fire in her hair made up for the lack of color in her black corset and stockings. “You going for a BDSM theme, or what?”
“The submissive girl turns into a dominant bimbo. That's in line with the kind of stuff you write, isn't it?”
I should have taken her words as a warning. “It's not my usual kind of story, but I'm sure the change will go over well with people.” At the time, I was just proud of her for coming up with something different from my usual kind of plot.
“Then sit down and show me what you do with the pictures.” She got out of the chair and guided me down by the shoulders.
“No straight man would have a single complaint about her as-is, but we're not going for a perfectly-fine eight.” I started adjusting sliders. The temperature balance and tint brought out details the photo's blue cast had washed out. By the time I was done with adjusting the tones, the model's hair lit up like flames.
“So that's it?” Elena watched as I scrolled down on my settings. Tone curves, individual color sliders, and some minor split toning had the picture ninety percent of the way there. “It looks good enough to me.”
I exported the photo after removing a few moles and other imperfections on the model's skin. “Actual photo editing is where it'll really stand out. You're writing a physically perfect bimbo, not your average hot girl down the street.” Once I had the file in ImageShop, a little further selective color adjustment made the hair pop. 
“Now it looks like her hair is fire.”
“It's the first time I've seen a flame with bangs. You can tell there was a light source behind her.” I fiddled with the color balance of the overall image, making sure the highlights matched the luminance of the hair, while washing the darker parts of the image out with a bit of blue. Showing her the before and after of what I'd done in there already, I asked her, “See?”
“So now what?” I won't bore you with the details of the puppet warp and liquify tools like I did with her.
The lesson dragged on for a good thirty minutes before I looked back and saw the glaze over her eyes. “I told you, it's stuff you've gotta pick up over the years. I've been making money with this program for almost two whole decades now.” And that started way back in the ancient era I called high school.
“I think I'll let you take care of covers.”
“Hey, we haven't even started talking about cover layout, font choice, colors...”
“I get it.” Her hands kneaded against the flesh of my shoulders. “Easy.”
“Whatever your books make, the money's yours. It's not like having a few extra titles out a month wouldn't help me, whether I make anything off of them or not.”
She leaned in, her head resting against mine. “So what about the books I appeared in?”
It's not like I could have un-spent the money. “I've dropped a lot of money on you already in the past week. You should be kissing my ass.”
“Well, I can't live off what I could put out in a month, by myself.” She'd had the numbers of erotica explained to her already.
“You don't have to worry about that. It's not like I'm hitching a plow up to you and walking behind you with a whip.” This year's garden did need tilling, though, and soon. “But I get it. Just existing without so much as pocket money sucks, especially when you can't drive anywhere or get a job.”
“There's gotta be something out there.” She hugged around my neck, letting me know what was really going on. “You sure I can't fill a role here that'll make up for everything?”
Shit, she goes a week without sex, and she starts losing her damn mind. Bimbos sound fun as hell, until you're trying to keep your marriage intact, and you've got one as a long-term house-guest. “I'll figure something out. I've kinda got knack for getting myself out of trouble at the last second.”
“So you knew what I had planned.”
“It took me until right about now, but I'm not a damn idiot.” No matter which bimbo I'd have dragged kicking and screaming into this world, I knew better than anyone, aside from a few other erotica authors, who they all are at their core. “Homely as my ass is, I know the drill.”
“Hand me your phone.”
“Why?”
She held her left hand over my shoulder, expecting me to put the thing right in her palm. “I worked something out this morning. It'll solve this little problem you've got right now.”
 “You talked Gina into letting me fuck you.” I couldn't even bother shrugging her remaining hand off of me. “If I'm wrong, I'll fuck your brains out onto this desk, right now.”
“How'd you know?” She opened her hand again. “Phone, please.”
I tried holding out, but that empty feeling came into my head again. “You can't blame anyone but yourself. You know what I am.”
My hand dug into the pocket of my jeans. “Even if you're a sweetheart most of the time, you can be a bitch, when you want to.”
“Stop your yelling. You're not the one writing this story, anyway.”
She was right. That other me, wherever he was, knew a dick had to get wet before this thing could wrap up. My other top choices besides Elena would have just made my wife watch in horror as they rode me like a mechanical bull.
Elena pulled up a video from earlier in the morning. The familiar sound of water running through our shower almost made me think someone else was home. But no, it was just Elena, pulling the curtain back on my wife as she got ready for work.
“Hey, Gina.”
There was a slight pause before my wife turned in place and yelled, “Didn't he write you to have a little sense of privacy?”
Elena's giggle muted the sounds of the shower through the video's audio compression. “He fucked up.”
“What?”
“Not like that. Calm down.” Elena jerked the shower curtain further back as my wife covered what she could with her hands and arms, suds still in her hair. “I'll make a deal with you.”
“That depends on what it is, but if he's fucked you, you're both dead.” The look on Gina's face proved that she'd meant it.
“He mentioned that you dropped hints at wanting work done on yourself in the past,” drops of water obscured the lens as Elena pushed my phone closer to Gina, “and you've hid the figurines somewhere.” Elena pulled the phone back and wiped the water from the camera. “Maybe we can work something out.”
Suddenly, Gina wasn't her normal self. Assuming Elena didn't have her powers, Gina would have turned her ass inside out in a verbal spat. “Like what?”
“He said 'a lot of erotica authors end up living the lifestyle they write,' so why not give him exactly that? I get what I want, and you get what you've been hinting at him.”
Gina still had her limbs covering herself as well as she could manage. “I'll give you half of figures. I want one for myself, aside from the one he'd use on me.”
“Why?”
“Because somehow,” Gina pushed Elena out of the shower and slammed the curtain shut, “this house is even more of a wreck this week than it was before!”
I had to admit how true that was, even as I sat there watching the video. Between work and getting shit ready for the growing season, my job as house-husband had kinda fallen by the wayside. And that's before I could even start dealing with Elena's further bullshit.
“Wait,” I looked back at Elena, “I remember writing you cooking and cleaning for Grant, right after you let him fuck you that first time.”
“It wasn't my permanent job, and you gave me that creepy upbringing. It's not like I enjoyed it, growing up.”
That was fair. “How about we work out our own deal?” I knew better, but it was worth it to bluff with what I had. “We alternate. One of us cleans one day, and the other one cooks.”
“I'm not the one who turned a pot roast into beef jerky on Sunday. Hell no.” Elena pushed down on my shoulders. “You can't cook, no matter how much you tell yourself that you can, so you're only good for one thing.”
“My characters aren't that great, before you get too full of your own shit.” I couldn't help grinning. “It's harder to turn a bimbo into a housewife than it is to turn a housewife into a bimbo.”
“You're lucky she puts up with your ass, and that's before I even came along.” Another true statement. “Come on, lets get to it.”
“Ever the slut, and the true victim.”
“If you knew what she wanted out of the next figure, your dick would poke a hole through your jeans.”
I'd been writing Elena's type long enough to know not to even ask. “My wife'll turn into a bimbo, and you'll try to fade into the background in the next chapter. Is that it?”
“No.” Elena closed her arms around my throat.
Oh, fuck me. “What did she ask for?”
“A maid.”
Keeping the house more orderly than tornado wreckage was my job, but here I was, trying to make a living for myself. All while trying to muscle an acre of land into producing something other than a fussy-ass lawn. “If she decides the role, I pick everything else about her.”
“She's already named her.”
“What?”
“Hayley.”
“She was late this morning, wasn't she? Sounds like you two had a long talk.”
“No, she left for work just in time. I know not to screw over the people who pay my bills.”
“Because of course you fucking don't.” I figured I'd have my own fun. I had a blonde, and I had a brunette. If I'm a male character in one of my own books, that's half of the harem standards filled. “If my wife picked a maid, I'm gonna make her appearance hit both of you right square in your egos.”
“She still has the other figures, so don't get ahead of yourself.” Elena brushed her face against mine. “And I get one to make my redhead.”
“But I'm the only one who knows how to use them.” Elena already had the gist of it, but for all she knew, there was probably more to it. She wouldn't have been wrong, either. “Neither of you even know what you have to do before you start drawing.”
Her hands ran down my chest from behind as she stretched herself like a cat just waking from a nap. “I could always make you tell me. Just be glad that I'm not like that.”
“You're forcing me into sex. That's a little out of character for you, since you just make other women have sex with your man.”
The trauma of what she'd been through right before I called her into this world still burned. “I can't forgive Grant for what he did to that poor girl, and besides, he's not here.”
“You feel guilty because you think you're the cause of it.”
Her hands sank lower to my stomach. “And I didn't think he was the kind of guy to do something like that. I trusted him.”
“Even though you know why it happened now. Interesting.”
“You think you know everything that goes on in my head.” Elena backed off and walked around to the other side of my desk. She leaned her arms against my center monitor and rested her chin. “What's the main thing that drives me?”
I rocked back and gave it a few seconds of thought. “You've always needed someone you can trust, and when someone violates that trust, your mind doesn't know how to process it.” I watched her eyes change, glossier and unsteady. “Am I hitting close to home?”
“You're an asshole.” Elena stood back up and marched out.
Part of me wanted to run after her, but I knew it'd just make her go berserk. It's exactly how she had wound up in the state she was in when she had arrived here. It couldn't have been easy for her, dealing with an anxiety that she had never been aware of. Even being reminded of it probably felt like its own form of betrayal, on my part.
All I knew to do was to let Elena cool off. But at least for now, I'd pushed her back enough to keep my word to Gina. Something was gonna give though, and soon.



A few hours later, I'd gotten enough work done to call it a day. If Gina wanted a maid, she was getting exactly what I'd want in one. A few thousand words and some cover work later, Hayley was starting to take shape in my mind.
Elena's dominant redhead was the polar opposite, which made me nervous about the whole idea. A submissive, subservient maid with a body that begged you to do unspeakable things to her... The poor girl wouldn't even stand a chance when she ended up with my bossy wife, an even bossier redhead, and this pushy mind controller who was already running around the house.
The helper personality type would probably suit her well, though. Not just for taking care of the place, but for giving my wife and the redhead someone who loves taking orders, and Elena someone to trust. Even if it couldn't be me, the person forming in my head seemed like the missing piece of a puzzle that hadn't even been made yet.
But hold up, we've got one bed, for what'll be five, maybe six people later. I got excited about the idea of being in the middle of that pile, until I remembered how crowded it felt when Meat Head hopped up there. “Shit, we've gotta buy some furniture.”



Having a say in her own bed was enough of an excuse to drag Elena with me. A whole new queen-sized bed set was out of my financial reach at the moment, but the monthly royalty date was closing in. After she'd settled on an iron poster from the choices I could afford, the salesman came up to me and whispered, “Now imagine plowing her on that thing.” Sometimes an desperate attempt at a hard sale just amuses you.
Really, I'd forced her to come along so I could try and smooth things out with her. Other than our trip to Nashville, she'd hardly left the house all week, and I knew that had to be driving her as mad as the lack of sex. We needed somewhere private, but open enough that she wouldn't feel trapped.
We got in my truck. “When my royalties hit the bank, I'll come buy it and bring it home.”
“I'm mad at you. Buying me stuff won't fix it.” She had her arms crossed as she stared out her window at nothing.
“I know that. I'm tired of sleeping on the couch. I may be an asshole, but I won't make you sleep on it.” I put the truck in reverse and started backing out. “Come on, we're both a little stir-crazy. Anywhere you wanna go?”
“That park you said you had a bad experience in.”
My heart stopped and almost jumped into my mouth. “No way.”
“I thought you wanted me to go somewhere with you. That's the only place I'll go.”
“And you know that it's the only place I'd refuse to go.”
“You know all about the cause of my issues, so I think it's fair you show me yours. How much of a walk would it be?”
“Not even a mile from the closest place to park on the trail, round-trip.” I stopped the reverse movement of the truck that I'd forgotten about, stopping just short of backing into a car. “There's no way I'd ever set foot in that place again.”
Her eyes had a little understanding in them, finally. “When you see something so horrible, you can't believe it's real until it refuses to go away, it messes you up.” Her lips twisted in sympathetic smile. “Been there, done that.”
“Can't you use those powers of yours to know what I saw, from my own memory?” I pulled back onto the main road, heading closer to home than to that damn place.
“I can, but I don't like to pry into things that aren't my business.”
“Just do it. At least someone has to know what I saw, and that I'm not crazy.”
Elena's hand rested over my forehead at the first red light I stopped the truck at. Every one of my senses blanked out until I felt her hand come off. “So?”
“Light's green.” The way she said it didn't sound like the Elena I knew.
“What's wrong.”
“Why would you ever go outside again after seeing that?”
“It's not like I can lock myself inside for the rest of my life.” That's the kind of reaction that would get you tossed in the nut bin. “Don't ever camp in a place the locals call 'Werewolf Springs.' That's the last time I ignore place names.”
“Here's a crazy thought,” a little color came back to her face. “If it's not supposed to exist, maybe seeing what you feared most, was to make you realize something.”
“It sounds like the kind of plot device I'd use, but that just means those damn things are real, at least in this world.”
“Did you ever write them into the one I'm from?”
I'd never even considered it. “No reason to, so I guess you were safe from them there.” But still, what business does a werewolf have being a background character in an erotica series? That other me just wanted to fuck my head up to stir the pot. I was sure of it.
“You saw what you feared most, and so did I. Using that as common ground between us doesn't sound out of place in any of your stuff that I've read.”
Maybe she knows me better than I thought. “Come on, I know another place where we can talk.”



The park that hugged the small river running through town was always empty this time of year. Between the cold and the mud, even joggers refused to use the trail overlooking the water until mid-May. Perfect for a couple of people wanting an open place where they wouldn't be overheard.
We were almost out of sight of my truck when I asked, “So why'd you make that deal with Gina?”
“There's something I want. That's all.”
“Well, it's either me, or you want to make that redhead you're writing for a damn good reason.”
“Don't get full of yourself.”
“I prefer to call it 'cocky,' in this context.”
She rolled her eyes and shook her head as she walked alongside me. “A guy without any kids has no business telling dad jokes.”
“And hey, I wouldn't be full of myself, you would!”
She broke into a grin and gave me a slight push to the side. “You spend too much time thinking about this kinda stuff. Gina warned me about that corny, perverted sense of humor.”
I stopped and let her walk a few paces ahead. Her running shoes, gray fleece jacket, and faux-fur hat didn't do much for me. But Gina already knew my fascination with women in yoga pants. Or rather, what they hid in skintone only. In my house, they went by ass-pants, always spoken with a little too much enthusiasm and reverence.
Parade her through a cardiac ward, and you'd clear every bed in the wing for new patients. I'd imagined it almost too perfectly, and now here it was. The same ass I'd called “worthy of a ballad by Steel Panther.”
“You coming?” Elena turned around and caught me in the act. “If you like it so much, why do you keep turning me down?”
Gina had agreed to Elena's bargain, even if it might not have been her idea to do so. I'd already lost three of the figures to the deal, so I was starting to want something to make up for the loss. “Tell me, really, why'd you make that deal with my wife?”
“If you're that desperate to know, tell me why you brought me into this world.”
I couldn't lie to her. “The guy who gave me the figures told me that I should create the kind of person I want there to be more of. Every other choice was either someone I wouldn't want to handle, a waking nightmare on the inside, or a character I hadn't developed that much.”
“Hmph. Maybe I was wrong. I thought you saw me as your dream girl.”
“I don't really have one, though. Never have.” I mean, she was the ideal I had at the time I came up with her. Still, I had major crushes growing up, but I knew every one of those would pass in days, weeks, or sometimes months. There was always a better one running around somewhere.
“Well, you've gotta have an ideal woman.”
“I rate one-to-ten. I might prefer blondes with tits that fill my hands perfectly, but a ten is a ten, is a ten. Personality would be the tie-breaker in that case, but I'd hate a ten I couldn't stand to be around. I'd take a fun and kind five or six over that any day.”
She started walking backwards on the trail, goading me to follow, without letting me eyefuck her ass again. “You could have told me that I was your perfect creation, my creator's pride and joy. In my situation, that's a panty-dropper.”
“It looks like this is shaping up to be a harem series. That'd fuck up the whole dynamic.” I followed along, wondering what she was really getting at. “You were the ten with the personality and sanity to win out over the others, if that makes you feel any better.”
“Compliments are hard to come by with you, so I'll take it.” She turned back around and kept walking. “Besides, if you're making a character for myself and your wife, I'm sure they'll have to be on par with me.”
She had a point. What I'd developed on Hayley would make her a real nut-fizzer. “So how are we gonna split making your redhead?”
“We might as well start calling her Lauren, since that's her name in the book.” Elena looked like she was about to walk past the lone bench sitting under the bridge overhanging the trail. She sat down on the last foot of it in a flash.
“I've already written a redhead named Lauren, but that's alright. They'd be totally different characters. And I know you're not tired.”
“I'm tired of dancing around it. Nobody can see us.”
I stood over her, shaking my head. “It's like forty degrees out here. No way.”
“That's no excuse.” Bimbo-mode had engaged. “Unzip your pants and pull mine down just enough. We won't freeze to death.”
“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.”
Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?”
More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it.
The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.”
At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two.
I looked around and didn't see anyone. A few cars passed over the bridge, but it's not like you can see through steel and concrete. “You're not gonna take no for an answer, are you?”
Elena tucked her fingers inside the waist of her yoga pants and slid it down to the top of her thighs. They weren't barely hiding her ass anymore. “I'll be quiet, I promise.”
I slapped her rear as hard as I could. The snap echoed off the top of the bridge. “That's all you get.”
“But I—”
I forced her pants back up and snatched her by the wrist. “Come the fuck on.” If Elena wanted it that badly, I was gonna make sure I dealt back all the shit she'd slung my way for the past week.



I unlocked my truck and got back in. No way was I leaving Elena by herself in this parking lot without locking the thing down. In her state, any creep walking into the adult bookstore who decided to try talking to her might not have to resort to dating Rosy Palmer, after all.
“What's in the bag?” She knew it had to be a gift for herself, but whether she'd end up liking it or not, I didn't care.
I pulled the small box out and handed it to her. “I thought about getting one of these for a while, but if you want actual sex, you've gotta earn it.”
“PinkJet. Bluetooth Version.” She pulled the tiny bit of plastic out of the box and asked, “What am I supposed to do with this?”
“You can guess where to put it.” I fiddled with my phone, installing the app from the manufacturer's website. As soon as I reached over and pressed the small button on the back, my phone spotted it.
As I slid my finger up, the toy jumped out of Elena's hand and into her lap. “That's got some kick to it.”
“That's only halfway.” I shut it off and checked the app for more settings. “Huh, it even syncs to music. For the first time in my life, a nightclub sounds fun as hell.”
Elena pulled the waist of her pants and panties forward. She placed her new toy exactly where it needed to go. “Well, are you gonna turn it on?”
I put down my phone and started driving. “I've got stuff to do, and you're along for the ride.”



Across town, we walked into Binford's Home Improvement. Contractors and regular guys just picking up tools and supplies stopped what they were doing when Elena walked by. Lucky for them, I needed some new ratchet straps for hauling my kayak, along with a few other random bits.
Elena looked bored enough to pass out as I reached for the thirty-footers. As soon as she had her back turned, I pulled my phone out of my pocket and pulled up the app. I pushed my finger up just enough to make her feel it. She jerked and stood bolt-straight.
If she could control minds, I had to have some kind of leverage of my own over her. “Now you look like you're having some fun.”
Elena turned around and tried to stand as normally as she could. “Of course you'd pull something like this.”
I gave it a small boost. “Better keep up. If you get too far out of range, it might get stuck at whatever setting it's on.” I tossed the pack of straps in my cart and walked away.
“Ass.”
Another jump in the power, now about a quarter of the way up in total. “The stuff I need is all over this store. You might wanna keep the commentary to yourself.” I stopped for a few seconds, giving her a chance at a chance.
Elena leaned against the buggy and stared up at me. “How do I get you to turn it down?”
“I know you're not capable of shame, so what's the hang-up?” I started going forward again, making her stand back up. At least this time, she knew to stay right beside me. “That's a weird look on your face.”
“You know exactly what it's about.”
“Well, come on, I need to pick up a new light fixture for the bathroom.” The most lit up place in the entire store would be the perfect stage for her. I gave it another push. You couldn't hear the vibe yet, but she could sure as hell feel it.
I stopped right before turning the corner of the aisle. “You gonna make it?”
Elena eased her body against me, panting and trying to keep the moans under her breath. She jumped when I gave her a quick tap on the ass.
“You're on a hair-trigger right about now, aren't you?” I started down the lighting aisle. “If you're good, I might even let you finish.”
“In here?” Her voice wavered.
“You wanted me to get you off, and there's not much else I can do to help you with that.” I stopped at the wall fixtures, wondering which one Gina would bitch the least about. And of course, I slid my finger up on my phone.
Elena leaned against the shelving. She dug a finger between her lips as her mouth opened. So far, nobody had really noticed.
When she started pointing in random directions and jerking her arms back against her chest, I had to ask, “That's the one you like? I don't know about it.”
“Oh, shit!” Her cheeks were flushing red already. I couldn't help laughing on the inside as she grabbed a box with both hands, trying to pass it off like she was checking it out.
I had to wonder if security had caught on yet. There's no way in hell they'd do anything about it, because I sure wouldn't if I were in their shoes. I'd probably radio one of my work buddies to come watch with me.
“Let me,” she wasn't able to hide it anymore, “come, please.” Elena had both elbows on the box now, along with her forehead.
Even more. I knew a heartbeat monitor would tell me what I wanted to know. Yet another expense she'd bring about for me.
I grabbed the fixture that seemed like it wouldn't get me killed, and cover the hole from the monstrosity our house's previous owner had put up. As soon as it was in my cart, I walked away. “Come on, I've gotta get some wood glue.”
Elena could barely keep herself upright. Blonde curls draped over her face, already almost as crimson as her lipstick. She wasn't gonna make it.
The thought of just leaving her there crept into my mind. The only problem was, if I got banned from this store, it would have added dozens of miles to my weekly trip for whatever tools and shit I always needed. Before she could get so wet that she'd look like she pissed herself, I shut it off.
Elena dropped to her knees, still trying to look like she was checking something out again. The squeal and heaving of her shoulders made some lucky guy at the far end of the aisle look over. There was no hiding it anymore.
If I recorded this shit and threw it up on RedHub, we'd make a killing. And I knew she'd have exactly zero problems with doing exactly that. She literally existed for the pleasure of an audience, and at that point,  so did I. Plus, she was hot personified at that breath-taking level, not the 'yeah, I'd hit it pretty hard' you usually see out of porn amateurs.
The last echoes of the climax shook themselves out in her thighs. Elena finally stood up and pretended to dust herself off as she walked toward me. “Thanks, I needed that.”
While I couldn't understand her response, at the same time, I knew to take it at face-value. “Absolutely shameless.” Not that I was complaining. I was having the time of my life.
“What did you expect?” She was already stepping ahead of me, back into the main walkway for the entire store, with her perfect ass on display again. “I'm never taking this thing off.”
Yep, I was positive that a discrete camera and a heartbeat monitor were in our future. It wasn't like she was gonna make a fortune writing erotica with me. “I think I just found the perfect job for you.”
“And that is?”
“To hell with it, you're gonna be an amateur porn star.” And we were totally going for a public exhibition, gonzo angle. Nobody would want to see my ass in a spank video. I'd just film and narrate.
Elena smiled. “Gina would murder you.”
I flicked at the screen on my phone, making her smile even more. “Better start working on another deal.”
By the time we were checked out, Elena had a bit of a cult following inside the store. Men waved good-bye to us as I drove through the parking lot. But when you look like her, any straight man will let you get away with anything.



The stunt in Binford's tided Elena over for the rest of that night. Gina was already off to work again, and I had to get a story finished so I could edit and publish the damn thing. My latest release was already two weeks old and sinking fast. I was laser-focused on pounding out the middle of a sex scene when I heard Elena's voice behind me.
“You're really going at it.”
I jerked in my chair like I'd just been hit with a tazer. “Shit, you scared me!”
“Sorry.” I knew she wasn't. “Did you talk to Gina about the deal last night?”
I generally stay up until my wife leaves for work, but I always make sure to say goodnight when she turns in. “Yeah, she told me that she wants me to fuck you.”
“So why didn't you do it last night?”
“You two sleep in the same bed, and she has to work today.” Plus, I still had my hang-ups. “I imagine sleeping, when two people are going at it in the same bed as you, is probably a little difficult.”
“Well, aren't you considerate.” Her fingers pressed on the back of my neck. “We've got the house to ourselves all day.”
“Lucky me.” I knew what she was getting at. In fact, I totally expected her to try getting in my pants at some point that day. She's a bimbo, you see. She had no choice in the matter.
“What's your problem with it? I thought you'd have jumped on me the second I showed you that video yesterday.” Her fingers squeezed, loosening up a knot of tension I didn't even know I had. “It's gotta be some kind of issue.”
Not that it was any of her business, but I figured it could make her back off. “My mom cheated on my dad once, so he decided to sleep around on her for decades because of that one slip.”
“And you don't want to be like him.”
“In many ways, but that's one of them.” I had an interesting childhood, which probably explains a lot about how I turned out: A homesteading, smut-slinging curmudgeon who can't stand cheaters.
When I looked back at her, Elena bit the middle of her bottom lip and then asked. “But what if I changed my mind and don't want it from you anymore?”
“Don't bullshit.” I knew exactly what kind of game she was trying to play. “You know what you are.”
“I'm not joking. My feelings might have changed.”
I pulled my phone out of my pocket and opened up the app. “If you have, I guess I could go nuts with this and rub one out while I'm watching you.”
She knew what she worshiped. “Whoa, don't go wasting that stuff.”
I guess I'd better figure out a way to get her some birth control. If I was having a harem, I wasn't gonna let a kid gum up the works. “Right now, a certain amount of waste would be necessary.” I don't recall ever writing Queen-Types as especially fertile themselves, just the Donors in Bimbo Code, but I knew too many people who fucked up to even risk it.
“You make me want one thing more than anything else, and you won't give it to me?”
“I'm married to a nurse. I'll text her so she knows to get you a Depo shot, and she'll know what to do with it.” Not that it was as easy as running to the pharmacy and asking for one. A 'scrip was necessary to get it, but the local urgent care clinic wouldn't know that Gina was already on something else.
“So until then?”
It stung, but I wasn't fucking up such a good thing before I had it. I flicked my finger across my screen, hard. Elena inhaled and tensed up all at once, bracing herself against the wall. “This'll have to do for now.”
I left it on that setting for about five minutes. The expected hollow feeling in my head never came, and neither had Elena. After enough screaming and writhing in the floor, I realized something about her.
Huh, she can't control people when she's out of her mind like that. So long as I could convince her to keep that thing against her clit all the time, I'd have a defense mechanism against her. Shit, better give her what she wants for now.
I got out of my chair and studied how she was curled up in a ball in the center of the floor, crying for an orgasm that just wouldn't happen. Elena made for excellent reference material while writing. I had basically transcribed the noises she'd made, pushing the scene over the edge.
“You done fucked up.” I pushed against my screen to draw that last little bit of intensity out. “Thanks for making that sex scene easy as hell to write, though.”
Elena tried to pull herself up, falling flat on her face in the middle of the floor. I hoped like hell she'd always keep that thing on during her waking hours. Not that long after, I'd figure out how much power that wish would carry.
I could have kept her going until the batteries died. Hell, I had to run out for groceries at some point that afternoon, and it seemed like a great time to do that, and have some fun at Elena's expense. Who knew grocery shopping could be a cause for excitement?
Still, the poor girl was getting tortured, even if it was in the best way possible. I went outside and snuck a cigarette instead of heading to the store. I could hear her from outside the house as I pondered how us having sex would change everything about my domestic life.
By the time I was back in, Elena was drenched in sweat. “You're never taking that thing off, and only to charge it while you're sleeping.” I flicked my finger down on the screen.
For a second, I thought I was watching her go into a seizure. Jesus! Her body locked and contorted to the point, I damn near called 911.
Ten seconds passed before Elena rolled onto her back, her chest heaving up and down. Her arms flew back and her knees bent, high heels planted hard against the floor.
“I guess you can't control people when you're going nuts.” It made sense. In Bimbo Country 5, Emmy didn't start controlling Jason until she had shook out a massive climax. “That's a bonus feature I never knew I wrote into your kind.”
Elena still couldn't talk, but her voice seeped into my mind. I thought I was about to die.
“Sorry, I'm not a chick, so I don't know exactly what it feels like.”
She finally had enough oxygen to say, “No.” Even that took a minute of recovery time before she could elaborate. “I needed to come that badly.”
I flicked against the screen just to fuck with her, making the vibe whine like a chainsaw pinned at full-throttle. Elena's limbs flew in random directions as I swiped downward, giving her control of her own body again. “You're not taking it off of yourself?”
“Even though I want to, I can't get myself to do it.”
Oh. It was the kind of rule I wish I'd have thought of before. “I guess you can control a Queen-Type, so long as you control their source of stimulation.” Fuck me, Bimbo Country could have been so much fucking better if I'd have thought of that. But I had left the storyline open-ended, so it still had a chance to show up later.
Elena propped herself up from behind with her elbows. “I figured it out yesterday, but I thought you were too dense to put two and two together.”
“So I lose control of you when you're not wearing it.”
I knew she was being coy by the smile on her face. “Maybe.” Elena scooted herself back until her shoulders were against the wall. “Why don't you try and order me to do something?”
“Take the vibe off.”
Elena hiked her dress up what little she needed to. She pulled the front of her soaked panties out and pinched the bit of plastic between two fingers. “Now try.”
“Go finish your story while I run to the store.” Even if our plans had changed, I still wanted that damn book out of her. Hell, I needed it to make Lauren anyway.
On shaky legs, Elena rose up with her back against the wall. “Looks like it's working. I was perfectly content to sit there and catch my breath a little longer.”
Whether she was actually under my control, or just faking it, I wasn't so sure of. “Hold up, how do I know you're not pulling a fast one?”
Elena walked past me without even looking my way. As soon as she was behind me and in my chair, she answered, “You don't.”



I had everything that needed to be frozen or kept cold put away, so it was time to check on her progress. The racket of furious typing filled my ears as soon as I was in the laundry room. If I still had the mechanical keyboard that had shorted out on me, I'd have heard her from the front door.
“Done yet?” I started walking around the desk. Sure enough, the word count had jumped by several thousand.
“Close.” She didn't stop pressing keys. “Just wrapping things up.”
“This is a single story, so don't make it end on a cliff-hanger.” I leaned over her shoulder and noticed more typos than usual. “You really have been going at it. You're not even reading what you're writing as you go along.”
“You're editing it, so that's your problem.”
I could already see myself lied back on the couch, almost filling the entire draft with red ink. “I'll go through and fix obvious stuff before I print it. Otherwise it'll take all day tomorrow.”
Elena seemed to hit another burst of speed for a moment. With one last period at the end, she scooted away from the desk and clapped her hands against the tops of her thighs. “Done.”
“Now, delete it.”
She whipped around in the chair. “Hell no! Are you insane?”
“No, but now I know you were lying about being under my control.”
Elena closed her eyes and sighed. “I didn't see that coming. Good job.”
“So really, why didn't you take that thing off?”
She pulled her dress up again and flicked at a small rise in her panties. The click of her fingernail against plastic told me it was back on her. “I don't know, but I couldn't stop myself from putting it back.”
Why the fuck would she have to? “I don't get it.”
Elena looked just as puzzled over it as I was. “It's not like I can't get myself off on my own. I did it twice while you were out.”
Now I felt like keeping plastic over my chair. Is it because of those trust issues she's got? “You want to figure out if you can trust me.”
“How would wearing this prove it?” She crossed her legs and leaned back. “I just want someone else to get me off, I guess.” She hit closer than I had.
“And since I won't do it personally, you're settling for me doing it by remote control.”
“But something's making me do it.”
Whatever it was, I felt like I had to help her figure it out. I'd made her this way, after all. “Sorry, but I really don't know at this point.”
“Sorry?” Elena pointed at the pocket where I usually kept my phone. “Why apologize? It's not the same as actually getting fucked, but it feels great.”
I rolled my eyes and realized I was taking this more seriously than she was. She was still a nineteen-year-old, after all. That attitude of hers was the only part of her, other than her body, that reminded me of her age.
“Do you even want to figure this out, or should I just turn it on whenever the hell I feel like it?” The app did have a timer function, so I could have turned her into the damnedest alarm clock to ever exist. “Get serious for a minute.”
“Fine,” she uncrossed her legs and spread her thighs, “if we do it, I'll probably just wear it because I want to.” She was blushing all over like I'd just finger-fucked her for hours.
Now, let me digress into another explanation of bimbos. You remember a certain golf pro calling himself a 'sex-addict'? That's just a guy who got caught sticking his prick where it didn't belong, and figured a stay at some posh rehab resort would be easier than owning up to his personal failures. 
For a bimbo, masturbation can curb the craving, but eventually the withdrawal symptoms set in. What Elena needed was dick, and she was jonesing, hard.
“I tell you what, the minute you get that shot, you're fair game.” I put my hand on her shoulder to stop her from getting up. “Until then, you'll just have to do without.”
“You really think you can hold back that long, now that you're willing to do it?” Elena wasn't dumb, despite what she was or her age. “That promise to yourself was the only thing that made you stop me, and now it's gone.”
“If she gets the shot after work, you won't have to wait until tomorrow.” I pulled Gina's work number up and handed Elena my phone. “You're the one who needs it, and she may even talk someone she works with into writing it out for her.”
Elena didn't say another word, to me at least. “Gina Ross, please.”
I walked out and started putting the rest of the groceries away. What they were spending so much time yakking about, I didn't know or even care to know. I was just thankful that they were getting along with each other, somewhat well. I wouldn't have blamed Gina one bit for being shittier about the whole situation.
The canned vegetable section of our cabinets was filled to capacity as I put the last things away. I really needed to build the can racks in the basement I'd been talking about for months. But I also needed to get some books out, a new garden bed tilled into the field, and a laundry list of other projects. Homesteading will eat whatever free time you'd normally have, especially when you just got on the property six months prior.
Are they still talking? I walked back to the laundry room and eavesdropped. I wasn't sure what to make of what I heard.
“Yeah, I can help him with your new self. I don't know if he's so excited about it, though.”
Maybe I'm just a bit odd for a guy, especially for one who makes a living writing about sex, but I'd never been much of a skirt-chaser. After getting it out of my system in high school and college, planting down roots with Gina wasn't settling. I had been perfectly happy with her, and her alone.
“Honestly, I don't know that Keith really wants to do it to you. I'm sure I could convince him for you.”
What Gina wanted was like trading her in for a different person. If Elena was exactly as she was in the books, physically and mentally, Gina would be what I imagined her to be as I made the changes. Believe it or not, that's a hard thing to imagine doing to someone you've been with for almost a decade.
“Alright. Just don't forget the Depo. He's paranoid about that.”
Damn right I was.
“Bye.”
I waited a moment before stepping back in, feigning ignorance “So?”
“She'll have it when she gets home.” Elena pulled up the app for her vibe and pushed it to a low setting. “Care if I do something on your computer real quick?”
“Like what?” That machine contained every file I needed to make my living, so I had always been iffy about letting people use it willy-nilly. And my last backup had been several months prior. “Your story's finished.”
“I'm not getting on some new treatment without researching it first. Go away, I'm looking up how it'll affect my lady bits.”
I wasn't about to stop Elena from doing that. I didn't blame her for wanting to know what she was getting herself into, but a question remained. “Why do you need the vibrator on while you do it?”
“Why wouldn't I?”
I shrugged and walked away. Touché. I needed my tape measure to start planning those damn racks anyway, and it was in the barn.



Meat Head jumped as I walked up the back steps, his paws leaving fresh prints on my jeans. “Goddammit!” His ass always wanted inside the house, but he wrecked up the place too much. “Get your fuzzy ass down!”
I shut the door behind me, barely getting it closed before he could shoot his muzzle in. It wasn't until then that I realized I'd gotten distracted with something else and forgot the tape measure. Another project delayed by untreated ADD.
A hard whimper broke my train of thought. I guess she's having fun. I walked over to my office and poked my head around the bookshelf.
Dressed for the job she really wanted and on the verge of coming, Elena had her eyes rolling into the back of her head. Her fingers gripped the armrests as I realized the noise wasn't coming from her.
“A little porn break?”
She jerked to attention and drew a finger across my phone. “Can't you knock?”
“It's my office, and that's my chair you've probably soaked already.” I made my way to her and took my phone back. “Are you actually embarrassed?”
Elena whipped the chair around, clearly not ashamed at all. “You know what I need.”
I knew she as was frustrated as a crackhead without a lighter. “It's driving you insane, and honestly, it's great fun to watch.”
“You could quit being a bastard and make it all better.” Elena scrunched her shoulders up, arms pressing her breasts together. “I mean, if you're gonna feel bad whether you fuck me or someone else does, you might as well get something out of it.”
That manipulative side was the one trait I'd written into her that I couldn't stand, now that I was dealing with her in a context other than paper. “You make sure I get at least one of the figures from my wife, and you've got a deal.” I started walking away. “That is, after you're on birth control.”
Elena shot out of the chair, climbing over my desk and knocking pens and stacks of paper to the floor. “Why can't you just pull out?” I knew she knew better, but her cunt was doing all the thinking now.
I backed against the wall as she melted her body against mine. “Am I gonna have to give the sex talk to a grown-ass woman?”
“I know what could happen,” her hands explored every inch of the small of my back as her forehead pressed against my neck, “but you'll just have to be a good boy and keep yourself under control.”
Christ. If we were like this when Gina first saw Elena, we'd have both been in shallow graves for a week already. But now I had my wife's enthusiastic, albeit implanted, consent to plow Elena like a field.
The only problem was, a bimbo like her required an alpha male who was willing to own her. I mean, I'm dominant in the bedroom, but in daily life, I hated the macho, type-A personality asshole she needed me to be. If only I'd painted her holding a big bottle of Patrem Delta.
“Come on,” her lips opened on my collarbone as she took a quick bite against my skin, “I read your stuff, so I know that you know what to do.”
I pushed back, guiding her until her ass was against the desk. My dick was already hard enough to crack geodes open. “Are you sure?”
“This isn't some college campus, drop the consent shit already and make me regret it.”
Well, alrighty then. She had this ability to appear graceful and classy, while still saying things that would make a prostitute blush, and she knew it. I started unbuckling my belt as I said, “Get the fuck up on the desk, now.”
Elena cracked a wicked grin, barely keeping the excited laughter inside. She was about to get the fix her body had been screaming for all week, not just another session with a vibe or her fingers to keep the withdrawals at bay. Ass, feet, and hands all planted on the empty wing of my desk, Elena looked behind herself and asked, “Like this?”
With my belt loose, I admired how even her neck managed to look sexy. With the back of her head touching her shoulders, I knew her throat would be the last place she'd expect me to start. As she sat there with her eyes closed, waiting for me to make the first move, I got myself ready.
“No,” I held the strap of black leather by the buckle and snaked the length of it under her head, “but thanks for the idea.”
Elena pulled her head back up and looked at me as the loop closed around her neck. Still quite capable of breathing, she said, “That's not what I thought you'd do, so you get points for creativity.”
I pulled tight. “Shut up.”
A pleased smirk drew across her lips as she nodded. Sometimes it was hard to believe that at her core, Elena was a pure submissive. She got on her knees and leaned forward onto her elbows, ass on high display right in front of me.
I loosened my grip on the belt enough to reward her good behavior. I'd spent my entire teenage years thinking I was a tits-man, but it wasn't until later in life that I realized I was all about the ass. Elena had figured that out in just one week.
My hand reared back to reward her again as I caught myself losing control. I'm not really gonna do this, am I? It went directly against the kind of man I swore I'd be.
“Don't tell me you're gonna puss out on me now!” Elena looked back and saw me hesitating, my right hand in the air. “Either fuck me, or get this damn thing off my neck.”
To hell with it, my poly friends don't call it cheating. My palm stung as the crack echoed through the small room. When you've got an ass just below shoulder level, you can shock yourself with how much momentum can be put into a slap.
Elena jerked forward. Her face met the desktop as her hands closed around the back of her head.
I gave her a tug. “If you wanted it this badly, you'd better take it like it's the best feeling in the world.”
She moved back into position right before I sent another hand to the same spot. It wasn't hard to find the target, since she had a silhouette of my hand emblazoned in red on her right cheek. This time, you'd have needed calipers to measure how far she'd moved.
“Better.” I let go of the belt and started on my socks and shirt. “Now, on your stomach.”
Elena did exactly as told, her breasts cushioning out beneath her as she laid with her head at the very end of the desk. Her hands and arms hung down, just waiting for something to occupy them. As I stepped in front of her face, they found their job.
Without my belt, it only took a quick nudge to send my jeans to the floor. Her fingers tucked inside the waist of my boxers as she asked, “You wanna do this first?”
I pulled at the belt. It was enough of an answer.
Elena slid my boxers down until they were far enough down my thighs to enter free-fall. The lips that you could recognize anywhere opened up, hoping they'd be filled. Even her hands reached around me, hoping to guide me forward.
By this point, backing out might have led to a terminal case of blue balls. I expected to wake up and discover that all of this was just some wild-ass dream. But nope, her breath made my cock feel like it had been stuck through a sauna's gloryhole.
I eased up on the belt and gave in. My dick pulsed as I felt the soft purse of her lips and the slight tack of her lipstick. As her hands hugged against my ass, I shifted forward and planted my shaft about halfway into her mouth.
Her tongue felt like it had taken on a life of its own. The way she rolled it to make two points of contact, the tip curled up to work the center line on the bottom of my dick, the base cradling my head like a velvet pillow for a priceless diamond... None of it should have surprised me, but there's writing it, and then there's actually feeling it for yourself.
A few minutes of just that could have made me gush like an oil well. But Elena had other plans for me. She pulled herself forward with both hands on the edge of the desk, taking in every inch and what of my sack she could cram in.
She held there, her tongue weaving and coursing along my base like I had a Tootsie-Roll center. Never having been with an actual bimbo, her enthusiasm about it was the most shocking part. I could swear on my life that this was the most fun I'd seen Elena have in her week here. Even more so than her little show at the hardware store.
I'd found that feeling you search for your entire life, like a heroine addict's first hit. I couldn't help thinking about the other me, sitting at the same desk as he worked on this story. Thanks, buddy.
My own voice spoke in my head, but the words weren't my thoughts. It was more like when Elena's voice would give a command. No problem, now get to splitting her like a fortune in a divorce settlement. I'm closing in on 20,000 words here, because of our damn hang-ups! I started thinking about how that meant my own book would be my longest yet, if this version of me had written it.
Elena jerked me back to reality with a hard suck that almost buckled my legs out from under me. I couldn't help grabbing her hair by the roots and forcing her to back off.
She gasped for air, not at all from the loose belt around her neck. As she wrapped a hand around my shaft, she looked up, pleased at what she'd done to me so far. “I hate to sound a little biased, but I think I've been a very... very good girl.”
Holy shit, had she ever.
“And you know what?” She drew her hand up my cock and then back down again as her feet kicked back and forth. “I think I deserve a reward.”
Fuck her making a prostitute blush. She could make Howard Stern hide his face with a suicidal level of shame. And you know what? That carries serious mileage with me. I mean, I do write porn to pay my bills, and I love every minute of it.
“You sure you don't wanna come inside me?” Elena bit her top lip and looked up at me, grinning like a fool.
So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time.
I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?”
“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.”
Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call.
But the difference was, I wasn't a single guy down on his luck. Hell, exactly what I wanted in life was already here before Elena showed up. “Hold on.”
Elena cocked her head as I held an open palm in front of her face. She grabbed my wrist, moving my hand out of her view, and then stared back at me. “Don't tell me I just killed the mood for you.”
“It's not a book without a core conflict, and we don't even have an antagonist.”
“You're really gonna wonder about that right now? What the fuck, Keith?”
“I'm serious.” Or as serious as I could be without a shred of clothing on my body and an equally nude character from one of my books sitting on my office furniture, the belt around her neck aside. “There's gotta be a bad guy we don't know about yet, and since we're about to fuck, this book's close to ending.”
Elena jerked me closer by the wrist. “You're weirding me out. Just shut up and do me.”
With a request like that, how could I keep yakking? Her forearms rested on my shoulders as I got close enough to feel the heat emanating from her body. Just stick your dick in her and get it over with already.
My tip pressed against the lips of her criminally tidy, bald cunt. I could already feel how wet and needy she was down there. It looked like something you'd worship, not something you stick your cock in to get yourself off.
At the edge of her entrance, I couldn't help looking her in the eyes. Right when I thought she'd come up with something profound, Elena dropped her hands to the desk and scooted herself forward. The relief of a smoker's first cigarette after a heavy meal flooded into her face as I realized she'd gotten me inside her.
By that point, I had no damns left to give. I pressed the rest of the way inside her, feeling the first piece of strange I'd gotten since several weeks after meeting my wife. Fucking wonderful.
When she put her hands on my chest, I thought she was about to make me go at it. She did quite the opposite. “Just keep it in like that for now.” She let out a heavy breath against my skin. “God, I needed this.”
I gave her a moment, savoring the unfamiliar territory and feeling her pulse throb against my cock. Knowing her like I do, she'd probably been this wet and ready to go from the moment we'd met. I knew this was coming, and all the denial I could summon didn't make a damn bit of difference after all.
“Now,” she forced the end of the belt into my right hand, “like I said, make me regret it.”
Yes ma'am! When a nineteen-year-old blonde is ordering you to fuck her raw and your dick's already in her, let me tell you, it's steroids for your ego at thirty-three. I drew back and pulled at the belt until her face started to go even redder.
I kept hold of the end as I pressed against the back of her thighs. Her ass barely held to the ledge as I forced her to lie back, her head pulled forward by the loop squeezing around her neck. As her legs wrapped around my torso, I started pounding away, forcing her to try to moan.
The all-out smile on her face begged me to keep going. If she could breathe, I'm sure the neighbors would have heard us, and they were a good bit away. At least now I knew why I'd written Grant to be so possessive with her. Her pussy felt downright magical.
I let go of the belt before she could pass out. As she pulled it from around her neck, whimpering and gasping for air, the tell-tale impression of the strap lingered on her skin. I slowed down to give her a breather.
It was the last thing she wanted, though. “Don't hold back like that,” she held the belt up in front of me, “come on, fucking act like you own me.”
I snatched it from her and took a few steps to the left. If one belt had given us so much fun, a few more couldn't hurt. Besides, she probably wouldn't be a bimbo I'd written if some light bondage wasn't involved somehow.
“You're more like Grant than you'll ever admit, besides the body.” Elena was sitting upright, her legs straddling the corner of the desk as her feet dangled. “If we're gonna keep this up, you need to start working out, and maybe lose the beard.”
“Nobody fucks with the beard.” I pointed at the swivel chair next to her. “Your ass. There. Now.”
I dug for my other belts, pulling out a strap of brown leather and another of black cloth. Elena had stood up, but she wasn't following orders. “You should really think about turning the basement into a play room.”
Honestly, a basement sex dungeon would shock absolutely none of my close friends, but that idea would have to get explored later. “I told you to sit the fuck down.” I had the cloth belt around her wrist before she could even start following the order.
“If you come in me, it'll be the last time.” I wrapped both wrists behind her back and forced her into the chair. Elena looked up and added, “I'm serious.”
“Trust me, I don't want to.” I mean, I did, but you get the idea.
“Good, we've got an understanding.”
I looped one of the leather belts around her ankle and forced her to slide forward in the chair. “Considering what you're letting me do to you, I'd hope so.” If you enter into a dom-sub relationship without some level of trust, you're gonna have a fucked up or pissed off sub on your hands before it's over.
“So what's the plan?” Elena squirmed a little as I got a belt around her left ankle, tying the loose end to the armrest.
“Plan? I just go along with whatever my dick tells me to do at times like this.” I started work on her right leg. As soon as I had it firmly attached to the chair, I knew she wasn't going anywhere.
I picked her toy up off the floor and took my phone from in front of my monitors. The chair rolled back to the wall with a quick push. As hot as she was helpless, Elena's cunt begged for me to get back inside.
But what's the fun in rushing everything? Quickies are nice and have their place, but Gina didn't agree to stuff like this very often. Any time I got to be the master, I damn well took my time.
Dropping to my knees in front of Elena, I gave her pussy a light slap. Then a harder one. That got her smiling again.
I couldn't help admiring it from this close. As any bimbo will tell you, the heat they pack between their legs is the true source of their power over men. Great tits and a hot face are necessary, but they're just fun features. They know what men are really after.
I ran my fingers along her slit, trailing off to grab her ass. Something just beckoned me to pull my face closer. Before I realized what I was doing, I had my lips pressed against her cunt.
Tastes like strawberries, of all fucking things. Because of course it would. It felt like her entire body rippled every time my tongue batted at her clit.
She moaned as I pushed one finger inside, and then another. I turned my palm up and searched for that magic button. Her squeal announced the instant I found it.
Working both fingers back and forth on her g-spot, I gradually picked up speed and force. Her voice held a constant moan as I kept guiding her to the happiest place on earth. When her thighs tried to come together, I knew it was time.
Elena's hands grasped around as I held off the inevitable just a little longer. It wasn't the dicking she really craved, but we had plenty of time left for that. You just haven't done your job as a man if she's not just as worn out as you are when all is said and done.
I pulled my fingers out and tore my mouth away. Like the Holy Ghost had entered her body in a backwoods Southern Baptist service, Elena quaked and screamed without a sound. The hard contractions of her pussy would have felt wonderful around my cock.
The remote vibrator was back in my hand, as was my phone when she finally opened her eyes. “Hold up, I just fucking came!”
“And you're about to again.”
“Oh my go-ho-hod!” Her voice was starting to crack. “Just a few more seconds and I'll—”
One flick of my finger shut her up. Elena's mouth opened wide as the damn thing nearly buzzed out of my grip. I held it in place, pressed hard against her clit as I bent over and drove my dick back home, buried to the trunk.
Hardly the damsel-in-distress type, Elena tried her damnedest to hold on. Her chin quivered as I put my free hand around her throat. She pressed her neck against my hand, trying to nod so I'd grip tighter.
I let go of the vibe and held her neck with both hands. As she tried to shout, I started thrusting so hard, the damn chair felt like it was about to fall to pieces. I mean, you'd have to hear how nosy that damn chair is, just getting in and out of it now, to believe it.
My grip loosened, but I kept up the same intensity. As her walls tightened around me, I knew it was time to let her scream and shout all she wanted. What I didn't expect was what she said.
“Harder!” The poor thing was already a wreck of mascara streaks, hand prints, and blushing. Fucking her any harder would have split a woman my age in half.
My thighs were already aching from bending over, but I pushed through anyway, giving her exactly what she was begging for. Elena wasn't the kind of girl you refused to fuck exactly how she wanted you to. Back when I was in college, I'd have let any girl at her level stomp my balls in stilettos if she asked, and I'm horrified by the very idea of it.
“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!”
I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue.
My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym?
As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?”
“Compared to you, I'm an old-ass man.” My twenties had already come and gone, and hers hadn't even started. Thirty had hit me like a truck, and every year, the truck backed up to flatten me out even further.
“Seriously, did you just fucking come?” Her feet beat against my arms.
“No, but you're up.” I knew I didn't stand a chance of keeping pace with her. Elena was just entering her prime, and I had been declining for a decade, no matter how badly I didn't want to admit it. I pulled out and started working on the belts holding her legs in place.
“If you knock me up, it's still your fault.” She stretched her right leg out as I worked on freeing the left. “Your wife would kill you if you do.”
Yeah, Gina would, and I knew Elena wouldn't lift a finger to stop her. Hell, Elena would help Gina dispose of my body. Living with one of them for almost a decade, and writing the other out of nothing, I knew they'd fuck me over if they ever decided to team up against me.
“And my hands?” Elena sat back up and turned around, expecting me to do something about her wrists.
“What about 'em?”
“Come on, I can't give you the wet hump of your life if I can't use them.”
“You'll come up with something.” I pulled her up to her feet and sat on the edge of the desk. I scooted my printer aside and lied down, my calves and feet hanging off the edge.
“I can't even get up there like this.”
“Fine.” I leaned over and untied the belt that had kept her hands bound. “I think you know what you're doing, so I'll trust you on it.”
She crawled on top of me, pinning my shaft between my body and her slit. “Good choice.”
It was time for her to put up, or shut up. Or maybe put out was more accurate. Elena surged forward and buried her face in my shoulder as she adjusted her position, her cunt taking in the tip.
Dropping her hips, Elena's walls gripped against the entire length of my cock. I couldn't help closing my eyes and taking it all in. When her hands planted on my chest, I knew exactly what kind of action she was going for.
“When you think you're gonna come, let me know.”
Sometime in my mid-twenties, the damn thing between my legs started cooking off without warning. I still had stamina, but just the right scream, grip on my back, or pair of legs wrapping around my thighs could make me come in an instant. “I'll try.”
Elena was almost gushing at that point, grinding her hips into mine like she was trying to erase me with her cunt. I knew exactly what she was capable of. Fortunately for me, that was fucking a guy's dick right off of him.
Her moans just about did me in. I balled my fists and tried to hold on just a little longer. Opening my eyes didn't help matters, because how could you not want to come in her?
She forced my hands onto her tits. Somehow, I'd never even bothered getting a good feel of them. I'd always thought just a handful was the perfect size, but these cantaloupes were changing my mind on that, fast.
Her pitch got higher as I felt the first bit of precum lube up the works. Elena whipped away the hair that had been hanging over her face. When her hand went down to work on her clit, I knew it'd be a fight to hang on until after she finished.
The rocking of her hips picked up speed and intensity, building right alongside the volume of her screams. She bent forward, blonde hair dancing across my face as I heard how hard she was working her pearl. 
Elena was desperate to finish, and I was scared shitless that I was about to. She bent back again, her lips open as her thighs started to tremble. Her entire body felt like it was heating up, just as a deep pink complexion spread across her chest.
I grabbed on to each thigh, careful not to resist to the motion she was putting in with her upper body. Don't fucking come in her. Just a little bit longer.

Elena's eyes shot back and then closed. Her fingernails dug into my skin as her cunt trembled around my cock. It threw me past the point of no return. I started grunting as she fell into my chest.
Her body quaked and seized, burning in my arms as her legs clamped around my own. I felt a steamy, agonized breath against my neck before she whimpered, “Don't you fucking do it.”
I dug into my last reserve of willpower and tried to hold back. I really did. But the words coming out of her mouth might as well have been 'open sesame' for the male orgasm.
Goddammit! I meant it in both the good and bad ways. I felt like I was about to hollow myself out, coming that hard.
Before the full panic set in, I felt the warmth spreading between our stomachs, and it wasn't just from all the sweat. I hoped like hell she'd gotten me out of her before the first shot had burst out.
Elena wasn't moving at all. I started to pull myself up when she finally said, “You're lucky I didn't want you to.” She'd have been fine with Grant doing so, at any point.
“For once, I'm damn glad I'm not hot.”
She smiled like she always did when I made fun of myself. “Well, you're not hideous, but you could use some work, old man.”
I'd fucked her. That fact alone took most of the sting away. “Come on, a quick shower will do us both a lot of good.”



With Elena's help, her bed had been put together in the spare room. I'd expected everything to get awkward after the previous night. As she got the pillows just the way she wanted them, Elena ruined any notion of that idea.
“Now that I've got the bed made, wanna mess it up with me?”
“You know Gina's gonna be home any minute.” It was her last work shift before five days of off-time, so I knew she'd rush home to pass out. “At least wait until she won't walk in on us.”
“You know she wouldn't care.” Elena chucked a throw pillow at me. “Besides, she might even join in. I bet you'd love that.”
Maybe she would. “At least wait until she's passed out.” Our old couch in the barn could pull out into a sleeper, after all.
At times, she reminded you that she was still a nineteen-year-old kid. “Afraid Mom'll find out you've been banging the blonde?”
Lord. “Don't call her that. It creeps me out.”
“Well, technically, both of you are old enough to be my parents.”
“She'd have been thirteen when you would have been born.” Not even old enough to trust babysitting an infant, much less having one herself. “Just drop that shit, it's disgusting.”
“You would have been fourteen. What was on your mind all the time, back then?”
I barely dodged another pillow. “Fair point, but, just don't. I write porn for a living, but even I have my limits.”
“If you're right about all of us being characters in one of your books, you're the one making me say it. Don't blame me.”
“You're the one who asked if I was God when we first met, so don't throw this back on me.” I mean, if God looked like some amalgamation of Amish, hippie, and hipster lumberjack, it wouldn't be the biggest shocker to me.
Elena stared at the wall for a moment. “So maybe you are God.”
“Absolutely not.” If famine, war, and people still wearing Crocs to this day, were the end results for 2018 in this world, it wasn't my doing. “That other me probably made this world a lot like the one he's in, with a few small changes.” I'd done it many times, and in similar enough ways that all of my books could kinda fall into the same universe.
“Like, what kind of changes?”
“Hell if I know. This is the only world I've ever been in, as far as I can remember.” I pulled a few crazy ideas that would throw the dynamics of the previous night for a loop out of my ass. “Pulling out in time might not be totally effective, every time, in his world. Diseases could spread through unprotected sex. Binford's could be called something stupid like Lowe's or Home Depot.”
Elena just shrugged her shoulders and fell back onto the mattress. “Are you gonna fuck me, or not?” I didn't spring for the memory foam option for her bed, because fucking on that stuff is like trying to have sex in quicksand. I would have sprung for a waterbed, if stores still carried them, though. If you're of a certain age, you know why. I'd lost my virginity on one, in fact.
“Not worth the risk. That Depo shot still has six days to kick in. A month if we wanna be really safe about it.” Not that I didn't plan on fucking her during that time. “You force me into a quickie, and I might finish off as fast as it starts.”
Having written her, I knew she wanted kids, but I sure as hell didn't. Elena probably didn't want them from me, anyway. For the time being, I was probably just Mr. Right Now, Willing, & Available.
“You've got a point.” She eased up until she was sitting on the very edge of the bed. “So about this video business.”
“What about it?”
“When do we start?”
I'd done photography in the past, all I needed was a camera body capable of recording video. The lenses, camera mounts, and skills needed were already in my bag. Videography and photography aren't that different, other than the light sources and a little invested into decent microphones. “Within the week, if you're impatient.” And tiny cameras good enough for fun in public were cheap as hell.
“Writing smut is pretty hard, so I'd rather go the video route. I'd much rather flick my clit until I came than write a few hundred words about someone else doing it.”
She described the dream perfectly. “Hey, I'd rather fuck a blonde bimbo than punch letters into a keyboard about doing exactly that, too.”
“Lucky you.” She spread her legs, even though she was still in those damn gym shorts. “Better learn to tap keys with your pecker, and fast.”
“That's a shitty solution.” The story she'd written so far did need a lot of work.
“Hey!”
The voice behind me made both of us jump to attention.
“What'd I just walk in on?”
Elena figured out who it was first. “He fucked my brains out before you got home yesterday.”
I winced and expected an ax to the neck.
“I hope he pulled out, otherwise, you're both fucked.” Gina sounded way too chipper, given the context.
“It was more my doing, but I got him out in time.”
That wood-splitter to the spine never came. Gina interrupted the silence by stating, “I'm off tomorrow. You're using one of the figures on me.”
Fuck me! I still had a story to get out by the end of the next night, and they'd just tossed another giant log on the fire. “I thought you wanted Hayley around to clean up the place, first.”
Gina gripped my shoulders from behind. “Not until I get what I want for myself.” The truth she unloaded struck me, right in the core. “Besides, you're not the only one Elena wants to have fun with.”
God-fucking-dammit. Marrying a bisexual is one hell of a double-edged sword, in case you're an unremarkable-looking straight man. Be wary of that, my friends.
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”
“I don't know why that matters, but no.”
“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”
What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.
“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”
I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”
Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”
“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.
“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”
“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.
“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”
“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”
“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”
A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”
“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”
* * *
The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.
Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.
That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.
Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”
The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”
“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”
Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”
Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.
Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.
Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”
* * *
That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”
She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.
Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”
“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.
Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”
Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”
“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.” 
“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”
That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”
“I do?”
“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”
“So you think I'm that great, huh?”
What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”
“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”
“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”
Elena blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”
Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”
“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”
The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”
Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.
I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.
* * *
I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”
“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”
“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.
“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.
Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”
“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”
“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”
“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.
'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago.
I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.
I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'
Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.
She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”
That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.
“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”
I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”
“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”
“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”
Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand. 
I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.
Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”
“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.
* * *
“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”
“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”
“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”
After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”
“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”
“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”
“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”
“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”
“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”
“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”
“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”
“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”
“You'll like what you see.”
Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.
“I guess Elena's with you.”
I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”
“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”
“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”
“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”
“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.
“You didn't.”
I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”
“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”
“You're still on my side, though.”
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