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BIMBO COUNTRY II:

YOUR AGENT, MY AGENT?

I still couldn't believe it, but the minute I sat back down on my own couch that afternoon, it hit me like a right hook to the jaw. I just fucking married Emmy Lynn Stetson. It was Emmy Lynn Kincaid, legally now, and she was already off to meet with her agent about the change.

Neither of us had any family or friends there. Just ourselves, the 'priest,' and the paperwork Grant had collected to make it all legal. The poor sap doing the quick ceremony recognized her, and he was as ready to shit himself over it as I was.

The five-grand check Grant had written me shook in rhythm with my hands. I still hadn't cashed it, not that that part really mattered, considering everything else. Hell, even if it bounced, I kinda got being the trophy husband of a celebrity out of the deal. Patrem Epsilon had made me look the part, at least.

“How the hell did it end up this way?” I stared up, asking the check as I held it between my eyes and the light fixture in my living room. “Are either of you real, or was it all a joke, and I'm just the damn punchline?”

The ring on my finger was real, anyway. Everything felt too good to be true, and too easy to take. If GeneFactor was my new employer, this city and every fine piece of ass in it was mine.

My phone buzzed against my thigh in my right pocket. I pulled it out and read the text.

Emmy: Layla wants to meet you. Like, now.

But why would her agent need to see me?

Me: Tell me when and where. Also, why?

I was willing to give it a few minutes, but the response came back before I could even get up.

Emmy: She wants to talk about my career with you. :b

Me: If I'm getting yelled at, she can stick it.

I didn't send all of what I'd written there, such as exactly where Layla could stick it.

Emmy: Building left of the parking garage everyone uses for Printers Alley. Suite 71B. Now.

Resigned to my fate, I was at least thankful the bank I'd rarely used before then was on the way. And what the hell does this girl know about Printers Alley? Getting hammered between there and Music Row was a Nashville rite of passage, but for a girl almost in her twenties? Maybe being recognized everywhere in the city had earned her some privileges.


The tinted glass on the window only had “Country Element Productions” in white letters. Small agencies like this were all over Nashville, and every one of them was tucked away in some unassuming corner. The real movers and shakers in the country music industry don't announce themselves so loud that many people can hear them.

I pulled at the handle and stepped inside, seeing a room far larger and industrial looking than I expected. Large windows overlooked the street below, and the exposed beams had all been painted black. The only thing remotely homey about the place were the old copper colanders that had been turned into hanging light fixtures.

“Hello?” It was just me and the modest collection of gold and platinum records framed on the wall. I walked a little further in, wondering if the floor was real hardwood or that chintzy vinyl imitation stuff. A creak let me know it was real, and probably original to the building.

“There he is.” Emmy rushed over and jumped into my arms, like we hadn't first met just eighteen hours ago. She looked back as I held her, “See? I told you he's good-looking.”

I looked the same direction and didn't see anyone for a second. Then the kind of blonde who's had tens of thousands thrown into her appearance stepped through another open doorway. The smirk on her face tore my view from those generous helpings hiding behind her black, button-up blouse.

“So you're the one who went and eloped with my biggest star.” Layla eyed me down as she got closer. “And here I was, thinking Emmy shared everything with me.”

I'm available for loan. I knew exactly what she meant, but damn. The only thing as exaggerated as her tits was her ass. In my past line of work, a lot of the guys I dealt with would have called her a pawg to her face. Nothing wrong with a phat ass white girl on my end, either.

“You're a quiet one, too. Just about the last kind of guy I expected her to marry someday.” The sleeve of tattoos on my arm had me judged two days in a row now. “Tell me, how'd you meet her?”

Emmy climbed down and stood between us, facing her agent. “A common friend introduced us,” I thought I was getting away clean, “just yesterday at that recording you had to miss.”

Aw shit.

“Yesterday?” She stared at me as I shrugged back at her, and then back down at all five feet of my wife. “Emmy, what the everliving fuck is wrong with you?”

Emmy didn't hesitate to get the honest truth out. “There's just something about Jason. I can't explain it, but I knew he was 'the one' not long after I met him.”

“You're nineteen years old, Emmy! I know you refuse to have sex before marriage, but this is fucking ridiculous.” Layla sized me up again. “All she's done is talk about how wonderful you are since she got here, so congratulations, I guess.”

She didn't have to know about the pre-marital sex part, but I'd already had enough. “Listen, I haven't had it sink in yet, either. I was just as shocked as you are.”

Emmy backed herself into me, wrapping her arms around one of mine from behind her back. In the short time we'd been around each other that day, you almost had to pry her off of me. “I haven't told Tray yet. He didn't know why I wanted to go alone this morning.”

I remembered that damn bodyguard for the first time since all this happened. Motherfucker's gonna kill me.

“Emmy, listen.” Layla bent to get at eye level with her. “What do you think people will say? All the country music rags will go nuts when they hear about this.”

“Well,” she sounded like she was afraid to get it out, “I've been thinking about an image change, and Jason's just the guy who can help with that.”

“What do you mean? Is that why you married him all of a sudden?”

“This good-girl image isn't who I am anymore.” She pulled even harder against my arm. “I know I've only been a big name for just over a year, but it's time for a change.”

Layla's pupils almost glowed with rage. “You're not going pop, are you?”

To me, all the new country music out of this city was just twangy pop, already. I had to get a word in, anyway. “What she means is, she's tired of acting like she's in a revival tent all the time.”

“Emmy, you basically grew up in one, remember?” Layla reached for the small cross tucked between my wife's tits. “Every fan you've got will flip on you like a wet mattress.”

“You know none of my fans actually follow what they beat others over the head with. I'm not following it anymore, either.”

“All that's completely true,” Layla stood all the way back up and let go of the necklace, “but the last thing you want to do is call them on it.”

“I stand by her.” Sticking around a girl who thumps holes Bibles wasn't something I'd even consider. “It's worked for other singers.”

“And they're doing pop music now. That's the problem.” Layla started walking back to her actual office. “Come on, we'll sit and figure out what we can do, if that's what both of you insist on doing.”

Cheeks jogged up and down as I stared on. Doggystyle, for fucking sure. Layla looked like a good fuck with her would hurt a man.

“You coming, Jason?” Emmy tugged at my hand, breaking my gaze.

“Yeah, sure.” And your agent's exactly the kind of girl Grant told me to look for.


I crashed down on my side of the bed. Emmy scooted next to me, running a hand down the center of my chest. “See? I told you I could handle it.”

Christ, this girl's a freak now. “If that bodyguard of yours walked in and heard all that, that door would be on the floor right now.”

She'd already texted Tray to let him know he had the rest of the day off. We'd both gone back to her place, and Emmy was on top of me the second we were inside. “It's not like you tried to slow me down.”

And why would I? “What time did Layla say she'd be here?”

“Six. Why?” Emmy sat up and looked over at her alarm clock. “Oh, we took that long?”

For two hours straight, I tried my damnedest to wear the girl out. Finally, I couldn't take it any longer and had to nut in her again, just like she was begging me to do. Something about that makes it impossible to pull out.

“You want to do the same thing to her, don't you?”

My head shot back as I looked her way. “What the hell?”

“Elena told me what you do over the phone last night.” Emmy smiled, her expression as warm as a fresh bun. “She couldn't be happier with her husband, and he does the same thing, so I knew I had to marry you.”`

I heard the words, but I didn't want to piece them together at first. “I can't believe she just up and told you like that.” But the girl knew anyway, so who was I to doubt her?

“It's alright. I don't know what it is, but something's made me think that sort of work isn't just okay.” She got up, nude, petite, and smoking hot. “I think it's important, and I'm happy you think I'm good enough, out of all the women you could have married.”

She didn't sound anything like the person I saw on the television at Terry's eight days before. I hadn't chosen her as my ideal. Her agent was more my style, but Emmy was leaps beyond the kind of girl I thought I'd have ended up getting hitched to. “So you don't mind that I have to sleep with other women to get paid?”

“So long as you let me be the kind of singer every man fantasizes about banging, I don't see a problem.” Emmy looked back, shoulders up and arms tight to her body. “Unless you do.”

“Slutty songstress? That's what you want to be?” I couldn't even imagine how she'd pull that off without a major makeover. The bangs covering her forehead screamed sweet and innocent.

“You don't think I can pull it off?”

“If you act like you just did in bed, on stage, I don't see why you couldn't.” Whatever Elena did to her, it had warped her mind and personality into something nobody would recognize. “Church-girl country singers aren't my type, so I won't stop you.”

“It'll be at least a year before I can get on stage like that, though.”

The wild sex and the way Emmy fawned over me almost made me forget why I'd gotten paid for her in the first place. “You're married now, so nobody can throw a fit when you have a baby. I'd keep all of this quiet for the time being, though.”

An electronic chime filled the room. “Layla must have pulled up.” Emmy slid a short, blue dress over her slim figure, not bothering with any other clothing. “I'll head downstairs and greet her. Take your time.”


“Really? Like her?” Layla held a magazine open on the massive dining table when I showed up. “That's,” she looked at Emmy and then at the pages again, “quite a change.”

I peered over her shoulder as I walked by. Charia Bullitt? Damn, she does want to go all-out sexy on stage. Emmy couldn't have picked a more polar opposite of her old image, picking the girl who you could almost swear was having sex with thin air during every performance.

“I know I said some awful things about her in the past, but that's all behind me now.” Emmy got out of her chair and patted the seat for me. “I really need to apologize to her for that.”

I took the seat. Emmy climbed right into my lap, exactly as I expected her to. “I'm just as shocked as you, so don't look at me.”

“Jason, she wasn't like this when I talked to her yesterday morning. What the hell happened to her?”

“A heart-to-heart with her friend who introduced us, is all I can guess.” If I had the same powers as Grant and Elena, there was no reason why I couldn't have done it, but I would have stopped at making all of this a temporary change.

“I can still work with a singer like that, but it's such a change from what Nashville's used to. I wouldn't even know where to find you a new songwriter.”

Emmy leaned forward on my thighs and gripped the edge of the table. “If we get a few more singers with that kind of image, it might start a good trend for this city.”

“Well,” Layla leaned back and crossed her legs, tossing the magazine on the table, “the labels have gotten away with bro-country, and every producer who gives a shit thought they were insane.”

Like her past was thousands of miles behind her, Emmy shot in, “You know every producer who really cared quit before I was born.”

“What do you think about all this, Jason? She's your wife now.”

I gave it a few seconds of honest thought. “If that's the direction she wants to go, I've gotta support her. Emmy's the celebrity, not me.”

“That's funny. I kinda took you as a closet religious nut at first.” Layla rested her cheek against an open palm, studying me over. “What do you do for a living, exactly?”

Before I could even begin to think about how to answer, Emmy threw out, “He gets women pregnant for money.”

“What the fuck?” I couldn't tell if it was confusion or shock in her face. “Now I know you're pulling something.”

“He really does, and I was his first.” I wanted to crawl under the table as she talked. “Tell her, Jason.”

“Please tell me she's joking, or that you just got her drunk.”

“Well, I can't get her drunk because...”

“You're serious, then.”

I shrugged. It was all I could think to do. “I guess I am.”

“But you two just met yesterday. There's no way she could know that already, even if you'd actually been fucking for a few weeks.”

Legendary bullshitter that I am, even I couldn't keep a completely straight face right then. “Listen, I know it's a stretch—”

“Yeah, a girl that short with a guy like you is gonna be one.” She wasn't wrong.

Emmy already had another solution that took everyone by surprise. “Well, why don't you two work together? Layla, you know everyone in Nashville who would qualify.”

Layla stared at me. “Maybe she's high instead.”

I shrugged, not wanting to make the situation any more awkward. “Don't look at me, I've been clean for a couple of years.”

Not willing to let it go, Emmy pressed on. “But think about it, Jason could totally give you a cut. My friend who introduced us does the same thing for her husband.”

“And the money's real? How much are we talking about?”

I clasped my hands together and scooted forward in my chair. “Five grand for a verified donation, ten grand upon live birth.” Just for shits and giggles, I threw out a figure. “I'll give you twenty percent of each.”

“Twenty-five-hundred out of each payment, and you've got a deal. Some of these girls are putting having children on hold for their careers, and they end up regretting it later.”

My head shot back. “Half of the first payment? Are you nuts?”

“That's my counter-offer. You'd kill to have my list of contacts, and you know it.” Layla eased back in her chair. “Besides, this is a load of shit, anyway.”

I was still getting ten smackers after all was said and done, and I was married to a girl making money hand over fist. “Alright, got anyone I can take care of later tonight?” Maybe I was getting my own Elena after all, even if she still thought I was joking.

Emmy got out of my lap and stood behind Layla. As she hugged from behind, she looked at me and asked, “Wanna make it her?”

Layla and I locked eyes. Her mouth opened to speak, but nothing came out. A few seconds of silence passed before I said, “You know that's entirely up to Layla, not you.”

Emmy whispered something in her ear, changing Layla's expression completely. She backed off and had her ass back on my crotch in seconds. “If you give her that cut for herself, I bet she'll do it.”

I married a fucking lunatic. “What did you say to her?”

“Elena told me never to tell anyone what her secret words are. Not even you.”

I had gotten my own from Grant, under the same condition. “That's fair. I owe her a lot.”

Layla got up now. “So, are we doing this?”

I thought yesterday was the weirdest day of my life, but I've thought that every single day, for the past week. “Fuck it, let's go.”

“So,” Layla looked like she had been caught with her pants down, “how does it work, exactly?”

Emmy got back up herself. “Are you that clueless? You two fuck. Jason nailed me on the couch last night.”

“Now I know she's not the same person she was the last time I talked to her.” Layla grinned and grabbed Emmy on both upper arms. “She's fun like this, though.”

“I didn't do shit, her friend did.”

“Well, she's got the personality to match that image change. To be honest, Emmy was too self-righteous and preachy until she met you.”

Throwing me for another loop, my wife smiled when she heard it. “It's not like I didn't really want it, even when I was like that. I guess I just quit lying to myself.”

All of those consent lessons Elena had beat into my head finally made sense. I just wish she hadn't made my balls bluer than a smurf's ass. I couldn't help taking another survey of Layla's impressive breasts as I said, “I didn't know her for an hour before she changed, but yeah, there's a difference in her.”

“So what'll it do to me?”

From all I could figure out, it just made girls horny as hell and absolutely shameless. “If I knew exactly, I'd tell you.”

Layla finally let go of Emmy's arms and faced me. “Well, if you'd get your ass out of that chair, I wouldn't mind seeing for myself.”

I stood right up. The options for places to take her for a spin were damn near limitless in that massive house. But we had the perfect place, right in front of us.

Like we all had the same idea at once, all three of us started pushing everything off the dining room table. Wrapped silverware clattered as I gave the centerpiece a good shove. Every scrap of silk flowers and ivy landed with a soft rustle.

Emmy started working on the buttons of Layla's blouse. “I always wondered if these were real or not. Can you believe I held them against you?”

Layla stood there, letting me get a solid appraisal. As the last button popped open, she said, “They're real.” The glittery bra looked like it was straining to keep everything in as Layla pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

Those incredibly tight jeans loosened at the flick of Emmy's fingertips. Even with the zipper down, it was like they were peeling off of her. Stepping out of pants and high heels at the same time, the girl was like an exaggerated hourglass.

Is it really this damn easy? Layla was in it for the money, but Emmy looked like she was in it just for the fun. Either way, having both of them do the heavy lifting for me meant I could just come in a cup, not that it would be remotely as fun.

“I'm not the only one stripping down, am I?” Layla grabbed at the hem of my shirt, pulling it over my head. By the time it was in the floor, Emmy had already tossed her dress aside.

I reached behind Layla's back, releasing pounds of tension on the strap. Her bra lurched down, gliding down her arms to free the fluffiest pair of tits I'd seen on a girl that fit. She had the kind of body you had to earn.

Emmy worked on my pants, teasing my cock with her lips as I stepped out of my shoes. Layla slid her panties down, just as sparkly as the bra was. Pure, pink perfection was right there, just waiting for me.

“Yeah, you're one of those tens they told me to go after. Damn.”

“I think Emmy made a nice catch, herself.” Layla pulled my wife up before she could get my dick in her mouth. “Do you think she can keep her hands off you long enough?”

The contrast in how they looked didn't lessen either of them. If Emmy was the kind of petite, feisty girl you bounced on your dick, Layla was the type you grabbed by the hair and nailed from behind. As they both turned around, their asses almost gave me a cardiac event.

Emmy guided her agent to the end of the table and then pushed a couple of chairs out of the way. Layla bent over, her breasts spreading underneath her as they pressed against the table. The loud pop of Emmy's hand smacking against a cheek echoed twice.

“Oh my god, you've gotta try slapping this thing.” She took another ear-ringing swat. “I could play with her ass for days.”

“Easy, don't wear her out before I get to try.” I stepped beside Emmy and then reared my hand back. My palm stung as Layla jerked her head back. Toned, with just enough give to verge on bouncy.

She wiggled her ass a little and scooted back. A hot, wet sensation came over the tip of my shaft. Whatever Patrem Epsilon did to women, it sure didn't make them demand foreplay. This girl was soaked.

Emmy took hold of my cock, teasing at Layla's slit with an up and down motion. “I think I'll like watching you two almost as much as I like ice cream.” When I looked down at her, Emmy's face was beaming with a smile.

I'll have to take her out for some after this. The girl's a freak, and I love that about her. The overload on my head was enough to shiver me out of my thoughts.

My hips eased forward as I wrapped my hands around the small of Layla's waist. Her cunt took me in, almost begging me to go further. The heat inside felt like getting in a bath a few degrees higher than you're used to. After a few seconds, it just feels amazing.

Emmy pressed against my ass, forcing me all the way inside. Just hours after marrying the girl, she was already helping me fuck one of her best friends, who'd help me get laid herself. Sometimes you just have to appreciate how fucking lucky you are.

The first hard thrust made both of them whimper. Emmy stepped to the side of the table and bent over herself. With her face right in Layla's she asked, “If it's just perfect for you, do you think it hurt for me?”

Layla pushed her shoulders up, both hands planted on the table. “Yeah, he probably splits you in half.”

“Don't worry,” Emmy rose up to meet her gaze, and then looked at me, “I like it when he's rough.”

You sure fucking do. I'd gotten the hint and curled my fingers around Layla's shoulders. The feeling of my entire length ripping in and out was almost enough to make me pass out.

Layla began moaning in time with how I crashed my hips against her ass. The table didn't give, but the way her rear parted way for me just made me want to dive in that much further. It had been years since I'd fucked a girl with junk in the trunk and on her chest, but nowhere else.

Hell, I didn't just want to fuck and knock this girl up. If she was this perfect, and supposed to be my helper, I had to own her. Pulling every bit of long, blonde hair into a ponytail with my fist, I gradually pulled back until she was standing straight.

The angle my cock went in drove her wild. The only thing hotter than a woman sporting bust and hip measurements in the forties, with a waist still in the twenties, was the way she sounded when she screamed. Her hands reached back, sticking to my sides like she wanted it even harder.

The only thing about Grant's life I envied him for, was already in my hands and on my dick. His idea of perfection was close to mine, but Layla edged out Elena by just a cunt hair. And hey, I'm not the type to marry my main booty call. Women like Layla are strictly side-girls.

Somehow, I already had her close. Slick as a greased up slip'n'slide and hotter than an oven, Layla's pussy started tightening around my shaft. She was so damn worked up, it didn't even slow me down.

It's the temptation I have to fight every time, even today, but the urge to come forced me to send her flying right over the edge. I gave her a hard salvo, bringing myself just as fucking close. The second I felt the first bead of precum, I pulled out.

Layla went ballistic, collapsing the top half of her body onto the table. Her feet lifted off the floor as her knees bent. I couldn't help covering the hand print Emmy had left, just long enough to replace it with an even bigger one.

Emmy lied down on her stomach, right next to Layla's shivering body. Without even asking or warning me, she had my cock to the back of her throat in seconds. Her tongue lapped around the entire shaft, not being shy about tasting her manager's cunt, and loving it. If she knew how close I was, she wouldn't have done it.

Hell, who am I kidding? She would have, and probably even faster. After this round, getting those two in the same room with me at the same time usually meant war was breaking out. Luckily, they decided to fight it out by seeing who could tempt me the most. As much as it seemed like Layla's body was purpose-built to be my ideal, my wife had her own ways to override even that.

Painful as it was, I had to back off. A load down her throat wouldn't pay shit, and she/d have me the rest of the night. Phat ass white girl cunt was what this horny ass white guy was after. Pawgs and hawgs go great together, in my opinion.

Layla finally rolled over, looking like she had no idea what had just happened. I couldn't blame her. Any time I came too hard, it felt like passing out from running too hard, too long.

And that's exactly what I wanted to feel when I was done. Otherwise, the job wasn't done to the best of my abilities. Like my motto from back in my hustling days says, 'Be good, or be good at it.'

I put both arms between her thighs and forced them apart. Neat, slim, and pinker than Barbie's Jeep. That bald cunt just begged me to get back inside.

Emmy crawled up to Layla's head, facing me as she draped her pussy over her friend's face. “And I've even got something to play with.” Both hands were on Layla's breasts before her expression changed to a pleasant shock. “Hey, this really does feel good.”

She's never been eaten out? It shouldn't have shocked me, but Emmy had gotten a crash course in real sex-ed in the past twenty-four hours. I would have already done it, but wasting time with foreplay was the only thing that was probably still a sin to her. The girl just wanted you to fuck her brains out, like, five minutes ago.

I primed my dick for reentry, teasing at Layla's clit with my tip. Diving back in too soon would just have me ready to come again in no time. And with these two girls acting exactly like they were? Why not give them some time to play around?

“Oh fuck.” Emmy leaned forward a little. “Please tell me you're good at this, Jason.”

I'd never had any complaints. “Wanna see if I am or not?”

She looked down, addressing Layla without seeing her face. “You hear that? You'll have to tell me how good he is when we get done.”

I bent over, guiding my hands even further up Layla's thighs. Diving right in and motorboating the fuck out of it was some amateur shit. This was the kind of cunt you teased the living hell out of.

The soft folds gave under my fingertips. Layla jerked when I barely touched her clit. She still had some of the echoes from that last climax coursing through her.

My tongue waved between her lips, gradually working from just above her entrance, up to her happy button. I folded my tongue, holding the clit with both halves and hitting the whole thing as I shot my tongue back and forth.

That secret technique, a bi girl I'd fucked around with had taught to me, did wonders. And on Layla, it was no exception. Her thighs squeezed against my ears as Emmy started whimpering.

Still hard as reading a manual upside down in Chinese, I wanted my dick back inside. Something about the way her thighs trembled let me know Layla wanted the same thing. It was close to as good for her, but just not the real deal.

I didn't take it personally. Hell, I thought it was a compliment. As I stood all the way back up, her legs spread wide.

Emmy rushed forward, two fingers spreading Layla open. “It's not like you'll get the job done if you're not in here.”

The tip pressed against the start of her passage. Nothing could have felt better as I nudged forward, gradually sliding myself to about halfway in.

“There you go, push it deep in her.” Emmy sat up bolt-straight, grinding her slit against Layla's mouth.

Fuck, I could come for days in here. Definitely not a tough nut to crack, this one felt like it was already rushing back. I took it slow, resting at balls-deep until Layla started gyrating her hips.

If I was fucking coming, I was getting what I could out of the round. Teasing at Layla's clit with my thumb, I started pile-driving myself into her body. Her voice leaked out from under my wife's cunt as Emmy rose up several inches.

Layla dipped no telling how many fingers between Emmy's thighs. She worked away with her arm until both of them were bawling messes. It was the sound of angels crying with joy.

By the noises Emmy made, every one of Layla's fingers aside from the thumb on her clit was jammed in her cunt. She broke through the haze of it for a second, opening her eyes as she smiled, nodding at me to let me know I needed to do my damn job.

Emmy rested on her elbows, her eyes slammed shut and mouth wide open. Her tits held tight to her chest, even for their respectable size. There was no denying she hadn't hit twenty yet.

Not even a decade further along, Layla could tell I was armed and ready to fire any minute. Even if she hadn't figured it out in her head, her body couldn't hide knowing it.

Pulses of tight, wet cunt coursed from base to tip, picking up steam more steam, the harder I fucked her. Even if she'd lost her damn mind and had given in to Patrem Epsilon's effects on my body, what did it matter? I hadn't even had to use the phrase Grant had told me to use, and Layla's body was fucking begging me to knock her up.

“Shit,” I looked at Emmy and realized she was beyond words already, “I'm fucking....”

Layla's curves shifted in front of me. Breasts heaved, her waist bent and rose. When her stomach tightened, I knew what was about to happen.


She finally got it out. “Fuck, I'm coming!”

Like a timed demolition, her trigger set mine off within milliseconds. The deepest parts of her cunt moved on their own as I felt myself empty out inside of her, mid-thrust. I shoved myself as far as I could, feeling the wet lips of her cunt against my sac.

Before I could process how great that felt, the second shot damn near wiped my brain. Arms and legs pulled me tight.

Like she was miles away, Emmy's voice barely registered. “God, that's how you looked when you came last night.” The words were there, but it was a good minute before I could even process them.

Layla had me locked in, trapped deep in her slit until she was positive I was spent. Still right in the middle of coming, it was pure instinct on her part. A body that perfect knew exactly what it was really meant to do, the mind be damned.

I fell forward. Plush tits and soft arms held me up as I moaned with the last burst. Knowing I had her support in all this made the completed feeling in my chest spread everywhere else.

Emmy's voice was pure warmth, despite what she said. “I'm so fucking jealous right now.”

All I could manage was a few sucking breaths. I needed four or five glasses of water, ten minutes of rest, and a damn big meal not long after that. My body was fucking spent.

“And to think you'd fuck my manager on the same day we got married, and like it this much.” She giggled like she was excited at the challenge. “Someday, I'll get good enough to make you quit this job.”

It was another sentence I wouldn't comprehend until a few minutes later, but that one had me thinking for the next several days. If Emmy was this devoted already, she was either the crazy bitch I had always warned everyone else about...

Or she was exactly the girl I needed, when my world had gone completely insane.


“So about this image change.” I dug the long spoon into my half of the fried ice cream. The blasting mariachi music forced me to raise my voice. “Are you sure you want to go that far with it?”

Emmy let her spoon linger in her mouth as she twisted it, answering the question for me. She finally pulled it out and shot it right back down to the bowl. “I know it's what you like. Your face says it all.”

“What I like and what's good for you might be two different things.” I took another sip on that giant mug of Dos Equis XXX. It didn't compliment the ice cream as much as it had the fajitas. I'd barely swallowed when I had to add, “If you keep things the way they are, you'd be on top of this city for years.”

“I've already made enough that I'll never had to sing another word, if I don't want to. Risking tens of millions you don't even have isn't scary when you've already got that much in the bank.”

I wouldn't have minded if she kept her old image, so long as she dropped the Bible-thumping. “You're throwing those figures around like we didn't just meet yesterday.”

“We've already done a lot of things like we've known each other for years.” Emmy pointed at the cherry still on top. “You want it?”

“Nah, go for it.”

She pinched the stem between her thumb and index finger. “Sorry I didn't save mine for you.”

I was actually thankful she hadn't. “They're not as fun to pop as you'd think.” As awful as they are in bed, guys who actually prefer them confuse the hell out of me.

“Yeah, my first time was with one.”

“First? How many times had you...”

“Just a few times before I met you. I think it had been like three years until yesterday.”

I wondered if anyone who recognized her was overhearing us, but with the upcoming image change, it didn't matter quite as much anymore. “I think valuing virginity is like calling a girl a one-time-use sort of thing. Having had sex doesn't ruin her. It just means she stands a chance of knowing what she's doing.”

“So how long had you gone without it before we met?” Emmy dug her spoon back in and then let the bite linger again. She stared, expecting an answer.

“One month.” Weeks can count as months, right? “Some waitress downtown liked what she saw, and I wasn't turning her down.”

“So you never were Elena's bodyguard. I wondered why she never mentioned that when she explained your job.” Emmy acted like it was nothing more than juicy gossip. “I'm amazed you never boned her.”

Not for a lack of trying. “Nope, her husband would have had me shot, anyway.” The fact I never did still stung like a motherfucker. And the possible shot to the head if I had? At least it'd have been over quick, unlike the several days of fucking awful blue balls.

Emmy wasn't letting up, quizzing me like she had to know everything about me, that night. “Any preferences?”

“I like my beer dark and my slacks without a crease.”

“No, silly. I mean... You know.”

Oh. In terms of the kinds of women I went nuts over, Layla was my idea of perfection. But I couldn't tell Emmy that.

“Come on, I wanna know.”

“Dirty talk will get you far.” Random nudes sent my way never hurt either, but that request would have to wait until her image changed. Too much risk for the moment. “And nothing's better than an enthusiastic blowie.” I was damn glad the booths on either side of us were empty.

“You might have to teach me on those. I've never done much of that.” She looked more ashamed for not having been crowned Queen Blowjob already, than she was about the topic itself. “I can learn though.”

She already had a million-dollar mouth, and her effort earlier was admirable, at least. “You make a living with your mouth, so I guess it's natural you'd want to get good with it in another way.”

“Be good, or be good at it, right?” She grinned after repeating my catchphrase, and then spooned the last of the ice cream between her lips. That little hint of tongue sticking out clued me into what I was getting on the drive home.
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Something's got hold of me. Ada tried rolling over, just to feel the sheets tighten around her. The entirety of her body felt locked in place.

She couldn't see anything in the dim light of a quarter moon coming through her windows. But the tightness around her legs and the way even the crickets had shut up, told her everything she needed to know.

Maybe the spell worked after all. She had definitely surpassed the dabbling stage. Whatever powers answered her calls always demanded something in return.

This time, the cloaked figure she had been spotting out of the corners of her eyes did more than follow. A voice, cold and echoing like the room had tripled in size, came from nowhere in particular. “For that which you seek, a higher toll you must pay.”

She tried to find the source. It was in the room, the entity shades darker than the night. “I have no earthly attachments. Take what you like.”

The air chilled and the breeze stopped. “The ritual must be done. When the moon sets, you will find what you need.”

Ritual? “I thought I already fulfilled my end. What more do you want?”

Dozens of icy hands latched onto her, exploring places Ada had only used to get what she wanted, and rarely. “What is taken away,” the figure loomed high above her now, “must always be replaced.”

“I don't care.” Ada writhed against the frigid pressure violating every notion of personal space. “I want that bastard to lose everything good in his life for what he did.”

The faceless silhouette of total darkness eclipsed the near-black of the room. “How will you repay the debt?”

“I know I'll suffer consequences, but I don't care.” Revenge against Troy was her reason for setting down this path, after all. “Make him suffer!”

* * *

A few more crumbs of concrete slipped away as she took the hardest steps of her life. This solid, old saltbox house looked like it had aged fifty more years overnight. Ada knew it was time to find a new hall for her rituals.

The morning glories she had trained along the porch, a minor component in her mixtures, had all died. These were just fine last night.

Something had sucked all the warmth, light, and life from the place, replacing them with the essence of cold, dark death. Every step closer dropped the temperature a degree or two. But Ada had come too close to her ultimate goal to turn back now.

Whatever he takes from me, I can handle. Her life had been built around never committing to or valuing anyone since Troy had left her heartbroken ten years before. Her life of bitterness and self-servitude was impossible to value. All I have to lose is my hate.

The door knob had rusted to the point it didn't work, another new deterioration. One quick pull from Ada finished the door frame, the wood not so much splintering as disintegrating. The hinges squalled like an angry cat.

A familiar voice beckoned, “You should be thankful my price is what you offer freely.”

“Any life can be rebuilt,” the air in the entryway reeked of wet concrete, feeling as electric as it did cold. “He'll be too broken to pick up the pieces.”

“Your confidence will be your downfall.”

Spongy floorboards threatened to give out beneath Ada. A faint sliver of light crept through one of the windows, barely illuminating a pattern of lace and leather. “I'm supposed to wear that?”

“Have you reconsidered?”

Now he's trying to embarrass me. “Of course not, but don't think for a minute I'll enjoy wearing something so slutty.”

* * *

The world seemed bright, even friendly. As Ada drove away, she heard the house collapse, but that didn't bother her. She had someone to see, and when she checked herself out in the rear-view mirror, she couldn't help liking what she saw.

I never thought I was hot, but damn, just look at me. Ada Perkins, the bitchy cash advance manager had been left behind in that wreck of a house. Even the constant presence of the dark figure was gone, as far from her mind as the lunch menu of some cafe in Greece.

She knew where to go, but she didn't know why. The Drunken Squirrel had never been her kind of place, but the rowdy bunch of hardasses and drunks just had to see what she was now. This need to feel admired was new, and she wondered why that basic human desire had felt so alien to her in the past.

“But if he's not there,” she asked her reflection, “what's a girl to do?” Her lips curved in a smile, still tender from an expansion she wasn't aware of. “There's always someone who'd want some of this.”

Pulling up beside the bar, Ada parked her Toyota on the street and stepped out. A couple of old men whittling on pieces of cedar looked up from their bench. She knew they wanted to do more than just look, but they weren't exactly who she was after.

* * *

Ada gripped at the edge of the pool table behind her. She thought he would be happy to see her, but his face spoke volumes. With everyone else waiting on her hand and foot, his reaction to her was a shot to the heart.

Troy stepped in front and got right in her face. “What the fuck is wrong with you all of a sudden?”

“Aren't you happy to see me? I came here just for you.”

The way his brow wrinkled got Ada ready for it. “I don't believe that for a second. You're pulling something, just like you always did.”

“Like I always did?” Her past was just a haze by now, rapidly approaching oblivion. “We dated in the past, but I don't remember anything bad about it.”

“You're lying.”

It boggled Ada's mind, but she did remember the break-up. “Yeah, we broke-up after you complained the first time we had sex. Something about me not doing any of the work.”

Troy smirked and asked, “Well, was it not true? You're the one who called it off, not me.”

“I didn't call anything off.” It was time for the new Ada to tell the truth. “I expected you to try patching things up, but you were fine with ending it like that.”

“And you held the worst fucking grudge against me ever since then.” Troy backed off a little bit. “I knew I'd made the right choice after that.”

Did I do that? “I know it'll sound weird, but I don't remember being mad at you.”

“You suddenly stop being so conservative, and now you've got amnesia? This is why I know you're pulling something.”

Pulling what? I just want to make you happy. “I'm willing to pick up where we left off.”

Troy backed away and fell into one of the chairs lining the cinder block wall. “First my job's gone, then Natalie, and to top it off, my bike's totalled.” He stared back up at Ada, looking as broken as he was confused. “And now you show back up, with barely any clothes on and trying to get back together with me?”

That's right, he was dating that Natalie girl at the vet's office. “I didn't know about any of that. Sounds like it's been a rough day.”

“And beyond that, of all people, you're trying to cheer me up.” Troy looked at the blackout curtains in the windows. “Someone or some thing's got it out for me today.”

Ada didn't say another word. Even if she was the cause of all his misery, she wasn't capable of realizing it any longer. All she wanted was to please Troy, especially on the worst day of his life.

“I expected you'd be over the moon hearing all this,” his face changed, “but you're not.”

Her lips pouted as Ada moved herself back in front of Troy. Bending down, she brushed his hair off his forehead, her breasts threatening to burst out of the corset. “If there's anything I can do, just name it.”

“A new job, and new bike, and I guess a new woman, if you're taking requests.”

The new job? Maybe she'd be able to find something. The new bike was out of her means, but she could give him a ride wherever he needed to go. But she did have one thing to offer that moment. “A new woman...”

“That's kinda what you are now. When did you change like this?”

“I don't know.” Ada tried to think back to even that morning, but it was all blank. “Everyone seems to like it, even me.”

Troy stared right in front of him at her bountiful breasts that had grown a few cup sizes. “I'm not complaining. I mean, just look at you now.”

Ada hugged his face right into her cleavage, lifting one foot. “See? I knew I'd make you happy.”

The stubble Troy had always left on his face scratched against her breasts, but not in a bad way. Ada liked the way it hurt, just a little. He wasn't making any move to back out from between them.

“If you like them so much,” she felt her true purpose flip on like a light, “why don't you let me make up for the last time?”

Troy laughed from between the mounds of tit crushing his face. He finally backed out and looked up at her. “You're serious?”

Ada nodded and beamed from ear to ear. “Come on, it'll be fun.”

“You're out to have fun?” He shook his head and put his hands around her waist. “It's like someone reprogrammed your brain.”

“What do you mean?”

“The Ada I knew,” Troy started trying to sound prim and proper, just like she used to sound, “would never sink to such frivolous depths as to try having fun.”

She sounds like an awful person. “Well, you're the one trying to get out of it. The sting of a quick smack to her ass made Ada jump.

“You don't look like you're pissed at me for that. The old you really is gone.”

“Of course not. Do it again.”

* * *

The immense joy of having a part of him inside her ended as abruptly as it had started. Troy pulled her head back, forcing his tip out from between Ada's pursed lips. “Christ, what's got into you?”

“It's about to be you.” Using his soft moans to guide her, Ada's tongue pressed against the bottom of his dick. Stopping short of choking herself, she sealed her lips around him. She felt the negative pressure in her mouth, noticing the hand running through her hair as a compliment.

Ada's free hand wrapped around the base and his sack. Her tongue weaved along his most sensitive parts. It felt too natural.

As she reared to make another go, Troy held Ada back with a finger on her chin. “Too much more of that and I’m gonna blow.”

That just won't do. The pure need spreading from between her legs took over. “Fuck me like a prom date.” Ada had forgotten how she had turned Troy down because of a 'headache' the night of their senior prom.

“If I had a rubber, I would.”

“Will you forget about shit like that?” Ada stood up, pulling Troy by the wrists as she backed against a pool table. She forced Troy's shaft into the gap between her thighs, jammed against the lips of her cunt.

“You're wet as the fucking lake.” Troy stared into her eyes, trying to look past the cock-mad instinct that had taken over her entire being. “There's no talking you out of this, is there?”

“Backing out would be worse than forcing me against my will.” Her memory of 'her will' was already gone, buried with everything else about her old self. Ada pushed herself further onto the table, resting her ass on the rails.

She knew it was wearing down the unfathomable resistance in Troy. The idea of him not wanting to split her like firewood couldn't register in her mind. He looked up and sighed. “Craziest fucking day of my life.”

“Stop saying 'fucking' and goddamned do it!”
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