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Author's Note: This one took a while to write and get to a point where I was satisfied with the story itself, as well as the implications. The broader story was there, but how the aftermath would play into the last couple of installments weighted on me for a while. From here on out, Jason's life starts to complicate, to say the least.

Now that the story's kicked into high gear where I'm at right now, the words are coming fast. Expect this series to wrap up before the second installment of my other ongoing series, Bimbo Between Alphas, comes out. Now that the quicksand of the middle is behind me, I know exactly where the ending is headed, and how we'll get there.


BIMBO COUNTRY 3:

TRAPPED DEEP IN DIXIE

Union Crossing

The chipped road sign marked what you could barely call a town. I looked in the rear-view mirror and saw the light pollution from Montgomery, Alabama light up the cloudy sky in that weird purplish-amber. Everything about this town looked like it hadn't seen anything new since the eighties.

“That restaurant over there,” Emmy pointed across my arms as they held the steering wheel, “that's where I sang for people, outside of church, for the first time.” The sheet metal siding had been painted to look like corroded stucco over brick, up until the top third.

Potholes filled the road about as much as what few parking lots were lit up. “It's not even nine, and it's Friday. How is this place already asleep?”

“It's Union Crossing. What did you expect?”

Her hometown reminded me of why I thought The South, outside of major cities, was basically a third-world country of its own. Nashville was bad enough, but rebel flags outnumbered American flags here. Despite what the people here would probably tell you, The South will never rise again, and that's fine by me.

“So, you believe in that Confederacy stuff?” It'd have been a deal-breaker to learn she was, had we gone the usual dating route.

“I see why people think it's important to them, but getting out of this place taught me that there's more than one side to the issue.” Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her shrug. “I don't know, taking pride in supporting the losing team from more than a hundred years ago is pretty silly, when you think about it.”

“We had our share of people who flew rebel flags in Michigan, but it's a weird state.”

“Rednecks are everywhere.” She pointed over my arms again, without warning. “Stop, turn right there!”


The paved road ended, or rather, faded into gravel over a stretch of about a mile. As the rocks got bigger, I started worrying about one busting the oil pan on my Subaru. “Jesus, it's like you people don't want visitors.”

“Don't say The Lord's name in vain in front of my parents. For all they know, we courted for a few months.”

“Courted?” Of course, they were the type who expected their daughter to save herself for marriage. “Sweetie, I wouldn't have married any woman without taking her for a test drive first.”

“You did, remember?”

The radio station faded into static, with bits of gospel music leaking through. I turned the knob to some station playing that new Southern rock shit. “Someone's gotta make new titty bar music, because strippers can't dance to Cherry Pie forever, I guess.”

“Is there any kind of music you won't hate?” It was basically her life, so my hatred of most of it ground her gears to dust. “Just name one genre you like.”

“Rap and metal, but never mixed.”

“Elena couldn't have picked two people more opposite if she tried.”

She didn't do the picking, but if it makes you feel better... “Some pop music is alright, but it's too predictable.”

“It doesn't all sound the same, if that's what you're getting at.” She knew I hated country music with a passion, but her new genre didn't get much slack either. “Tell me how it does.”

“Of course pop music all sounds the same. It's meant to sound like whatever else is already selling. Same with country these days.”

After dealing with a new set of songwriters in the past few weeks, she knew I had a point. Emmy crossed her arms again, right before she shot a finger out. “Slow down, the creek's around this bend.”

“Creek? How deep?”

“You'll be fine, as long as it hasn't rained in the past few days.”

Fuck me. “How much further and how much worse is this road gonna get?” As flat as this place was, I wasn't expecting boulders, creeks, and miles when she said “gravel driveway.”

“Not even five more minutes. Just behave while we're here. You know how much I need my family to like you.”

It wasn't her fault she'd fallen for the last kind of guy her parents would approve of. Innocent, deeply-religious country star. Swindling, hustling scum of the earth. We were a match made in an asylum.

“I'll try my best, but no speaking in tongues or any of that crazy shit.”

“And no cussing.”

I pulled the sleeves of my button-up down to my wrists, because my sleeve of tattoos would probably set off a family war. Fuck.


“What do you do for a living, again?” Emmy's father, Lewis, was less of a hard-ass than I expected. But damn was this guy nosy.

Emmy saved the day right as I started fumbling over my words. “He's a talent agent, Daddy. I already told you that on the phone yesterday.”

“So's he your agent now? What happened to that loose blonde, Layla?” Emmy's mother was just as meddling, but I didn't know how my wife came out of that... woman. If she jumped up in the air, she might get stuck.

“She still is, Mama. Jason works with her.”

I'd barely had a chance to speak a word since we'd walked in the front door and sat down for dinner. I couldn't have wished for anything else. And at least the ham, butter beans, and okra tasted far better than they looked.

“That's my baby girl, gone off and eloped, just like I did with your father. I'm so proud you saved yourself for him.”

What am I, a fucking stud horse to these people? It struck me that it described my real job, a little too well. I poked Emmy in the thigh through her jeans.

She got the message. “So when's Dixie and Ben showin' up? I thought they were supposed to be here by now.”

“Oh, you know Ben's always runnin' late. Ain't like they've got enough cops for all the calls they get.”

Her brother-in-law is a fucking cop? Even if I wasn't doing anything illegal, a run-in with one had always meant a bad day, in the past. Like a cat shoved in front of a dog, every hair on my body wanted to stand on end.

I took a sip of the sickeningly sweet tea before I choked on my own spit. Looking up at a family portrait hanging on the whitewashed wood panelling, Dixie looked a lot like my wife, but more filled out. She was the kind of girl who could eat a banana, and it'd get bigger with every bite.

Emmy's mom scooped another helping of butter beans on my plate. As she shoveled back into the bowl for another, I said, “Oh, I'm good with this.” My general rule on portions is, if what you're eating can be described as a “pile,” stop.


We'd already finished eating, or in my case, turning down third and fourth helpings. How Emmy grew up with these people and kept that tight figure, I'll never understand. The button on my jeans was about to take out a window.

Lewis sat in a recliner fit for a retired king, the throne of this family. He looked at me as I sat on the couch next to my wife. “So where ya from?”

“Detroit, originally.”

“So she married a yankee.” He chuckled to himself. “I knew Nashville was full of that liberal type, but you seem alright.”

“I'm not a huge fan of the place myself.” It wasn't a lie. “It's just where I can make a good living.”

“See, Tammy? He's still workin,' not just living off Emmy Lynn's money.”

I guess technically, everything she owned was mine too, but our lives hadn't merged together quite like a married couple yet. I still had my shitty house in Sylvan Heights, ready to be paid off with just two more jobs. The wannabe singers haunting Music Row had made the job easy pickings so far.

Emmy had finally had enough of them picking me apart like a lab specimen. “Momma, Daddy, I wanted to wait until Ben and Dixie got here, but we've got some news.”

Her mother's eyes lit up. “Well, don't leave us waitin,' tell us.”

Emmy looked at me and smiled in a way that forced me to as well. I knew this was a bigger deal to her than announcing her first record deal. “We're gonna have a baby.”

Tammy and Lewis shot forward in their seats. If they knew the full story, I'm sure I'd have had the barrel of a twelve-gauge in my face by then. But they reacted like you'd just told them Jesus came back and sided with The Confederacy.

“When Ben hears this, it'll burn his ass.” Lewis grinned wide enough that his skull could pop out of his mouth. “Ya'll didn't waste any time, did ya?”

Like it or not, these people are my family now. I tried to think of something to say. Emmy hadn't mentioned letting the news fly so soon.

“Daddy, they've been married for five years. I don't know if they even want kids.”

“Horseshit.” Lewis looked ready to spit in the floor all of a sudden. “You know how many times I've told that girl to work on giving us our first grandbaby?”

It sounded like the family cop was loaded with blanks. Emmy gave me a look that said more than words ever could.

If she's still as fine as she was in that family portrait, the first Stetson grandkids will be more than just cousins. Hey, don't you judge me. I wondered what my wife would look like with more meat on her bones, and her sister had everything I'd imagined.

A car door slammed shut outside. Tammy shot up out of her rocking chair faster than a woman her size has any business doing. “Wait 'til she hears this.”

“Momma!” Emmy had reverted to full-Alabaman. “That's my gossip, not yours.”

Tammy veered off for the kitchen. From just past the doorway she shouted, “Well now I know where that appetite came from. Maybe feedin' Dixie like that'll make something happen.”

And here I was, thinking about making this family tree's branches weave together. I'd think it was sick, if I wasn't getting paid for the dubious honor. But when in Rome...


Ben wasn't the total douchebag I figured he'd be, but then again, he hadn't checked my record yet. “You and me, we'll run up the creek on the four wheeler tomorrow. Might as well show you around.”

Emmy wasn't having any of it. “I know this place better than you do.”

For a cop in his late-thirties, he had the energy of someone my age, and it showed when he talked. “I don't think you'll be on anything like that for a while.” She'd already announced it to her sister, right before a hug that made my jeans even tighter.

“Then let Dixie do it.” Emmy glanced my way and winked.

Fucking really? Layla had been dragging her big, bouncy ass. Turns out, my wife was getting in on the recruitment game, with her own damn sister.

“Hold up,” I walked toward the front door, “I gotta make a work call.”

Emmy's lips drew into a thin, straight line. She knew exactly what I needed to ask Grant, and why.

The muggy air and the ridiculous roar of thousands of crickets made it feel like I was walking into a sauna with a fire alarm going off. The screen of my phone glazed over the second I pulled it out. Wiping the film of water off on my shirt, I scrolled down my contact list and tapped Grant's name.

He picked up right as I was about to give up and text him instead. “Yeah? Make it fast.”

I walked into the ink just beyond the porch light. “My wife's sister. Fair game or not?”

“Is she a ten?”

“Even more than Emmy.”

“Fuck it, fuck her.” A woman who wasn't Elena pleaded with him to get off the phone. “Later.”

Crazy motherfucker. I put the phone back in my pocket and heard moaning coming from my hip. Pulling it back out, I tapped to end the call, the screen making me night-blind again.

I had the go-ahead from above, and Emmy was begging me to do it without even asking. Now all I had to worry about was getting Dixie alone to myself. And after that, not getting shot somewhere east of Bumfuck, Alabama.


Dixie's ass bounced along my cock. She'd already worn me out that morning, and now all she was worried about was giving me the roughest ride I'd ever gotten. Helping with farm work, and then riding around the several hundred acres of property does that to a city boy.

The four-wheeler's motor sputtered to a halt as it kept moving. The brakes sent me forward, even though I was holding onto the cargo bars behind me. Dixie stopped it right in front of a barn that looked older than Union Crossing itself.

“What's this place?” I got off first and took a few steps back. My legs felt like jelly, vibrations of the engine still coursing along the back of my thighs.

“A barn.” Dixie had her sister's sass, but in a more straightforward, blunt way. “This your first time seeing one?”

I watched her step a leg over the seat, her ass in full, glorious view in those denim shorts. “I know what a fucking barn is. Why'd we stop here?”

“Work's not over. We've gotta feed Hugh.”

“Hugh? I hadn't seen any animals, but the wicked looking, tall barbwire fence told me this wasn't something I'd want to piss off.

“Daddy's got this jack stock donkey, calls him Hugh Jass.” She marched over to the door, sliding the lock open. “He's the only animal Daddy wanted to keep after Emmy got famous.”

“So he's more of a pet.”

“No.” She pulled the sliding door open with both hands, letting it fly until it jarred against the end of the track. “There's good money in breeding him with mares to make mules. Daddy used to embarrass me and Emmy by keeping a picture of him in his wallet. Asking people 'Wanna see my big, black ass?' still ain't old to him.”

Lewis had turned out to be my kind of guy, despite that weird pride in a heritage I couldn't understand. Underneath the drawl that flowed from his mouth like cold molasses, he was sharp as a tack. And here I was, trying to dick his other daughter.

“Come on, I'd say Hugh eats like a horse, but he's even bigger than that.”

As I stepped into the shade of the barn, the sweet, pungent aroma of hay was like a punch to the nose. Dixie headed right for a ladder and started climbing.

I got to the bottom and looked up. Thank god I'm an ass-man. That pair of Daisy Dukes didn't leave much to imagine.

As I got to the top, Dixie already had a pitchfork in one hand, an open pocket knife in the other. By the looks of it, she'd been using the same knife on this farm for more than a decade. “Come on, we gotta cut the twine on the bales and dump 'em down there.”

Compared to fixing fences and taking a file to a three foot bush hog blade earlier, it seemed like cake. “How many bales?”

Dixie lunged the fork into a cube of hay and slung the handle my way. “This one, and about ten more.”

I got to the edge of the loft, dragging the bale behind me. Narrow, black ears the size of my head perked up. “Jesus Christ.”

“I told you, he's a big feller.”

All I could do was stare in awe at the beast. The spark in his massive eyes told me Hugh knew exactly what his purpose in life was. When I nodded out of respect, I swear he nodded back.

“You two having a moment?” Dixie looked up, bent down to slice the twine. “Emmy told me what you really do for a living.”

“She fucking... What?” I couldn't believe she'd gone and blabbed again. “What all did she say?”

“Enough.” Dixie worked on the second string. The bail came apart as soon as the tension was out.

“If she tells your parents or Ben, I'm fucked.” I felt like my blood pressure was tanking and going through the roof at the same time. “I would say 'I can't fucking believe it,' but I know better.”

“Emmy's got a mouth on her, way too big for a girl that small.”

I'd only been married to her for a month, and I already knew it. And I'd even sent her an order not to talk about it, just like Grant taught me to. It was time to figure out what was going on.

Ego sum alpha, et genua parere. “Tell me, what do I have to do to keep her trap shut?”

Dixie closed the blade and stuck it back in a front pocket. “Take it from me, that's just her nature. The only thing you can do is keep things from her stubborn ass.”

“Why did she tell you?”

Dixie put one cowboy boot in front of the other, sauntering over groaning floorboards. “Momma and Daddy are pissed at me for,” she twisted her voice into an impression of her mother, “keeping my durned legs closed.”

Judging by her looks, I had a hard time believing that was the real problem. “So what's the story? Is Ben a dud, or do you just not want kids?”

“I didn't want any.” She stood right in front of me, the top of her head reaching my nose, topping her sister's record of reaching my shoulders on tip-toes. “Notice is said 'didn't.'”

Did Emmy just pull an Elena on her own damn sister? Grant had shared that time around a Donor turned a girl into something he called a Queen-Type, but we really hadn't been together that much. I knew I'd be calling him a second time on this trip.

I grabbed Dixie by the shoulders. “So is this you talking, or are you just repeating what Emmy told you to think?”

“The hay barn, make him do what Hugh does.” The grin on her face was almost rapturous. “And treat him real good. He's behaved himself so well.”

I love my wife to death, for all the wrong reasons. “Her own sister. I guess I really impressed your parents.”

“We've still got work to do, come on.” Dixie pointed back at the stack of hay bales.

I brought the pitch fork with me, but I figured out my mistake in short order. Dixie spun around halfway there and snatched it out of my hand. “Oh, you mean that kind of work.”

Whether it was the fact that she was under her sister's control, she was just that kind of slut, or her marriage invalidated that purity shit, turning her down would have felt like sticking your head in a full tub of water and taking a deep breath. Some things, the body just isn't willing to let you do. Especially when she's basically your wife, with the exact changes you'd like to see in her.

Dixie never said a word, tossing herself back onto a bale as it rustled under her ass. Anyone within a quarter mile would probably hear us, but the chances were damn near zero that anyone would be. Hugh didn't count.

I stopped the fun just long enough to ask, “How old are you?” Ben's age and her youth nagged at my brain like an itch I couldn't reach.

“Twenty-five.” Dixie brought both legs up on the hay bale, crossing them as she unbuttoned her flannel shirt.

Small town Southern girls have a thing for authority figures. Nothing else explained a girl her age shacking up with a balding, middle-aged cop like Ben. “So how did Emmy trick you into this?”

She tried to keep a straight face. The last button popped loose as Dixie gritted her teeth. I had to admire that iron will of hers.

“Spit it out. That quiet seduction shit doesn't fly with me.”

“Fucking Yankee, always trying to boss people around.” Dixie pulled the boots from her feet and kept staring at me. “I'll tell you, but only if you admit something to me.”

I pushed her shoulders back, getting a clear view of her cleavage under the denim top. “You're not in a position to make demands right now, but go on.”

Dixie grabbed my collar and pulled me over her. “You really think she was the one who talked me into this?”

“She didn't?” I gave the zipper between her tits a tug. It opened like it had been greased. Perfect mounds stared back at me, begging for my hands and mouth.

Her face went grim for a moment. “Ben's dick's about as useful as tits on a motor.”

“So why are you doing this?” I thought she was on a fool's errand, but the conviction behind her words had me curious.

“You get paid for this, don't you?” Dixie threw her hands back onto the packed hay, inviting me to grab hold of her wrists. “You gonna shut up and fuck me or not?”

I put my hands over hers. “Why do you think I would?”

“I saw the way you looked at me last night, and Emmy did too.”

Not expecting my wife to get me in her sister's panties was my mistake. “So when did she tell you?”

“Before ya'll even planned on comin' here.”

I lowered my hands down to Dixie's wrists and gripped tight. Her soft legs wrapped around my torso. “That's the real reason she made me come along.”

“Yeah,” Dixie grinned like she knew it'd piss me off, “Mama won't shut up about having grandkids, and I can't let Emmy be the only Stetson girl with a baby next Christmas.”

Christ, these people are different. “I'll do it, but I don't want Ben coming after me.”

“He'd be too happy to stop catching hell to even care.”

“It's weird to say it, but I actually kinda like the guy. Even I can't go around the back of someone who hasn't wronged me.” Something about the job instills a weird code of ethics in you. Grant and I had had a few conversations about that.

Dixie shrugged and asked, “You mean you don't want to fuck me?”

“It's nothing personal.” Believe me, Dr. Suess could have written a book about all the places I'd love to fuck her at. “My job is to breed, not get shot.”

She dug her heels into the small of my back. “It's not like he'd ever find out. You think I'd fuck over my brother-in-law like that?”

I kept staring at her. “My wife is turning into my pimp.”

That hard expression began to chip away. “She always gets what she wants.”

“Yeah, she does.” There's no arguing with a concrete fact. To hell with it.

Our lips met as her tongue slipped into my mouth. Letting go of one wrist, I slid my hand down to try getting in those denim shorts. They were so damn tight, I couldn't get more than a fingertip in them.

The desire in her eyes was undeniable. I let go of her other wrist and started working on the button of her shorts. As the waist parted with the zipper, it was nothing but bare skin all the way down. “I've fucked almost two dozen Southern girls lately, and there's not a pube between all of you.”

“We keep things clean down there.” Dixie slid one finger in her mouth, then traced it down her neck. “Maybe you can make it a mess for me.”

“And there's nothing subtle about you, either.” I grabbed hold of her shorts, pulling them down her legs as she wiggled out of the open top. From nothing but denim, to nothing but a smile in seconds.

I got on my knees and put my face between her thighs. Dixie's fingers tangled in my hair as she pulled me closer. My lips met her pussy for the first time, the look and taste familiar, but just different enough to know it wasn't Emmy.

I felt Dixie shift on top of the bale, her legs draped over my shoulders. I got right to it, running my tongue along her channel. She pulled my hair hard enough, I was afraid my scalp would end up bald as her cunt.

She started gasping and whimpering immediately. Dixie writhed so hard, I knew Ben never did anything like this for her. Just like her sister, Dixie moved her body to help me throw her headlong into a climax.

Dixie's moans turned into one loud scream. I boxed at her clit with my tongue, hoping to get her there before anyone stumbled along and heard us. Her thighs tensed around my head, painfully so.

The orgasm overtook everything as her entire body flexed and twisted like a solid band of muscle. An ear-busting wail echoed against the tin roof as I stood back up. The sweet aroma of sex started overtaking the scent of hay.

I gave her a moment to recollect herself. Dixie shook out the last of it, struggling to push herself up. “That easy, huh?”

Dixie smiled and panted at the same time, looking like a true nymphomaniac. Her voice was shaky as her legs. “Don't go thinking I don't know how to use it.”

I started removing my clothing as she collected herself. As I tossed my jeans away on the bale next to her and then looked down at her. I said, “If you turn out better than your sister, I'll be damn impressed.”

That was all she needed to smile like a demon. A little competition between sisters had Dixie mad with a desire to fuck my brains out. Her eyes got wild as she got on all fours in front of me, her mouth just inches from my cock. I felt her breath on my shaft as she said, “Careful, you might not be able to handle it.”

I stepped on the end of my last sock and lifted my foot out of it. “Talk's pretty damn cheap.”

She got the idea. Before I could even realize it, she had me at the back of her throat, sucking like a goddamned Hoover. The vacuum in her mouth made my lips tremble with my knees.

Thirty seconds of it would have been enough. Fuck me! I couldn't stop myself from pulling Dixie back by her hair. “I get it, Jesus!”

The pop her lips made around my dick was enough to cut minutes off how long I could hold back. “Emmy never did that for you, did she?”

She'd come close a few times, but this shit took practice. “Where did you learn that?”

“Homegrown method.” Dixie took my sac in her fingers. “I fucking told you I know more than her.”

Between the curves and the experience, she was like the luxury package version of Emmy. And to think she was being wasted on a podunk-ass-town cop. This girl could have fucked her way into a fortune, assuming she knew she could have.

Her fingernails dug into my back as she pulled me back toward the haybale. My knees propped against the edge of it, knocking me off balance and right on top of Dixie. The hard scrape of ten nails into my skin matched that needy look on her face.

Dixie forced one hand between us, wrapping hard around my dick. As my tip slid along her entrance. Dixie hurled her waist down, forcing her ass up and myself inside her.

The sudden plunge into heat and the indescribable pleasure in her eyes made my heart skip a beat. Dixie rolled her hips, underneath me, but still in complete control.

Her heels dug into the small of my back as her hands grabbed onto my shoulders, giving her two more point of contact to grind herself into me. Dixie's lips opened, another round of ridiculously loud moaning starting already.

The complete opposite of Emmy in personality, their style of fucking only had a passing similarity. The difference was in their bodies. My wife loved being the petite girl you tossed around during sex, but Dixie wasn't afraid to take charge and throw you around, even from below.

She locked her hips, putting her waist into it. Dixie knew how to please a dick. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she lifted herself completely from the hay.

Dixie clung like Velcro. I fought to hang on through it all. I was already damn close to coming, and just holding off was a workout in and of itself.

Standing up, I held Dixie up under her ass. Clamped on, she did everything in her power to throw me over the edge. I eased her over to a post supporting the roof, pushing her shoulders against the wood until I had control again.

Dixie was having none of it. Her legs tensed, pulling her torso even harder into my own. I pushed myself back, standing with her tiny body attached to mine.

I pried her loose, finally, using all of my might to send her crashing into a pile of loose hay. She took it in stride, smiling and scrambling to her knees. Hair and straw covered most of her face, wild and feral. “We're not done yet!”

The 'Bama beast watched my hesitation. Like a predator, she sensed every thought going through my head. I knew I had to overcome it, grabbing Dixie's arm and then spinning her around.

But what could I do with her? That kind of intensity was far beyond anything I put in a girl. I almost felt like she needed to be put down, or at least fucked into submission.

Having the mechanical and muscular advantage, I grabbed her other arm and then forced her face into the pile. I mounted from behind, feeling the burning heat from between Dixie's legs. My head pushed inside, driving to the hilt without mercy. No man could slay a dragon without thrusting his sword deep, with all his passion.

Dixie screamed with every hard pound. I pulled harder on her arms, bashing ourselves together with a hard pop that echoed through the loft. Her voice only got harsher, more blissful.

I still had more left. My feet dug hard into the plank floor. Even if it killed me, I'd win against the bitch.

My thrusts picked up new energy as Dixie's screams left the human range. Her long hair flew all over, draping over her back, my calves, and her face. I didn't care. I just wanted her to know I had control.

I felt the first twinge of her pussy, gripping harder against my cock with every push. That damn thing was trying to kill me, I was sure of it. But that wouldn't stop me.

Taking a fistful of hair by the root, I jerked her head back and let one of her shoulders slump. Dixie let it drop all the way. I wasn't ready for her left leg to go over my shoulder as her body turned.

Now on her side, drawing me even deeper, Dixie broke my grip, her cunt taking all of my dick like it was the last one in the world. She moaned in victory.

She needed to learn her place. I wrapped my hand around her throat, squeezing just enough to get the point across. It only made her more determined.

Dixie pushed her hips up, giving me the benefit of a thrust while still holding at balls-deep. I fought to hang on, gritting my teeth, trying not to choke the life out her. But that last bit of struggle was where she fucked up.

The sudden flush of wetness gave me what I needed. I pulled back and plowed right back in. My dick was just as willing to tear her up as I was.

Dixie's managed to scream through my hold on her neck. The final scream of defeat. It was like I had just wrestled a rabid dog to the ground, barely keeping it from tearing me to ribbons.

But it was no time for letting my guard down. I saw that last flash in her eyes. It was a trap, and I knew it. A dead-man's-switch that guaranteed I'd go down with her.

The hard pitch of her wailing sent a hot pulse down my shaft. I felt that orgasm come crashing into her, jolting her body with spasms. It drove me insane, past the limits of resistance.

I gave into it, a hollow tingle spreading through my guts. Defeated as she was, Dixie had me in a death grip. I had no choice but to feel that burst of pleasure shoot into her, my cock tensing and overloading my mind.

That last bit of fight left Dixie as my own energy drained in seconds. I got the last rush, thrusting myself to send my creamy mark of victory deep. Dixie went limp in the hay as my last spurt took it all out of me.

I pulled out, the overload on my dick forcing me to jerk in place. When you take how tired I was, combined with the raw beauty of Dixie's body, it lured me into collapsing beside her. Down below, Hugh brayed his approval.

The satisfaction in her smile as Dixie rested lulled me into my own happy place. She was every bit as intense as I knew she'd be, and more. But when you're fucking your wife's sister, and a cop's wife to boot, why would you even dream of being gentle?


Small hands pushed against my arm. “Jason, sweetie, wake up.”

I rolled over, hoping it'd make Emmy go away for a few minutes.

“Come on, we've gotta start driving home soon.”

Still exhausted from fucking her sister, I rolled back toward her direction. I knew the drive was on me, because somehow, Emmy grew up on a farm without learning how to drive a stick. I wasn't ready to sacrifice a clutch to teach her, either.

I checked my phone for the time. It was too damn early to even think about waking up. The entire room was cast in the blue of early morning.

“I've got a few more hours. What the hell is this about?”

“Ben wants to talk to you.”

The way she said it puckered my asshole. “Say that again?”

As I looked up at her, the grin on her face should have told me everything. “You and Dixie had fun yesterday, didn't you?”

“What does he know?”

Emmy climbed on top of me, the flannel sheets and the nylon of her panties barely keeping my cock out of her. “Everything.”

I'm dead. “Why the fuck would you open your mouth about that?”

“Just go with him. It'll be alright.”

Nobody who sits around all day imagining how cool it would be to be a cop is fantasizing about spending forty minutes in the rain, trying to convince a mentally ill, homeless man to go to the hospital. They all want to be Batman with a gun.

And here I was, about to take a walk with an armed one, who knew I'd fucked his wife the day before.


It was probably a quarter-mile before I couldn't see the farmhouse anymore. Gravel crunched under my sneakers, even after the little bit of rain the night before. Every step after going around the bend felt like it might be my last.

“She's fun, ain't she?” Ben's voice sounded as monotone as Ben Stein pitching eye drops.

“Yeah, Emmy's a hoot.”

The footsteps stopped behind me. “I meant my wife, you idiot.”

I stopped too. Refusing to turn around, I said, “You're a lucky guy.”

He gave a quick snort. After expecting the sound of a gun drawing to the back of my head, any other noise would have shocked the shit out of me. “You know I had a vasectomy six years ago, right?”

What the fuck? I couldn't hold myself back from turning around. “My fucking wife...”

“If you tell Tammy or Lewis any of this, I will kill you.” He patted the holster on his belt. “Until then, I guess we're brothers by marriage.”

Christmases were guaranteed to be awkward as fuck from then on. The weight of being 'Uncle Jason' to my own kid settled on my shoulders like a truck. “If it makes you feel better, I didn't plan on any of it happening.”

“I know.” Ben smiled at me, his in-laws' expectations finally getting a happy ending. “Every bit of it was Emmy's idea. Me and Dixie? We just wanted her parents to stop bugging us to have a kid.”

“It would have been great if any of you told me ahead of time.” I couldn't help grinning back. “I figured you were taking me out here to blow my brains out.”

“You say a word to our in-laws, and I will.” Ben's face turned to granite, matching his voice.

All told, I was getting out of this remarkably well. “Gotcha.” I couldn't help wondering how he kept up with Dixie.

He turned back toward the house. “From here on out, none of this ever happened. Got it?”

Unless I wanted to be the father of a few dozen kids, and dead before any of them were born, I knew what I had to do. “Loud and clear.”

What I didn't know yet, was exactly what had snapped in Emmy's pretty, little head.


LIKE THIS STORY? BE SURE TO CHECK THIS OUT:

HAREM RING: BOOKS 1-5 BUNDLE

I didn't care how my uncle's ring gave me this persuasive power. All I knew was, it gave me what I wanted, when I wanted it. And there was no way I would let this kind of gift get away from me. Hell, the ring's power itself made sure of that. It had made Mitchel a very powerful man in his life, and now it was my inheritance.

From the second I found it in the chest he'd willed to me and put it on my finger, I knew what it did. The damn thing spoke to me in my mind. And I was more than happy to let it prove itself. It gave me the kind of confidence you only see in a lion going in for the kill or an expert salesman closing in on a hot lead. It was that kind of dick-in-hand, “out of my fucking way” power.

It wasn't until after a week of getting people to do small favors and random acts of stupidity that I decided on my real test. Friday nights were always great for me, but I knew I'd get whatever I wanted if I just dared to ask for it. And with this ring, I absolutely mean anything I asked for.

That's when I made my way to the hottest nightclub in town. Getting in was always a problem for anyone, unless you were on the list. But this time, I had my own way in.

I stood in the back of the line, barely seeing the entrance to the place. Before the guy in front of me moved forward an inch, I made eye contact with one of the bouncers. The ring felt warm. It always did when I projected my desires.

It was enough to get the hulking beast to trot my way. He fumbled through the clipboard and asked, “What's your name?”

“Corrigan. Adam Corrigan.”

He looked back at the papers. “No dice, man. You ain't on this list.”

The ring canceled out the cold air on my entire hand by that point. “Can you let me cut line and get in anyway?” It always had a little burn to it when I finally got done asking for what I wanted.

“Sure thing, you sound legit.” He started parting the crowd. “Step aside. Move over.”

I couldn't help smiling at the people around me. None of them knew why I was getting my way, but they didn't hide the fact that they were pissed. I had just learned to bask in it.

Clubs like this weren't my thing, but I knew the pickings were a hell of a lot better here than at the bars I usually crawled through. If your usual dive amounted to banging two fives and calling them a ten on technicality, this place would have made getting to double digits a one girl proposition.

I waded my way through the crowd and stopped at the bar in front of the main dance floor. There were too many choices to make, but I knew I could be picky. I ordered my drink and waited for the perfect Ms. Right Now.

*      *      *

My brain just about fried itself as I watched her in that sparkly leotard, her round cheeks rising with each step in those heels. She was perfect, and everything I knew I couldn't have before getting the ring. It was time to make my uncle's gift prove itself.

I hurried along the dance floor, weaving between drunks trying to show off moves they never really had. When I finally remembered myself, I said, “Excuse me.” Each person stood aside as I got close, opening a lane directly at the bombshell I hadn't taken my eyes off of. If only I'd thought to ask my way into the VIP balcony earlier.

She was leaned over the bar by the time I got there. With one heel kicked up, I got to see how high that little getup was riding on her hips. I wouldn't have dreamed even trying with her before.

It was time. I tapped her on the shoulder and waited. No response.

I wasn't having any of it. I tapped harder and asked, “What's your name?”

The ring warmed up again as she turned around. “Angela.” She was even better up close. Damn near orgasmic without even having to touch her.

“You here with anyone?” It wasn't necessary, but I was feeling nosy.

“My boyfriend.”

Not for long. “Grab your stuff and let's get outta here.”

Angela smiled and started walking back to the stairs for the VIP section. A guy who had been hovering around the bar took notice and came up to me. “How the hell did you just do that?”

I grinned like a demon and told the truth. “It's a gift.”

He nodded and laughed to himself. “Some fucking people. Best of luck to you, bro!”

I winked and turned around. I could see Angela grabbing her purse as the poor sap who had just lost her looked mighty confused. He followed her down the stairway, right back to me.

“I'm ready,” she said.

“What the fuck, Angela?” The dolt in a silk button-up had no idea what was going on. “No one else is leaving.”

She ignored him as I said, “Let's go.”

“Who the fuck is he?” I wanted to tear the soul patch right out from under the dick's mouth. “Where are you going?”

She didn't even look back at him. “I don't know, I'm just leaving.” I put my arm around her waist.

“The hell you are!” Said douche grabbed her wrist. “You're coming back with me.”

It was getting old already. Even under my circumstances, no still means no. I leaned toward him and spat, “Back off.”

At the doorway for the main dance hall, I looked back. He was still standing there, the torture on his face so obvious I could smell it. In that moment, it just felt good to be alive.

*      *      *

Angela's grin turned a bit evil. “Fuck pictures. Send him some video.”

“I like the way you think.”

I reached down for my pants. I knew that damn phone was in one of my front pockets. Fumbling around in the left, and then the right, I finally pulled the thing out.

Angela grabbed the phone out of my hand and unlocked the touchscreen. “Do you want me to call him?” I rushed over and dug her phone out of her purse.

“Do you want to?” I walked back, getting her own phone ready to record.

She just winked and said, “I want him to hear it.”

It tickled that evil part of my brain. “Put in on speaker.”

Angela dialed. The ring tone beeped through the room for a couple of cycles.

“Hello?” No background noise on the other end. He must have called it a night after I ran off with his now-ex.

I tapped record on Angela's screen, making sure I got the satisfied look on her face above those magnificent tits. “It's me.”

He stayed silent. I stepped closer, making sure to zoom out and catch Angela's entire body gracing my couch. She sat up as I got down on my knees. A closeup view of her face seemed like a better choice for the next segment.

“Stu, can't you say anything?” Angela winked at the camera and scooted down. Her legs spread before me like the cover to a book of wonders.

“Where the fuck are you at? And who's that lowlife you ran off with?” He tried sounding angry. I could tell it was just worry with a dickbag front.

Angela giggled and said, “He's got me on his couch. Do you wanna know what we're doing next?”

“Angie, baby, don't!” Now he acted like he cared about her. About thirty minutes too late.

I got on my knees, focusing her phone on the promised land below. “God, he's bigger than you too.”

“Please, Angel, baby. Don't do this to me.” It just made me harder, and Angela wetter.

“Go ahead, Adam, fuck me.” She started playing with her hair and turned her attention back to the phone. “You were kind of an asshole from the day we met.”

I barely kept myself from laughing. Just imagining that fucking soul patch turn gray in seconds brought a smile to my face. He went silent again.

My cock pressed against Angela's perfection. Just feeling those lips give way, watching the closeup view on the screen, tempted the marrow in my bones to melt.

I let the tip ease against her entrance. “God, he's almost in.” Angela started playing with her breasts with both hands. The breathing on the end of the line sped up as panic set in.

Our favorite parts got even larger on her phone as I zoomed in even more. I eased myself forward, sliding in a fraction more of an inch.

“Mhhhm. Deeper.”

I obliged, feeling the wet surface inside her pussy take almost all of me before I stopped.”

“Adam fills me up better than you.” She cradled her breasts with her forearms. “Go ahead and fuck me hard.”

*      *      *

Angela pulled me tighter. She whispered, “It's everything he was afraid of.”

“When did you know you wanted it?”

“As soon as you asked me what my name was.” Her lips closed on my ear lobe.

“I hope this isn't a one-time thing.”

She giggled and used her teeth. I felt her legs move down to wrap around mine. The ring pulsed back to life as she said, “It's up to you, but I live with him.”

Keeping her around or going for another girl like her wasn't much of a choice. I decided on both. “Stay with me. I'm not some VIP douche-nozzle, but I never felt the need to be one.”

“For some reason, I want to.” Angela made out with my neck, pulling her breasts into me with both hands.

I was fully flaccid, already working on gathering strength for the next round. “It's alright. I've never wanted a woman more in my life.”

The ring, of course, had its own say. Are you sure about this?

Angela let me back away. I cleared out, standing for the camera to catch the pearly mix flowing out of her. She grabbed my wrist and asked, “Does it feel wrong somehow? For you, I mean.”

“No.”

The band on my finger slowed it's vibrations. You've made the bargain. If you want both, you have your own end to live up to. I'll make sure you have the means to do so, but remember your pledge.

What it meant, I couldn't figure out. The only things I understood at the moment were my incredible luck and the sudden bond I felt between myself and Angela.

It made no sense, at least not until I found my uncle's letter, hidden in the bottom of the chest.

*      *      *

The match was set with a brunette in white, the blonde in black. I could see Angela sizing Kelsey up, taking the lead role with every move. As for myself? Choosing between the two on a normal day would have been an impossible task, but in that moment, it would have been torture to leave either behind.

I caught Angela sneaking ahead, running a hand down the front of Kelsey's lace panties. She was smooth as a Don Juan, but a damn sight more attractive. It brought Kelsey back into the pace of things, rolling her tongue around in Angela's mouth and grabbing her ass like twin stress balls.

They both hit the hardwood floor, going at each other like prom dates. It was painful to just stand there and watch, so I made my way over. Kelsey and Angela welcomed me into the group like an old friend.

Angela pulled her mouth away from Kelsey's and then turned to face me. She slouched down, resting her head against Kelsey's breasts. Looking at the two in that moment, they were beyond perfect, complementing each other with their own flavor of beauty.

I knelt with my legs around Angela's thighs. They both looked me straight in the eye. That was when the ring did something new.

When they look you in the eye. That's when you're at your strongest. It burned with a new heat, more like light that was way too intense instead of a fire. It felt like confidence. Almost comforting.

It took me a few seconds to break out of both the mini-trance and the calm feeling. “Well?” Angela had cocked her head in Kelsey's cleavage. I didn't know if it was for the question or because I had been acting weird.

I didn't know how to respond. Make a deal. How can they benefit you, and you benefit them?

The realization struck me like a right hook to the jaw. I remember my uncle always saying the same thing when he'd say goodbye to anyone he'd just met. They always seemed to like him after it. “Let's make each other happy.”

Kelsey smiled to herself for a second, then leaned in for my mouth. I felt Angela slide down, lying completely on the floor and scooting herself underneath both of us. I felt Kelsey moan into my tongue.

I scooted back, Kelsey leaning forward, not wanting to lose contact. Pulling Angela's panties aside, I slid my finger down her channel. Already wet.

Spreading some of the wetness up, I pressed on her clit. Rubbing it up and down against my fingertip, I started to hear Angela breath heavier. I kept two fingers extended and clamped it between them. The panting turned to whimpering as Kelsey rode out her own pleasure.

Kelsey broke away from my mouth and whispered, “Is this what we all want?”

Before I could answer, she broke out into moaning with every stroke of Angela's tongue. I put my hand to work, catching Angela up with just as much enthusiasm. It felt like they were feeding off of each others' reaction, ramping up the volume with every second.

I felt Angela start twitching with every flick and pull, her thighs tightening around my hand like a vise. Kelsey was already screaming, heaving her breasts up with every shouted breath. I kept it up, wanting to see this moment reach its full potential.

Make it happen.
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