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Author's Note: Just one more installment left after this one, and Bimbo Country will be wrapped up. Jason finds himself in another one of Emmy's games, and she's really starting to turn into the Jigsaw of sex in my mind. I hadn't planned on taking it that far in the beginning, but it really fits my idea of her character now. Once the finale comes out, you'll really see what I'm aiming for with her. Poor Jason... I'm really starting to feel bad for him, even though he's the luckiest man alive.


BIMBO COUNTRY 4:

DIRTYING UP THE SOUTH

I was six months in, and Layla still hadn't called up with a lead. At this point, all she'd done is scam me out of two and a half grand. And in a few more months when she gave birth, it would have been that amount again.

Nashville's winter rain poured down as I rushed from the parking garage. It was only a hundred feet or so to the building her office was in, but I was soaked to the bone by the time I got there. The wind made me feel like I was getting blasted with a hose. The only thing I could be thankful for was how warm it was this for time of year. If I were back home in Michigan, even my Subaru wouldn't have left the driveway.

Standing just inside the entry, I caught my breath against the back of the door. Even the front of my boxers starting feeling wet. If Layla wasn't there, I'd have been pissed.

The air around me felt like a bubble of humidity as I took the elevator. Layla had made sure Emmy's Christmas album had made a killing, but the thought of Layla swindling a big chunk of my pay for her burned my ass. I at least expected to gain something from making that deal with her.

Stopping just outside of her office, I hesitated for a moment. Don't be a prick, just make yourself clear. You need results. I could always twist her mind into doing it, but I hated using that power. I'd even managed to stay on Tray's good side without bending his will.

I stepped in and heard an unfamiliar voice. Female, and definitely the singing type. I couldn't make out a word other than 'contract.'

Then Layla's voice came out, clearer as I got closer. “It's not like the sales were anything to get excited about. They won't throw money at promoting another dud.”

“Dud?” The other girl sounded like a pissed off cat. “It's their fault for not pushing the singles on the radio!”

“Their test station only had your songs requested twice,” from the sound of it, I knew her arms were crossed over those amazing breasts, “and I called those in to throw you a bone.”

Before the fireworks started, I poked my head through the last door. “Uhm... Hey.”

Layla's expression didn't soften, but it definitely shifted. “Here's a man who can help with your problem.”

Help? From behind, the other blonde looked right out of casting for the hot redneck girl. When they were dressed like that, it usually meant they were singing in some bar in a few hours.

“He fucking better. I'm not going back to Oklahoma a has-been.”

From what I'd picked up, she was more of a coulda-been. “What does she need?”

“Come on Jason, you already know. Have a seat.” Visibly pregnant and still curvy in all the right places, Layla looked like a fertility goddess in the flesh in that hot pink dress. She looked back at her talent and stated, “What you need is a fresh perspective. That's what he can give you.”

“A fucking pep talk?” Finally getting a good look, damn, this girl was fine. “I need results.”

“And so do I.” Layla said it in a way that would shut up a siren. “You'll hate me for saying it, but it's time to disappear for a while. You might pull off a come-back in a couple of years, but for now, you're spent.”

“I've been doing shows every weekend for the past three months!”

Every word out of Layla's mouth dripped with venom and purpose. “In bars. And they're not even full.”

“If you expect packed bars in winter, you're insane.”

“And if you expect me to listen to any more excuses, you're as dumb as you think I am.”

I slid down in my seat, not wanting to get anywhere close to anywhere between those two. I knew exactly where this was going, and who'd leave in tears. Watching someone's dream get dragged to the barn and then shot behind the ear wasn't why I'd shown up.

“Jason, tell her what's gonna happen.” Layla eased forward and rested both elbows on her desk, her jaw cradled in both hands. “And don't dance around the truth, either.”

I scooted myself back up to decent posture. “You're not getting another record deal for a while, but I can help you with the next phase of your life.”

“I told you not to bullshit around.” Layla's smile drilled a hole in both of us. “Kendra, you're in luck, even if you don't know it yet.”

“How is getting told my career's over lucky?”

Layla stared at me. “There's nothing I can do for you right now, but his wife is changing her image. Once that's done, you can change your own image and fill her old role.”

“Here's an idea.” I paused until the other girl was looking at me too. “Why not have her turn slutty and a little more pop-oriented too? She's got the perfect look for it.”

It piqued Layla's interest, but the other poor girl gazed back at me in horror. “You want me to be one of those little slut princesses? I take my music way too seriously to ever do that!”

Layla knew exactly how to twist the knife I'd just stabbed into her heart. “How's that been working out so far, Kendra?” And then she went on to rip out that same heart and chuck it into the trash can. “There's no point in failing miserably for integrity's sake, because in this business, you still end up with none anyway."

Tears welled up around her bottom eyelids. It was time to give her a hand up instead of a handout. “I think you'd fit right in doing some work with my wife later, assuming you made that kind of change.” I shot Layla a stern look and nodded.

“Jason might have a point. You should hear him out.”

Ego sum alpha, et genua parare. The words and the intent behind them seeped out of my mind, and right into Kendra's. “Cancel your gig. We've got your future to discuss.”

Whether Layla was glad I'd taken Kendra off her hands or considered her a find she'd get paid for, I didn't care. A great singer or not, the instant she stood up, I knew this girl had potential. And try as she might, Emmy wasn't exactly in the condition she'd have to be in to get sexed up as much as she demanded.

But holy shit, is Emmy gonna kill me.


“So she's staying here?” All told, she'd taken it too well. But when your wife goes out and gets you laid with other women, I guess you should expect her to be fine with damn near anything. “I'm okay with it, but I still call dibs on you.”

“I was thinking my old place.” Now paid off and listed as an 'office,' I'd made plenty of money from GeneFactor there already. “And if she turns out anything like you, I couldn't handle both all the time.”

She eased back into bed, where she'd liked to stay for the past month. When you're that petite and that pregnant, it takes a hellacious toll on your body, I'd assume. “You know what you do for a living, but you still come and ask me about it.”

“Why wouldn't I?” She'd never turned down an opportunity for me to work. “It's common decency.”

“And here you are talking about decency. It's fine, go shack up your side piece, and bring me some Chinese when you're done.” The smile on her face never turned dark. “I handed you my sister, so you shouldn't be surprised.”

“Chicken or pork on your fried rice?” I leaned in and pecked her on the lips. For the past few months, it had been how we ended most days. But this was just an early-afternoon nap.

“Both.” It was her way of telling me I could have a side-ho, but I had to put her away and be back by dinner. I guess you gotta have boundaries somewhere.


A couple of guitars and a few suitcases of clothes were all Kendra owned to bring over. The poor girl didn't even have a car. That's a brave or desperate decision in Nashville.

“You're sure I can stay here? It sounds too good to be true.” She pushed the front door closed with her back, holding the last bag of clothes in both hands. “I mean, rent-free means there has to be a catch.”

I don't know if you could comprehend the catch if you heard it. “You know who I'm married to. With utilities and property taxes, it'll only cost me five hundred a month.” GeneFactor steps in and provides the rest for their Prime Recipients. Hell, it'd turn this girl's life around for the better, no matter how badly I might fuck this up.

“But why?” You could tell Kendra was a vet of the music business. She knew everyone wants something, and if you can't provide it, you might as well not even exist to them. “I don't even know where to start if I'm turning pop.”

“That's more of my wife's subject. She's the one prepping for the change after she gives birth.” My first kid, a cock-mad Emmy again, and she'll turn into the pop-slut princess of my dreams. I couldn't wait.

“She's nicer than I thought she'd be. Wasn't she all like, Jesusy and stuff?”

“Was.” I might have had something to do with that. “She's changed a lot since we first met.”

Kendra sprawled out on my couch. “Just now turning nineteen, and look at all she's done. When I was that age, I was waiting tables and having boyfriends buy me wine coolers.”

“Twenty-four's not that much older. Hell, you're only a few years younger than me, and I turned my life around just six months ago.”

“Yeah, you married into a new life. If this doesn't work out, I'd better work on finding Mr. Rich before my expiration date hits, huh?”

It summed up the instructions I gave more than half of my Recipients. Some girls are banging hot, but can't sing a lick. There's more to country music these days than looking good, but not much anymore.

“But you can actually sing, and you've got the right look.” The quick sample I had her give me on the ride here was on par with Emmy's voice. “With two of you switching like that, it'll make waves.”

“So what do you get out of it?” Kendra knew she'd caught onto a thread, and she couldn't stop herself from pulling. “I mean, you're getting some benefit out of this.”

“About ten-grand after Layla gets her cut, and closer to half that once I factor in paying the bills here.”

Kendra sat up as I stepped closer. “No, what are you really after here?”

Whatever you're hiding in those jeans. “If you think I'm a music agent, you guessed wrong.”

“Well if you wanted to have your way with me and dump me in a shallow grave, I wouldn't be here right now. I don't know what it was, but something just told me I should trust you.”

“Yeah, you don't know the first thing about me, other than who my wife is.” I watched in awe as she grabbed for my zipper like it was nothing out of the ordinary. “Not so fast.”

She looked at me like I'd just explained that up is down and Charlie Sheen never did coke. “So I'm not just 'the other woman,' am I?”

Right when I would normally tell her the whole truth, a thought crept into my mind. “No, you totally can be, but I have conditions.”

Kendra sat back and crossed her arms, criminally hiding her breasts, still in that bikini top under her jacket. “Like what?”

“You do exactly as my wife says when it comes to the music business.” She had her expertise, and I had mine. “But when it comes to your,” I had to search for the word, “behavior, you follow my lead.”

“She didn't seem that slutty.”

“There's a child in her. When we made that little critter, you couldn't pry her off me.” I called it a little critter, because Emmy didn't want to know the gender ahead of time. In the age of gender-neutral pronouns, it works for me.

A smug grin unfolded on Kendra's lips. “She was barely legal back then, too. It sounds like a man's dream.”

“She's gotten a lot better with experience, not that she can do anything with it right now.”

“Now I get it.” The grin turned to laughter. “That's where I'm supposed to step in.”

I put one finger over her lips. “Not exactly.” I did have the chance to hold back on turning Kendra into a paying job, but sex for the sake of sex? When you're in my line of work, a condom makes it feel like you're fucking a wad of chewed bubblegum.

Doing it twice on the same girl for the first time, I built those words up right behind my forehead and shot them her way. But in another first, I didn't pair it with any directions, just to see what would happen.

Like a breaker had been flipped, that pissy expression she'd just put on her face disappeared. Her eyes stared back with nothing but admiration. But those weren't even the right set of words. Mindless worship was more like it.

Grant's gonna want to hear about this. Kendra was a blank page. “Stand up for me.”

She did exactly that, and then nothing else. I walked away and into the kitchen. When I poked my head around the corner, she kept standing there, bolt straight and looking directly ahead. The faint hint of a smile told me there was nothing banging around in that head of hers but my order.

Did I fucking break her?


The entire ride back to Emmy's the second time, and during the stop for Chinese, Kendra didn't say a word. She still had that brain-dead glaze over her eyes and unthinking smile when I ordered her, “Come on, follow me.”

Without saying a word or even twitching her face, she did exactly as commanded. When we walked in, Emmy was already waiting for her food on the same couch I'd first fucked her on. “You brought her back?”

I sat the carry-out boxes for all three of us down on the coffee table. “I think I fucked up her head.”

Emmy stared Kendra down as she sat up. “She does look dumber than before. What did you do?”

She already knew that I had a secret command, and that I'd never used it on Emmy herself. That was Elena's doing. “That order I give. I didn't follow it up with instructions.”

“So now she just obeys your words, and doesn't do anything else.”

“Kendra, sit down.” She did exactly that and nothing more, staring at nothing. “I guess so.”

Emmy was more worried about feeding herself and the little critter. Before she jammed her plastic fork into the open box, she said, “Kendra, eat.”

Nothing but a blink. I crouched down in front of her and looked in her eyes. It was a void dumbassery in them. “Kendra, do what Emmy tells you just like you do with me.”

“Now, eat.” Emmy was already shovelling for her fourth bite. “In fact, go use the potty like a big girl before you start.”

And off she went, at least knowing where a bathroom was from the last visit. “She's that busted in her head.” I grabbed my box as she trotted off. “What have I done?”

“You got yourself a new toy, from the looks of it.” Emmy had already killed half of her food. If I didn't rush a few bites in myself, I wouldn't be getting any. “You want me to train her?”

You, in control of her? “There's no telling what you'd make her do.” From jumping-jacks to streaking Music Row, handing Kendra over to Emmy alone would be like handing a toddler a loaded pistol. “Absolutely not.”

“Oh, come on!” The pure mischief in her face faded just enough. “There's more to being a woman than make-up and taking dick. You wouldn't know the first thing about how to make her normal again.”

“Your idea of normal would make a porn star blush.” I heard the toilet flush and the sink come on. “At least she's not that dumb.”

Emmy dug for the last bits of her own food as I gobbled down enough to call myself fed. As I handed the half of my box still left to her, Emmy said, “How about this? You leave her to me for twenty-four hours, and I promise you I'll have her up and running like a functioning adult.”

“Part of the deal is she'll be partnering with you once you turn slutty in public,” I knew it was an argument I wouldn't win, “so I guess it'll need to happen sooner or later.”

Kendra walked back in and sat down. She picked up her food and started eating like it was a procedure with strict instructions. Robotic was the only way I could describe it.

“You fuck her up, it's on you.”

Emmy was already digging through my leftovers. “I think you already did that.”

I knew it was true. “Just one condition. She doesn't leave this house.”

“Well you're no fun.” Emmy grinned like I'd already called her game. “Fine, I'll train your little Barbie doll well.”

After giving Emmy the usual peck on the lips again, I said, “I know this is a mistake.”

“Go make some money.”


Tara squeezed me in hard as I finished coming. The skinny brunette with blowjob lips was an easy enough job. Joggers were the easiest because they passed right in front of my house, like a slut delivery service.

Our transaction complete, I pulled out and asked her the relevant info for my form. Date of birth, address, employment. The standard shit for GeneFactor to follow up and verify details for payment. Most of the time, it was pure business like that.

I heard car doors shut outside the house. Emmy said she was having Tray drop her and Kendra off, but she never mentioned a time. If we were any other married couple, I'd have been fucked harder than Tara just was.

“That was fun, but I've got company.”

“Okay.” Throwing my command with the intent of having them follow orders made the work too easy. Tara was back in her sports bra and yoga pants in seconds, her ass just as unbelievable in form-fitting gray. “Thanks.”

“Yeah,” I said as she put her running shoes back on, “have a good jog.”

Wearing nothing but the boxer briefs I'd just slipped on, I followed her into the living room. Holding the door open, she was already jogging out the door like nothing had happened. As she blazed right past Emmy and Kendra, I saw Tray shaking his head in the driver's seat as he pulled back onto the street. We'd come to an uneasy understanding early on, he and I.

Emmy hadn't been here more than a few times, and it was the first time she'd shown up while I was 'working.' “And to think, you've never fucked me in this house.” The denim jacket and skirt framed her belly sticking out perfectly. The orange maternity shirt contrasting with the blue announced that she was pregnant and proud.

“She was my second today. Snagged a bank teller on her lunch break earlier.”

“Good, because it's time to start planning a nursery, you know.” Even though we kept our incomes separate, this kid was gonna be different from the rest I'd been paid to make. It'd be the one I'd help raise as my own.

“Yeah, I know.” Kendra stepped in, a little more life and normalcy had come back to her, but she was still little more than a flesh and bone android. “How's she coming along, and how did Tray react?”

“He asked if you ever did that to me.” As much as he hated me after learning everything about what I do, Emmy would have had him shot if he so much as laid a finger on me. “He's weirded out by it, like always.”

I knew at some point, I'd have to settle things between us. Having someone who can't stand the sight of me, aware of my work, was a loose thread burning like a fuse. “When's he coming back?”

“I told him you'll take us back home. It feels weird sleeping alone now.”

“You didn't have her join you?”

“No matter how many times you bark up that tree, I'm not that into chicks.” Every now and then, like with Layla, Emmy would help out. But for the most part, she was content to get off watching me fuck the other girl.

“Yeah, I know.” Kendra just stood there, creeping me right the hell out. “So, where are we with her?”

Emmy leaned her head against my shoulder and clasped my right arm with both hands. “I'm quite proud of myself. I even called her Bunny.”

I didn't even ask why, because I already knew Emmy saw her as a glorified pet. “I mean, like, can she function on her own or what?”

“She hasn't walked into the pool and drowned yet, so she's getting there.”

Great, we've gotta watch her like a toddler. “I guess I'll learn parenting earlier than I thought.”

Emmy let go of my arm. “Bunny, show my husband a good time.”

Judging by how readily she got to it, Kendra knew exactly what 'a good time' meant. Barely twenty-four hours after I'd told her to slow down, here she was again, pulling at my zipper in my old living room. But this time, I didn't try to stop her.

By the time she had my cock out, her mouth was already closing around the tip. Emmy stood right behind her, beaming with pride. “She blew a banana for three hours straight this morning, and it never broke.”

Christ, I knew she'd pull some kind of shit like that. The stroke of her tongue lit my ass on fire, still overloaded from that quick romp with Tara. If I had a full workout ahead so soon after finishing, I knew I'd be lucky to have any skin left on my dick.

Kendra put that fear at ease right away. Like she was teasing at it, her mouth barely touched me. It was just enough to make me want nothing more than to grab her by the hair and start fucking her throat.

Emmy pulled out her phone and held the screen in front of me. “I've got a timer set for ten minutes from now. She knows what'll happen if she doesn't make you finish by then.”

No fucking way I'll come again that soon. “Now you're just being mean to her.”

“Actually, I'm being nice to you.” Emmy started the clock and set her phone down on the end table. “You went through all this trouble for her instead of just knocking her up and sending her packing.”

“It's not like I'm in love with her or anything.” What she was pulling off with her mouth, though, was the kind of stuff to put motivation in a man's heart. “I broke her, so I bought her, I guess.”

“I can't take care of you all by myself nowadays, so if she proves she can set you off that soon, you can't come inside her until I have our baby.”

The little minx I called my wife knew to give me what I didn't have the balls to ask for. If Kendra could pull off the impossible, I could handle having her at my beck and call for a few months. Plus, it's not like I could turn her loose as she was.

It wasn't some robotic blowjob either. Kendra either already had an encyclopaedic knowledge of how to please a dick, or Emmy had been holding back on me. I couldn't help putting my hands on the back of her head and thrusting forward. You'd think the girl used to make a living swallowing swords.

Hard like I hadn't been laid or even jerked it in months already, I knew Emmy expected me to work for the goal too. I wasted no time in stripping both myself and Kendra. The timer kept running as I decided I didn't have time to waste moving her somewhere else.

“That's it, Bunny. Now fuck his brains out.”

Blank nothingness turned into a fanatical devotion. She pushed me back into the couch, pushing her panties aside instead of taking the time to get them down her legs. My boxer briefs were still around my ankles.

Plush, wet, and searing hot, Kendra's pussy attacked my dick like Emmy set loose on whatever food she craved. Not coming inside her was gonna fucking hurt, but to have this any time I wanted it? I needed it in my life.

“No, not like that,” Emmy said, “do it like you showed me earlier. Remember, in the bedroom before we came here?”

I didn't know a girl's hips could move like that. This chick could walk with just her ass cheeks on the ground, apparently. The way her cunt squeezed and pulled at my shaft while she did it hollowed out my chest.

My hands fell on her thighs, smooth and warm like glass out of the oven. Everything about this girl matched what I'd describe as my ideal of perfect, even if she was a living puppet.

Emmy pulled her strings again. “That's not enough. Tell him what you'll do to him later tonight.”

Kendra leaned in, her voice full of excitement. “I'll make you want to so bad, but you can't.”

I knew exactly what she was hinting at, and it was already a losing proposition for me. Nothing would have felt better than busting a nut in her pussy.

“And I want you to so much, I can't help begging for it all the time.”

Emmy smiled above Kendra as she leaned back and closed her eyes. “I already had her begging for it in her sleep last night. It's gotta suck knowing she has to wait a few months to get it.”

“That's just plain evil.” Both to Kendra and myself. “Just wait until I get hold of you again.”

She knew she couldn't go along with it now. Careful sex just isn't the same. Once all this baby business was over and her body was back to normal, Emmy was getting fucked raw. Hell, I might even hold back what she'd really want, too.

Kendra's voice picked up steam and pitch. She put her hands on my chest, pushing against me to give herself more leverage. The insane roll of her hips already had me going, my eyes rolling back and mouth hanging open.

“Seven minutes. By the looks of it, she'll finish you off in half the time.”

“That's it,” Kendra slowed down to a pace that justified putting on some Barry White, “come inside my wet pussy. You know you can't pull out of it.”

She talked dirty, just like Emmy loves to do. That had to be a lesson from my wife. I wasn't letting her win that easily.

Pulling Kendra down with me, we fell sideways into the couch. I scrambled on top, holding Kendra's wrists behind her back. Mounting up and stuffing myself back into her, I tore at 'Bunny' with everything I had, and some extra on loan from later.

The point wasn't getting myself to come. No, I had to show Emmy the savage kind of jungle sex I had in me when I wanted to punish a girl. She'd never had the fun of getting that level out of me.

Feet came up and bounced along my back. Every jolt back into her forced Kendra to scream into the pleather cushions. Before I was even halfway through my tank, her cunt tightened up like she was on the verge of coming.

When I pulled out with no warning, I stood up and left her a shaking mess. Looking at Emmy, I couldn't tell if it was fear or jealousy in her eyes. “Damn Jason, the neighbors might call the cops after that.”

Kendra was still rocking it out, beet red in the face as she tried to look up. She could barely stand, but she wasn't fulfilling her orders having an orgasm by herself like that. Weak and trembling, she pulled at my wrist, begging me to put myself back inside her.

Far be it from me to leave her wanting, I pushed Kendra into the couch back-first and pulled her ass over the edge of the cushions. The white lace of her panties ripped down her legs as I pulled, sending them flying behind me. The girl was packing a cunt that looked like it had been sculpted by the old masters.

“Five minutes.” By the time Emmy was done saying it, I was already inside Kendra again and rearing back for a second stab. I held onto the backs of her knees as I brought one foot up. Her left leg tangled with my right as I moved my free hand down to her tits.

Already screaming, Kendra moved my hand up to her throat, squeezing my fingers. She smiled like a lottery winner as I clamped down. The girl acted like she wanted me to hurt her.

Emmy took a seat next to us, admiring what she'd created. A twinge of envy came out in the way her lip curled down on one side. It made me go at it even harder.

I shifted my position just enough to know I was beating the hell out of Kendra's g-spot. The burning little mound inside her cunt pulsed against my dick, driving her as mad as a rabid, whiskey-drunk dog. Kendra's eyes opened as she tried nodding her head, her bottom lip tucked between her teeth.

Even as deep as I was, I kept trying to force my entire body in there. Her perfect figure combined with the unbelievable desire she had for even more. Even the way she managed to scream in such a high voice meant I'd have been happy to have died on the spot. Nothing in life would ever compare to this, no matter how hard I tried to top it.

Kendra pulled at my wrist again. I let go of her, begrudgingly. She used what breath she could catch to beg, “Please, come the fuck inside me!”

And there it was, the knee-buckling feeling in my loins. Just letting go and ruining my chance to do this every day with her was all I could think about. Well, that and making sure Emmy knew who was really in charge here.

The rush of cum coursed up my shaft, shooting forth in... well, just outside of her pussy. Kendra pushed me back with her legs, getting me out just in time. Thick dabs of white painted across her flat stomach as she worked her clit to finish herself off.

I wanted to collapse right on top of her, but I had the wherewithal to crash between those two. Emmy's hand closed around my shaft as she struggled to get her head in my lap. Giving up, she slid down to her knees in the floor and worked from that angle.

Three seconds of it was all I could handle. “Hold up, that's twice in not even fifteen minutes.” Hell, Tara was probably still jogging.

“Oh, now come on! What are you gonna do when you finally get to have both of us like that?” Now that was something to give a guy hope for the future.


My eating was keeping up with Emmy's for once. Unlimited wings for twenty dollars a head was an offer I couldn't turn down. Especially since they were real wings, not those chicken nuggets they try passing off as boneless 'wings.'

Emmy sat across from me with Bunny, in awe of what coming twice could do to a man's appetite. I'd killed some twenty-odd wings and drumsticks already, and I still felt like I was starving.

“Slow down a little, Jason. Chickens'll be extinct before you're done.”

Kendra had barely touched her burger and fries, so Emmy moved on to help herself to part of the plate. Pregnant girls can just pick food out from in front of other people, and it's not like you can yell at them for it. I'd just make myself out to be an asshole.

“It's fine, take the rest of it.” Kendra gave in without being asked. “I've got a little weight to lose anyway.”

I was impressed that she was expressing herself to some extent, but it wasn't in a way that made sense to me. “Bullshit.” I put yet another stripped limb of chicken in the middle of the birdy catacomb building on my plate. “You're perfect.”

She blushed in her seat. After fulfilling Emmy's orders ahead of time, she almost seemed normal. It was only when Emmy told her to come eat with us that she acted robotic again, and that was only until she was in my back seat.

“You know,” Emmy looked at Kendra, “I think we'll work great together.” She looked back at me, “Have you heard Bunny sing yet?”

“For few seconds last night. Why?”

“Well, if we're both changing our images at the same time, you can't go putting a baby in her so soon. It's hard to record or do much of anything if you're as far along as I am.”

She was right, but it meant I was gonna be holding back on Kendra for far longer than I'd planned. “So are we talking, like, a year now?”

Emmy was dangerous enough on her own, but now she had a sidekick. I knew I was fucked, in both good and bad ways.

“You'll get her eventually, and just think, she'll be famous like me by the time you get to.”

That's the fucked up thing about Emmy. She knows exactly who she is, she's not afraid to throw her status around, and she can make you suffer while making you feel on top of the world. Little did I know, how dangerous she'd eventually become.
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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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