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READER ADVISORY:

This is a work of erotic fiction and is not suitable for readers under the age of 18. Please enjoy this story, but be advised that it contains sexual themes and explicit language. The characters and events in this story are intended for titillation purposes only and in no way represent any real people or transpired events. Any similarity to actual individuals or events is purely coincidental. All characters depicted are the age of 18 or above.

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD


Author's Note: Well, this is the last installment of Bimbo Country. I had way too much fun writing this series, bringing back a few characters that I'd told myself I would, and writing about a city I know more about than I'd like to. I feel like I've said what needed to be said in the story, and overall, I'm happy as can be about how it turned out.

I totally left an avenue into continuing the Bimbo Code storyline in general, and I feel like it has to happen at some point. Honestly, I'll wait until the inspiration strikes me to pick it over the dozen or so other ideas I have stewing in my head. But this set of characters keeps popping up when I think about what to write about next. Yeah, Elena is showing up in the next series I'm currently working, totally unconnected to this one. But it'll be this weird thing I've wanted to write since before I even thought of her as a character.

Just a note for the future, I'm dialing down how much I have on my plate by only doing one series at a time from here on out. Between this series and His Bimbo Swap going on at the same time, I felt like I was going mad trying to keep track. It was like switching between two movies every fifteen minutes or so. I'm hoping this will help me pick up the pace as well. I'd rather have a series not take more than a month to finish any longer.

The only other thing I can say about the next series is that it's going in a meta direction. I wondered what a total self-insert character would be like to write, so why not write what would happen if one of my stories spilled over into my real life as an erotica author? Enough details will be changed for privacy's sake, but yeah, I'll be a fourth-wall breaking smut writer who realizes he's a character in one of his own books. It's already a hoot to work on, but it's more than a little eery writing about myself writing in the same chair I'm in right now.


BIMBO COUNTRY 5:

QUEEN OF MUSIC ROW

Six weeks. That's how long I'd been waiting since Emmy had given birth to Natalie. These last two weeks would have been torture, assuming she hadn't started doing early publicity work for the new album.

The last month leading up to the birth was a flurry of getting ready, and dealing with Emmy wanting to go ahead and start doing prep-work on the album. Not even a week out of the maternity ward for her and Layla both, and the recording had started.

At this point, only having to worry about Natalie felt like a vacation. Layla had her own babysitter for Logan. It's just weird thinking he's my kid too. But GeneFactor's birth payments had started trickling in. Each smaller deposit in my account reminded me of exactly what my work was.

Luckily, Natalie was out cold, napping long enough to give me a little break. My stomach almost roared as I listened again to the baby monitor clipped to a bunched up bit of t-shirt. It looked goofy, but it gets the job done. Nothing but silence.

Even with all this money, sometimes a man just wants a ham sandwich. I checked my phone real quick before I sat it down and opened up the bread box. No sooner than I'd gotten the loaf out, my phone rattled against the marble countertop.

I picked it up off the counter and turned it screen-up. What the fuck does Grant want? I slid the green cursor over to answer. “What's up?”

“We're at the airport, come pick us up.”

“Like, right now?” I hadn't even put pants on that morning.

“Yes. How long will it take to get here?”

“Thirty minutes or so, depending on traffic.” And the very last leg was on my least favorite stretch of road. Anyone in Nashville would gladly agree: Fuck I-40.

He huffed into the phone. “Make it fast, we've got shit to do.”

“What shit?”

“You'll find out when you get here. How's that for motivation?”

I hung up and threw the bread back in the box. Motherfucker. At the very least, their asses were waiting until I got something at a drive-thru.


I crumpled up the wrapper for what was my burger and chucked it on the floorboard in front of my seat. Luckily Kendra was at least capable of taking care of Natalie. Tray was off doing his bodyguard thing with Emmy, so I couldn't shove it off on him.

Pulling into the line for pick-ups, Grant and Elena made their way to my car, Ada in her mother's arms. The last time Elena had ridden in this Subaru, she damn near made me wreck from getting herself off so hard. It felt like years had passed since then, but it was still just under a year ago.

I popped my trunk from inside so Grant could stow the luggage as Elena worked on adjusting my car seat for Ada. As soon as they were in though, I stared at Grant in the front passenger's seat. “What's this all about? I didn't even know you three were coming.”

“Her show tomorrow night. How many people will be there?”

“Emmy's? I don't know, it's not a huge venue, so maybe a thousand or so.”

“We got tickets, but we were surprised that it's an adults-only kind of thing.”

“It is?” I didn't like where this was going. “I know she wanted to change her image entirely, but that's a shocker.”

Grant raised his voice a bit to speak over Ada's toddler babble. “Well, it makes for an interesting opportunity. When she gets back tonight, I want to run a test.”

A test? Every bit of this weirdness just seemed like daily business for Grant. “What kind of test?”

“I want to know if she's like Elena. If she is, it'll have some bearing on the show.”

Enough cars cleared out so that I could pull out of the parking lane. As I hit the gas, I had to ask, “Is this about the point GeneFactor wanted to make in Nashville?”

Grant's expression didn't change. “If she's a Queen-Type, absolutely.”


It wasn't until about sundown that Emmy had returned, minus Tray. Not expecting company, I figured she'd be overjoyed to see her old friend. Only seconds after she got in the door, she noticed Elena. It all started going to hell from there.

Emmy stared her down, but Elena wasn't giving in one bit. It was like watching two cats meet, minus the hissing and growling. They'd known each other for several years, but you wouldn't know it by watching them.

“The fuck are they doing?”

Grant leaned back in his chair. “Measuring each other up. She's pretty far along if she can detect other Queen-Types already.”

I knew Emmy was one, but past that, I never paid the concept any mind. “I don't have clue what that means.”

“For starters, if you ever get her pissed at you, you're fucked.” He looked at me and nodded his head a little. “If Elena wanted to turn on me, there probably wouldn't be a damn thing I could do about it. So make sure you get along well with your wife.”

“She's a lot to handle, so I guess this explains why.”

“Has she ever controlled you?” Grant cocked his head. “That you know of, at least?”

“No, but I've never really taken control of her either. How she acts is all Elena's doing.”

He looked back at Kendra holding Natalie in one arm, as Ada squirmed in the other. “I want to know more about her too. How she got the way she is is something I've never seen for myself.”

“For the first few days, you could have drowned her by telling her to look up at the rain.”

Elena's arms twitched about the same time Emmy's started to. Neither one of them backed down, but you could see the sweat on their foreheads from across the room. After what felt like hours, they finally dropped the killing look and hugged each other.

“After all that, they're fucking friends again.” It was like they were a different breed of human, as different from normal as Grant and myself.

“Our powers come from the medicine, but it's permanent in them. Elena's the first out of six we've found, seven if you count Emmy now.”

I couldn't just let it sit in the air like that. “So what about the others? Did they all turn the same way?”

“Yeah, one even took control of me for a while. Elena saved my ass on that one.”

I lowered my voice because she was standing not too far behind us. “So could Kendra become one?”

“I dunno. Does she have enough free will?”

She was little more than a blonde, bimbo blockhead who wanted sex all the time, and at least kept the house in order. I really hadn't planned on turning her into a maid, aside from Emmy's future singing partner. “I don't think she's capable of telling you what free will is anymore.” In a way, I couldn't help feeling bad for her, even if she was always blissfully happy.

“Yeah, don't go doing that to someone again. You're basically her caretaker until you get her close to normal.” He said it like I was acting as her foster parent.

“She can do anything anyone else can, she just doesn't realize that she can until Emmy or I tell her to.” Once all of this album mess was sorted out, I knew I'd be working overtime to get Kendra able to survive on her own again. Not that she was doing that great a job of it before I changed her.

Grant stood up, saying, “I've got an idea.” He stayed there until he had Elena's attention. “Can you come over here for a minute?”

“Sure.” She left Emmy behind, stepping right in front of her husband. “What's up?”

“See what you can figure out about Kendra's condition.”

I stared back at her, standing there with our kids, looking blank and dimly happy as ever. She was so still Natalie had dozed off. “Yeah, this isn't what I wanted for her, fun as she's been.”

Elena stepped over and took Ada from her, who was more than happy to get back in her mother's arms. Staring deep, Elena's lips frowned, cherry red as ever. “It's like there's something in there, but I can't figure out what it is.”

Emmy joined her friend and took Natalie. “You think I can help?” If both of them couldn't figure something out, I didn't see any hope for Kendra.

“You can try, because I can't get anywhere in her head.”

Emmy stared into the left eye as Elena got the right. “It's like there's a fog in her mind. If I knew what she was like before Jason fucked her up like this, I might know what to do with her.”

I stood up. “Layla's gonna be at the concert tomorrow night, right?”

“Easy Trigger,” Emmy was already staring me down. “I get to have fun with you before she can.”

“Not that.” She might be have been the last chance we had. “Layla's the only person we know who knows anything about her.”

“Kendra doesn't even remember any of her old songs or who she was, so it's what we've got.” Emmy walked over and handed Natalie to me. “I'll call her and see if she can show up early or stick around after.”

Two Queen-Types and the last trace we have of her personality was the best shot Kendra could have wished for, if she were capable of even doing that. She smiled a little more, like she always did when either one of us were around her. Emmy handed Natalie off to me before telling Kendra, “Alright, let's go work out, come on.”

Yeah, you couldn't tell she'd just had a kid, even with a bare stomach. A personal trainer once a week, daily workouts on top of that, and that doctor she'd forked thousands to had made a miracle happen. She was ready for the stage way sooner than I'd anticipated. How Emmy kept herself sane with that and everything else going on, at nineteen, I'll never understand.


Unitas Auditorium was far from the biggest venue in Nashville, but Emmy was easing back into performing because I had raised hell about her taking on too much. Even with the eighteen-plus rule for tickets, it was within ten tickets of selling out. Walk-ups would take care of the rest in no time. Really, nobody knew the damn thing was happening until a week prior.

I stood just off to the side of the stage behind the curtain. I hadn't even heard her new stuff, but she'd worked Kendra into a few songs. She couldn't exactly resist the order to sing her parts. That shit made My Humps and Anaconda seem subtle. I wouldn't have been shocked if we'd have a thousand country fans rioting.

Most of the seats were already filled, so something was starting soon, but it wouldn't be what they expected. As Emmy stepped beside me, she had on as little as she could without edging into pornographic. Cutoff denim shorts that barely counted as panties, heels that added a good four inches to her, and a bikini top that she was filling out nicely after having Natalie. She was looking every bit the fertility goddess part that Layla usually did, minus the headset microphone.

“You think they'll go for it?” I couldn't help wanting to put a jacket or something on her. News had gotten out about the wedding and Natalie, but her fans still thought she was the goodie-goodie symbol of innocence she was this time last year.

She leaned against my arm, warm against the cold air of the auditorium. “Whether they are or not, it's time.” I couldn't see it, but I knew Emmy had to be grinning ear to ear.

Kendra stepped out, just behind the curtain on the other side of the stage. What she had on wasn't much different, replacing the denim with khaki and blue stripes instead of pink. I poked my head around the curtain and saw Grant and Elena dead-center in the front row. Thankfully, Emmy talked Tray into babysitting for all of us, despite how much he bitched, pissed, and moaned about it all afternoon.

The seats filled until there were only a trickle of new people coming in. Layla stepped behind Kendra and made a circle in the air with one finger. Emmy and Kendra trotted out, and you could hear the gasp as soon as they did.

“Surprised?” Emmy didn't waste any more time. “I know I'm not what you expected me to be, but that hometown girl from Alabama couldn't be here. She's dead.”

A few members of the audience whistled and cheered, with a definite masculine hint. For a moment, I was glad it was a headset she'd be singing through. She'd probably try to fellate a handheld mic at some point.

The backup musicians walked onto the stage, and a quick series of guitar chords rang out. Everyone out there broke into a cover of Johnny Are You Gay? I couldn't help wondering if the hints of rockabilly were just to fuck with people, or some crazy shit Layla had dreamed up during labor. She stared across the backstage at me and pointed at Emmy, shrugging like it wasn't Layla's idea at all.

I'd heard the song before, and it hit all the marks. They're actually really fucking good together. Obscure as what they were covering was, a bit more of a pop influence didn't hurt the rendition. Hell, I was grinning at the hilarity of what Emmy Lynn Stetson had turned into within a year.

Poking my head out one more time, they were starting to win the crowd over. Even if it wasn't what everyone expected, most looked like they were having a damn fine time. The few walking out were exactly the types you expected to, denim skirts to their ankles and hair down to their asses.

The carried on through the first few songs until their duet numbers were through. As Kendra walked off stage, she stopped right beside me. Emmy opened into one of her songs I hadn't heard, and that's when the audience really started taking notice of her.

Every pair of eyes stared, transfixed. But the women in the crowd had a different look than the men. All of them besides Elena looked like they were blushing.

I looked over at Kendra and then at Layla. The same look was on their faces as well. Even Grant had a bit of what had taken over the men, like they were all eye-fucking my wife in unison.

Audience members started getting out of their seats, but they weren't going anywhere. Men and women both started pulling at their clothes. Elena practically dragged Grant up on the stage, towing him right past Emmy and straight to me.

She asked, “Why aren't you affected by it? It's even got him.”

“Hell, I don't even know what's going on.”

Layla started across the back of the stage to get to us as well. Elena led the way as I followed her, with Kendra and Layla in front of me. As we got through the first set of doors she came across, I realized we were in the main dressing room.

Elena shut the door behind us. “I can't believe she's controlling the entire concert hall like that.” She bogarted Grant's phone out of his pocket and punched in a number. “Janus, it's Elena.”

I recognized the name from a few letters I'd gotten, but I'd never even spoken to the man who led the group I worked for. As much money as he'd sent me for doing what I love most, I felt like I needed to thank him at some point. But this was hardly the time.

“Our new Queen-Type just took control of about a thousand people.”

Over the sound of the music, moans and whimpers started leaking through.

“It's probably gonna set the record for the world's largest orgy.”

I looked up that exact record on my phone. Sure enough, it'd just about double the world record set in Japan at five-hundred. What I wondered was, how long had Emmy had this planned?

“Well, do I stop her? I know GeneFactor wanted to prove a point to investors, but I don't know if this is the way to do it.” She listened to the response before handing the phone to me. “He wants to speak with you.”

“This is Jason.”

I wasn't expecting an Australian accent. “Congratulations, your wife's about to become a legend.”

A chill ran down my spine when I remembered Emmy was still on stage in a room of probably three or four hundred men who had to fuck anything they could get hold of. “I don't know how she's doing it, and I don't know if I should let it happen, either.”

“Oh, it's already happening. I wouldn't even risk stopping her if she's that powerful.”

“If she does this with every concert, I don't even know what would happen.” I imagined her doing larger and larger venues, all the way up to halftime at the Super Bowl. I wouldn't even want to know what an orgy spanning every living room in America would result in, not to mention in the stands. “This is fucked.”

My real boss laughed hysterically on the other end. “If it makes you feel better, Queen-Types have a strong imprint with their Donors, so she won't even think of joining in.”

It eased my mind enough about Emmy, but it was the crowd I was worried about. Their screams told me people were actively fucking now. “It'll be fine. We'll take care of the damage.”

He hung up. I was about to hand the phone back to Elena when I noticed she was fighting to keep Grant from lifting the hem of her dress up and going town on her over the back of a chair. I grabbed him by the collar and said, “Sorry feller, she's gotta help me do something.” I pointed at Layla and grabbed Kendra by the wrist. “You can have the blonde with the giant tits over there.”

Grant and Layla almost crashed together in the middle of the room. I pulled Elena and Kendra out and ran with them back to the edge of the stage. Emmy was still performing, and the aroma of sex was overpowering. Even security and the people manning the concession stands had joined in with the crowd.

About that time, the backup musicians dropped their instruments and stepped down from the stage, picking whoever was closest to them in the front row. Emmy kept singing without music behind her, barely coming through the sea of whimpers, cries, and gasps.

I didn't know what to do. When I turned to Elena for her ideas, her cheeks were starting to blush as well. “Don't tell me you're giving in to it.”

“My husband's occupied. Come on, you can fuck me for real this time.”

That alone did more to me than whatever Emmy was pulling off. I wanted to, badly, but Grant and I still had an understanding as Donors: We don't fuck each others' wife. I pulled Kendra in front of her. “Kendra, sex her up.”

They went at it like high school dates in the backseat of a Camaro, right there in the floor. I had a boner hard enough to drop my blood pressure to dangerous levels already, but I was the only one left in the building with any shred of sanity left. The only thing I knew to do was get Emmy offstage, by any means necessary.

I walked out under the lime lights, still going on a set program. As I wrapped my arms around Emmy's waist, she kept singing like nothing was going on. Even after I tossed the headset mic, the song kept flowing out of her.

Covering her mouth with one hand and carrying her off with the other, her voice kept trying to break through my fingers. She fucking got herself somehow. Her Suburban would fit all of us, and it was just in the alley behind the venue. The trick would be getting all six of us that far.

I lifted Emmy up to one shoulder and kept hold of her thighs. Her skin was burning hot. I bent down and hefted Elena across my other shoulder. Kendra followed, blindly following the focus of her last order.

Packing both of them out, with Kendra right behind me, I pushed against the door to the alley. It gave way, with Emmy's SUV just steps away. I placed her in the front passenger's seat, letting Elena and Kendra got at each other in the middle row. Emmy kept singing away as the two blondes finger-fucked each other into oblivion.

Now I just needed Grant, Layla, and keys. I knew they'd all three be in the dressing room. As I got back into the hall, the orgy had only gotten louder and more intense. I wondered when it would stop, but that wasn't my main problem.

Layla was riding Grant like a rodeo bull, both bare-assed naked already and sweating up a pond. I snatched Emmy's keychain and pulled Layla off of him. I had to take both of them by the arm and march them as best I could. When we got to the Suburban, all I could do was open up the rear hatch and push them in. They'd have plenty of room to carry on back there.

The pure chaos of four people fucking and one person singing had given me a headache by the time I had even pulled to the end of the alley.


Even with tinted windows, I couldn't risk having a rolling orgy on a major road. My old place was about a mile away, and the back streets hardly ever had traffic. It seemed like the safest bet, even if it didn't have a garage to pull into.

Once there, I hopped the curb and pulled the Suburban into the yard, the right side of the SUV just feet from the front door. I hopped out and dragged Emmy inside first, singing like the concert was still going on. Elena and Kendra had to be carried in at the same time, going at it as I dropped them onto the couch. Coaxing Grant in was simply a matter of hauling Layla inside.

My wife singing in the corner, my supervisor slamming Boobs McKenzie on the coffee table, and Kendra getting eaten out by a god-tier MILF on the sofa. Just a normal day in the Kincaid household. Hey, it's not that much of a stretch when you have my job.

I didn't know what to do, so I pulled Emmy into the kitchen and opened the junk drawer. A big hank of duct tape would shut her up. Finally, I could hear the wail of sirens heading in the direction we'd just come from.

Did that orgy spill out into the streets? Because if it did, holy shit was this gonna get ugly. Little did I know, that was the plan all along, on someone's part.

Emmy tried pulling the tape away until I grabbed her by the arms. “I'm sorry, but you've gotta shut up for a bit.” I forced her against the counter with her ass facing me and wrapped probably a little too much tape around her wrists.

I didn't know how much longer this would go on. The only people who were capable of telling me anything didn't even acknowledge I was there. What was worse, is that I couldn't get hold of Janus because I didn't have his number, and Grant's phone was back with his pants at the auditorium.

The only option left was going back for it. “Sorry Emmy.” I marched her back to the middle of the living room and bound her ankles as well. At least she cooperated, almost acting like Kendra.

Looking back as I was about to go out the front door, it was a fucked up scene if I'd ever seen one. A husband and wife each having a blonde to themselves, and my wife bound like a kidnapping victim in the middle of the floor. Hopefully this orgy wouldn't spill into the streets too.


The police barricade in front of the auditorium stopped just short of the alley. They were just now setting up the perimeter, which meant they probably hadn't even gotten inside. And sure enough, about a dozen couples were banging right there in the middle of the street and on cars.

I parked and burst through the rear entrance. People were fucking in the halls backstage, and I even had to push a couple of guys spit-roasting some chunky brunette chick out from in front of the dressing room's door. All told though, everyone looked like they were having the time of their lives.

As soon as I was in, I grabbed Grant's trousers. Knowing the cops would have the place on lock-down later, I grabbed Emmy's bag, as well as Elena and Layla's purses. Catching myself in the mirror, I felt like a guy running into a burning building to loot the place before everything burned.

I didn't have the guts to go to the stage and see how bad things had gotten in the concert hall itself. The sound of a thousand people screaming, grunting, and moaning was worse than having cicadas sitting on both of your shoulders in August. Pure chaos if I've ever heard it. And the poor janitors, if they weren't in the tangle of people themselves, would probably torch the place or quit.

What still nagged at my mind, though, was why I was the only one unaffected. Elena had given in, even though she was able to hold out longer than anyone else. Someone had to know what was going on, and that was one Janus Rickard, Chief Executive of GeneFactor.


“You gotta be shitting me!” I couldn't believe what he'd just explained, to the point I almost ass-ended the car in front of me at the stop light.

“That's right, the men just have to come. The women won't snap out of it until they climax too, but only if they're penetrated by someone not under the trance at the time.”

What I wanted to know was how he found this information. “What fucked up shit did you do to learn that?”

“One of our Queen-Types sang in a church chorus about a year and a half ago. You can guess what happened after about twenty minutes of exposure.”

I didn't even want to. Even the old biddies nobody's fucked in decades would have been in on it. “Well at least I know why you really picked Nashville. That's fucked up, man.”

“Is it? The wholesome image of that place is fake, and even you know that by now.”

I'd known it since I'd first set foot there. “Nashville needed to be knocked off it's moral pedestal, I agree, but like this? Why?”

Janus laughed a little and said, “When it comes right down to it, everything but interior decorating and hairdressing comes down to vaginas. Even country music. One of our investors was holding back until we proved what Queen-Types are capable of.”

I felt used, but even worse, I knew Emmy had been used as well. “I fucking hate you right now.”

“Don't worry, mate. We'll take care of the fallout. The benefactor in question already promised to compensate your wife handsomely, even for herself.”

That wasn't the point. “Singing is her life, not just a job, you dingo fucking prick.”

“She wants to be a slut icon who happens to sing. Trust me, certain circles will still want to hear her voice, and they're exactly her kind of people now. Since she's a Queen-Type, she won't stray from her Donor.”

I had the information I needed. Right as I was turning into Sylvan Heights, I hung up on his ass. Every justification just pissed me off even more, even though I knew he was right. But if Janus had been right in front of me at the time, I'd have slugged his jaw to the back of his head.


When I got back, somehow the horny fuckheads had made the situation even worse. Judging by how ragged her voice was, Elena and Kendra had gotten hold of Emmy the minute I left. Bikini top removed, and her shorts and panties around her ankles. Elena was knuckle deep in my wife, screaming as hard as Emmy while Kendra fingerblasted her from behind. Grant and Layla were still fucking like rabbits too, now with Layla threatening to break my table slamming on his dick that hard, reverse cowgirl style.

“Jesus fucking Christ.” I knew what I had to do, per Janus's instructions. Rather than dwelling on it, I unzipped my jeans and wondered who I should snap out of it first.

Grant couldn't help until he came, and given our understanding, I couldn't fuck it out of Elena. He was busy with Layla, so it was down to Kendra and Emmy. Fun and compliant as Kendra was, Emmy was just too fucking fun, and I'll be damned if I'll ever get her that submissive again. My first choice was clear.

The only complication was, if I made Elena stop twisting and curling her fingers inside my wife, I'd have to start from square one. Emmy was the type to hold off from coming, just to spite your ass into finishing what you started right after you finish. That little trick meant bedtime after we first met meant two new sets of stains on the sheets. And now that she was back in her prime, I'd probably end up coming before she did.

It was one hell of a conundrum, until I realized she couldn't come until the stimulation ended. An uninterested ten couldn't compare to even a five mid-climax, if you're talking about which one is hotter to fuck, but a ten mid-orgasm is a goddamned dream to be inside... and Shangri-La to come inside of. To the bedroom I went, for the ace up my sleeve.

I pulled the egg vibe out and tested if the batteries were still live enough to do the job. Hell yeah they were. A quick stop back to the junk drawer for the duct tape was all I needed.

Fighting against Elena's hand, I forced the vibe against Emmy's clit and dropped a slice of tape between her legs. Emmy's body tensed so hard, she could have whipped my ass at arm wrestling with ease. Luckily, all I had to do was carry her far enough away. It's not like she had control of her body, between the buildup to a forced orgasm and the tape, anyway.

Emmy was a quaking wreck as I picked her up. Her skin felt even hotter than before, heating my body beyond comfort as I slung her over my shoulder and carried her over to the recliner. It had built up to the point, I had to take off my shirt and fling it against the wall as I dug my cock out of my pants.

My wife screamed against the sticky side of the tape, her eyes rolled back far enough for only the whites to stare back at me. Even after getting some for the first time in a few months the night before, I knew she was in for the climax of a lifetime.

I pulled her up on the arm, her ass barely on it. Pushing her knees against her breasts, I plunged right in. Emmy was wet as a watermelon and hot as the best days for eating them. I knew I'd have to wrangle her into this kind of situation more often, because I couldn't bear to let her off easy by just letting her come.

The button on my jeans flew open as I let my jeans slide down and stepped out of them mid-thrust. Emmy shivered like she was hypothermic, but she felt far from it. And as tense as her body was, she'd react like a rubber band drawn just a hair too far.

I kept pushing her further, wondering how much more her petite body could take. Reaching down, I took hold of both breasts and squeezed the nipples between my knuckles. Ever since Natalie had come along, Emmy's tits were fucking perfection.

The feeble attempt at a squeal told me it was time to let her off the hook. Dragging it on any further would have wreaked havoc on her body. Sometimes you just reach a line where you can't suppress mercy.

Holding her thighs tight with one arm, I ripped the tape from between her legs. Her cunt squeezed like it was trying to choke the life out of my dick. Fighting to keep inside, I knew she had to finish before she could get back to normal.

Every part of her body writhed in what had to be the best damn misery you could imagine. I pulled the tape from her mouth, immediately opening for a hard gasp. Her voice shuddered as she tried screaming, trailing off into nothingness as she kept coming.

When her breasts heaved in what looked like agonal breathing, I knew she was rounding the last bend. Her pussy relented, letting me get a few good strokes in for my own pleasure.

I finally pulled out, even though I wanted to keep fucking her as she was. We had four women out of their minds, and only one cock in any condition to do anything about it. If only Grant would have gotten around to finishing, the job would have been so much easier.

The thought of pulling him off Layla entered my mind, but she was the last one I wanted to put up with as her normal self. Kendra was my only option left, and she was already on all fours in the floor, slit presented in perfect position as she ate the hell out of Elena's cunt.

I looked back at Emmy, coming back to her normal senses, still bound on the recliner. Sorry, you'll just have to fucking watch.

As I got on my knees right behind Kendra, another problem came to my head. If I come inside her, it's not the end of the world. But Grant's not in any hurry it looks like. What if I have to fuck his wife?

I shook my head and plowed right into Kendra. He had to finish soon, otherwise we were gonna have a problem. But Kendra's tight, freshly waxed cunt made the issue seem miles away and years in the future.

She took to it like it was a gift from above, backing into me like it was her life's mission to fuck me. For all she was capable of, it actually had been for the past several months. Holding back from coming inside her hurt like a motherfucker, every goddamned time.

It was like sex was the only time she ever showed much agency of her own. Suffice it to say, my wife had trained her well. And a few things like that hip wiggle when she was on all fours? That was my addition. Kendra basically existed for this now.

Grant's voice started to get louder over on the table. When I looked over, he had Layla on her back, spreading her legs as far as they'd go. The way he was tearing at it, he had to be close to finishing, finally.

I reached around Kendra's waist and started working her clit. She was on the verge when Emmy's voice rang out in my head. Untie me, now.

My hands left Kendra's body as I pulled out and stood up. I knew I wasn't in control any longer. Emmy had a fire in her eyes that scared me more with each step.

As I started working on her ankles, she said, “Thank you,” in a way that could flash-freeze a boiling pot. She kicked the panties and denim shorts to the floor as I got to her wrists. Finally free, she crossed her legs and sat there like an actual queen on her throne.

“You just controlled me. Why?”

She kept looking at the scene in front of her. “When you made me come, I snapped out of it. Why didn't I when Elena and Kendra made me climax so many times?”

“I was never affected by it to begin with, but I don't know why. Even Elena's out of her mind.”

Emmy grinned at the two blondes moving into a sixty-nine position. “They'll go at each other until they drop, and they'll still keep trying even then. That was the order I pushed out as I sang.”

“Why the fuck would you even do that?” For the first time, I felt the urge to slap her across the face. “Do you have any idea how much chaos you've started?”

She leaned over and rested her jaw on a fist. “Could you imagine them being any happier, though? I mean, just look at them.”

It was too much to handle. “Order Grant to come already so he can recover and take care of Elena. I can't fuck her, just like he can't fuck you.”

“But you want to.” The smile on her face when she looked up at me nearly stopped my heart. “She told me about how close you got to doing it before she shot you down.”

“I figured as much.”

“Then have your revenge. You know she won't turn you down now.”

Emmy had gotten out of control before any of this even started. I knew that now. And the fucked up part is, the only person who could stand a chance of overpowering Emmy was already under her control.

“You know I can't.”

“Grant, sweetie, go ahead and knock up my manager.”

Seconds later, Grant came inside Layla, but Layla wasn't having it. She wouldn't be free of the trance until she came on his dick again. Layla held him tight with arms and legs around his back.

“See? He's still trapped, because Layla's totally under my control right now.”

He looked back at me for help as Layla pushed him into the couch and kept riding as he went flaccid. When he tried to get to her clit, she held both hands down, her grip turning his hands an ashy color.

I returned his helpless stare and gestured my head toward Elena. I shook my head side to side. It brought a little relief to his face to know I'd stand by my word in the end, but I had zero real control.

Emmy gave me a hard slap on the ass. “Yeah, I want to see his face as he watches you fuck his wife.”

“I won't do it.”

It felt like my head was about to implode into itself. “You don't really have any say in the matter, do you?”

Ever since she handed Dixie to me on a platter, I knew something was brewing in her head. Now at the boundary of breaking the one moral we had to keep as Donors, I had to try. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.

Emmy's neck bent until her left ear was against her shoulder. Her eyes almost caught fire. “How?”

It might have had something to do with why I wasn't affected. Don't ever control me again! “Stand up.”

She did. “Jason, whatever you're thinking, it's not like I was really gonna make you fuck her.”

“Bullshit. You don't know how to back down.”

Emmy built up tears, and trick she'd mastered before I even met her. “You know I wouldn't!”

“You said you're not that into women.” I couldn't help smirking at my wife. “Let's change that. Go be Layla's personal bitch so Grant can fuck whatever you did out of his wife.”

“Jason, please!” Emmy bowed her head, playing the victim. “I'm sorry.”

“Too damn bad, you should have thought about what this would do to people.” It was time to give Grant a little mercy. “Layla,” I pulled Emmy's face up with one finger under her chin, “stop fucking him and come take care of your client.”

As Layla let go of Grant, he slumped down in his seat. Emmy tried making a break for it, stopping as I took hold of her arm. I marched Emmy back into the kitchen, binding her wrists with the tape again, this time in front of her torso.

Layla already had her hands on Emmy when I finished the last wrap. “Go make her an all-you-can-eat buffet on the coffee table, and don't even think of going easy on her.”

I could tell by the look on her face, Emmy was trying to override my command. I expected Layla to turn on me at any second. To put it lightly, I was relieved when she carted Emmy back into the living room and did exactly as I had told her to.

As soon as I was back in there, Grant looked at me and asked, “I can't believe you just took control of a Queen-Type. That's not possible.”

I was suddenly aware that I was standing nude over another naked guy. It started to bother me, until I realized there wasn't a scrap of clothing left on all six of us. “I guess our boss has some explaining to do.”

“That he does.” I knew he was exhausted. “Wanna take a breather and let em' carry on?”

Grant looked at his wife, still in the throes of tongue-fucking Kendra, and getting the same treatment back. “She's having the time of her life, so why the hell not?”

“Good. Emmy's got a lesson to learn.” She was already twisting her body as Layla dove right in. But she knew she liked it.


Dressed enough to go outside without being arrested, we sat down on the plastic chairs I'd always kept out back. I could barely make out the ruckus coming from inside over the sirens and general traffic of the city. “Go ahead and call that Janus prick. He owes both of us an explanation.”

Grant set right to it, putting the phone on speaker. At this time of the evening, you actually had some privacy outside there. It rang twice before he picked up.

“So which of you is it this time?”

I held back the need to give him a dog-cussing. “Both. My wife's finally under control.”

“Good. I wondered if a month of Patrem Zeta would get you there.”

Grant looked like he'd just shat a cinderblock. “Zeta? Since when was it approved?”

“It's not. Consider this a field trial, and a successful one at that. I was worried it would just make Mrs. Kincaid even stronger, but the new formula worked as intended.”

I had a suspicion about something that might have helped the matter. “I've barely been around my wife for the past month. How do you know she won't just be able to overcome Zeta over time?”

“You ordered her to never control you again, I'm guessing. You're beyond safe if you did.”

I nodded at Grant as he said, “It looks like he did, and he pulled my ass out of the fire at the same time.”

A hard shriek leaked through the walls, probably from Emmy. It was loud enough for Janus to hear it. “My my, they're still rooting at each other proper?”

“Three of us are out of the trance,” I still wanted to punch him, “but Elena's still nuts.”

Janus sounded like he couldn't believe it. “If your wife took over our strongest Queen-Type yet, and you were able to overpower her, Zeta's more powerful than we thought.”

Grant was busy downing enough water to fill a small bucket. He went in for yet another glass. Now it was time for me to ask a hard question. “Janus, why did you send them down here?”

“Is he gone?”

“Yeah.”

“I had to know how powerful your wife had become. We test all of the Queen-Types' abilities annually, and Mrs. Kincaid is a girl I would love to meet and study personally.”

Pissed as I was at her, I still didn't want her being used as some lab rat. “It'll be on my grounds. You come to us.”

“Fair enough.”

Grant returned. “Jesus, they sound like a pack of coyotes in there.”

“Is there anything else you two need to know?” Janus was the first Australian I'd ever heard who sounded smarter than a sack of hammers. “The situation has already made the local news in Nashville.”

I was sure it had, and national probably wasn't far behind. “That's all I can think of.”

Grant sat his glass down, already half-empty. “Same. I'll update you in the morning.”

I knew what I wanted to do. “You ready to get back in there, or do you still need a minute?”

He still looked tired, but as a Donor, Grant was used to a fast turnaround. “Nah, I think I'll fix Layla while you fix Kendra.”

I grinned, knowing what he had in mind. “I hear ya. I bet you have the time of your life fucking Elena.”

“In a way, she's not that different from her normal self right now, but thanks for not taking advantage of her.”

If only you knew how much I've thought about it, you lucky bastard. I mean, Emmy was right on par with Elena, but there's something about the one you can never have that just does something to a guy. I wondered if Grant thought the same about my wife.

Stepping back in, he wasn't joking about the racket. I slammed the door shut as fast as I could. Kendra and Elena looked like they were ready to collapse, and Emmy wasn't faring much better. Not that I cared about that right now.

It was time to end this. “Kendra, Layla!” Shouting was the only way I could be sure they'd hear me through thighs. “Stand up.”

They did, wobbly as they were. I could tell just by looking at them that not fucking someone was as stressful as an IRS audit. Plus, it felt weird seeing Kendra's blank expression in Layla's eyes as well. She only smiled again when she saw Grant taking his clothes back off.

“Elena, you take over with Emmy. Kendra, you're with me. Layla, Grant's nailing you again.”

Kendra practically fell into my arms, but Layla tackled Grant in the floor. I eased Kendra back onto the couch and watched Elena sit atop my wife's face in reverse, bending down to keep the torture up on Emmy's clit.

Shaking already, Kendra bent over the arm of the couch and presented herself like she was proud of it. I wrapped both hands around her shoulders and dove right in as soon as my pants were off again. I was still far enough along that I'd end up coming well before Grant, who had to be recovering from the last time still.

The walls of her pussy begged for me to wear her out and stay inside this time. Fuck it, it's her time. Besides, now that I knew I'd have to keep Emmy on a short leash, she could fill in for Kendra for a while. The little bitch needed to be humiliated and put in her new place.

Grant already had Layla screaming his name and the names of some deities. He had taken enough control to get on top, trying to pound her through the floor. From the pitch of her voice, he wouldn't have to work long to finish Layla off.

I kept jarring myself against Kendra's ass, taking hold of her arms for that extra bit of action. I kept it up until she was screaming into the couch. Moving in for the kill, one of my hands went around to her clit again.

Kendra and Layla came at the same time, harder than doctors would probably recommend. I pulled out of Kendra as soon as I knew she was done. When I turned around, Grant was still fucking Layla.

She didn't care at first, but the slow realization finally dawned on her. Grant slowed to a gradual halt as she asked, “You already came inside me, didn't you?”

He nodded. I was barely holding back from busting a gut. It was like she couldn't believe what she'd gone and done again.

“God, I've turned into that girl, pregnant right out of the delivery room.”

Grant pulled out of her and pulled his wife off of mine. “You remember everything though, right?”

Layla nodded as she sat in the floor, leaning back on her hands. “Yeah, plain as day, but I don't know what came over me.”

I pulled Emmy up. “She's the one who ordered him to come inside you, but I'm the one who started it. Sorry.”

“That's right, you were in the dressing room when I decided he had to fuck me. Asshole.”

Grant pulled Elena down on top of him as he sat on the couch. “That asshole got us out of what's probably a police raid by now.”

Emmy had built up the nerve and breath to speak. “She knows she wanted it, just like the last time.”

“Quiet, you.” I sat down on the far end from Grant and Elena, who were already fucking cowgirl style. I pulled Emmy down with me, making her start humping away in the same manner. That aggressive spark in her seemed to have died right on the spot.

The relative calm of only two women moaning filled the room. I wondered what I should do with my load, since it'd work on Emmy just like it had the first time. At this point, I'd barely even gotten the hang of taking care of one baby. A second one in the works so soon after wasn't even an option for me.

I let Emmy work herself into damn near coming and taking me with her. Elena was off-limits, and letting my boys compete with Grant's inside Layla felt tempting. But no, I knew a better way to humiliate Emmy even further.

“Call for Bunny.” It was like Emmy didn't even want to look me in the eyes. Whether it was regret or just defeat, I didn't care. I forced her to stop jerking her hips. “Don't make me command it.”

With as little enthusiasm as she could muster, Emmy called, “Bunny.” Layla stared at me, confused. And so did Kendra.

“Again.”

“Bunny! Get over here.”

Still no response from Kendra. She just kept looking at me for her next order, smiling a little more as I stared back. “Come on, show Emmy what good girls get.”

She did exactly as commanded, sliding between my legs as I pushed Emmy between myself and our friends fucking away at the end of the couch. Kendra took my shaft in hand and danced her fingers along its skin.

Emmy watched, broken and curled into a ball. What should have been the ultimate victory for her had only ended with her powers over even Kendra stripped away. Whatever was in Patrem Zeta, it was the only thing that saved me from falling to her like everyone else. I couldn't have imagined her becoming more powerful than Elena, either.

Hell, I had become more powerful than any Donors or Queen-Types. The weight of responsibility and pride in standing on top of the hill mixed with that heavenly blowjob Kendra had just started. It felt fucking great to be king. And to think I was nothing more than a common hood and a crook a year before.

I wrapped my hands around the back of her head as I simply wished for Layla to join in. She started my way and got down to her knees. But I didn't even order it. Hell, I wasn't even looking at her.

Emmy looked up at Elena, who stopped bouncing on Grant's cock long enough to pant out, “Don't worry, I don't think he'll leave you, even after what you did.” She picked up where she'd left off, screaming out the next breath she took.

Layla and Kendra's tongues wrestled over who was getting their lips over the head again. I granted Layla a turn by forcing her head down. Even if it wasn't her cunt, it felt great to be inside her again.

I wished for Emmy to join in, but it had no effect on her. Apparently, she only responded to direct commands from me. The same thing happened when I wished for Elena to start shouting Grant's name.

Your regular Recipients would give in to just a hint of an order, but Queen-Types were as easy to order as anyone else had been before the change. Maybe breaking Emmy's control had unleashed something in me as well. It was new territory for all of us.

Giving Kendra another turn, I made sure to pet her on the back of the head. I hope you finish me off, and soon. Her mouth turned into a vacuum chamber as her hand wrapped around the base of my shaft.

I gripped whatever I could. The arm of the couch on the right, Emmy's hair on the left. My joints felt like pudding as she worked for every damn compliment I could think about her. Independent action was barely in her grasp still, but the girl had figured out how to suck the dick right off a guy in a few short months.

The last time I could open my eyes, Layla stared in astonishment at what Kendra was pulling off. I'd gone from having a few minutes at least still in me, to feeling that swell in my loins. I was about to come, and Kendra wasn't even worrying about taking a breath until she had every last drop.

As my chest arched out and my head shot back, I had time for one last thought before the world turned to fuzz. I hope I can fucking fix you. As great as she was to have on call whenever I wanted to do unspeakable things, she really deserved to have a mind of her own again.

Kendra's saliva went silky as I filled her mouth. She let it build until everything was out, coaxing what she could with her tongue. In a quick surge of her whole tongue and the back of her throat, she swallowed it all without even taking her mouth off my shaft.

When I opened my eyes, I knew why Elena had shut up at some point during all that. Still on top of her husband, her blue eyes were twice their normal size. “I thought you said you didn't want another baby for a while.”

He grinned like a possum that had just finished an apple pie. “I said I'd think about it when you told me you were ready for another one.” Through the crush of Elena's breasts as she hugged them into his face, he barely got out, “I'm done thinking about it.”

Kendra sat back up and looked around at everyone. She tapped on my bare thigh. “Jason, you motherfucker!”

That was her old self coming back in a blaze of glory. I thought about fucking with her, telling her this was the same day I'd accidentally lobotomized her. But nah, the poor girl had been through enough. Calm the fuck down and I'll tell you. It's alright.

“I know how I got here, but what's this guy to you, again?”

“They're my manager and his wife.” I fought for the breath to get up, just to keep the original Kendra calm enough to talk to. “You kinda went blank on us for a while, but we've taken care of you.”

She leaned forward as she stood first, falling forward until both hands were planted on my shoulders. “I remember all of it, but like it was playing on a screen. Whatever happened on this couch, you just fixed it.”

Could it have been my cum? She'd taken dozens upon dozens of loads down the throat already. “Something just changed, I guess.” But it was the first load since I'd turned into something more powerful than a Queen-Type. Whatever had changed, it was exactly what I needed. Not just to fix Emmy's unholy mixture of megalomania and nymphomania, but Kendra's mental block as well.

“You wanted me to get better. I felt it.” She had been somewhat of a surrogate wife while Emmy was turning into something foul. “Not like that little bitch.”

Oh shit! Emmy's treatment of 'Bunny' had come back to roost. “Don't do anything rash, I've got her under control again.”

“Yeah, I know. You saved everyone today, except maybe her.” Kendra locked her stare on Emmy, just like the rest of us. “She'd brag to me about the whole plan, but all I could do was watch as my body just went along with it. I really did try to warn you.”

“But you couldn't. That's my bad.”

She looked back at me. “Yeah, I remember you getting pale as a ghost. I didn't know what it was, and it sounded crazy as I heard everyone talking about this stuff.”

“So when you stopped taking Emmy's orders just now, did you know it?”

Kendra nodded. “And I knew that if you could stand up against her, you'd fix me as soon as you could.”

Elena and Grant started getting up together. Grant already had the answer she wanted. “He's grown a lot in the past year.” He nodded his head toward the kitchen and gave me a hint of stink-eye before winking. He knew what had almost happened in there with Elena. “Stuff he was tempted to pull back then, he wouldn't dream of trying now.”

I wondered where everyone would end up taking all this, when Layla broke in. “So, do you two still have a deal?”

I looked to Kendra and titled my head to show her I was leaving it up to her. I could contain Emmy, she was still the mother of my first child, and she was still my wife. Rather than fixing Kendra's issues, it was time to work on hers.

Kendra offered me a hand up. “Yeah, we've still got a deal.”


Two years later.

I sat back in the recliner of my old place. It was more to my liking anyway. Emmy's damn mansion was just too fucking big for my tastes when she was on the road. Natalie was already working on covering every inch of the floor with her toys, and we hadn't even been there for five minutes.

“You'll have to come visit while they're touring. I get lonely as hell in that place all by myself.” Tray flipped back to the Titans game, the first one of the main season. “Kendra's told me not to fuck up the place already.”

Emmy and I had split the cost of the place next door to her own. Kendra stuck around and kept up the duet with Emmy. They'd already dominated with their first album together, minus the concert's Queen-Type mental fuckery, and the second was releasing tomorrow.

And Tray? He'd moved next door with Kendra, who he had just gotten engaged to. In the end, I just couldn't bring myself to use her as a Prime Recipient. She deserved a chance to make her own happiness after all she'd been through.

“Hey, that's a truck, not a hammer.” Natalie, or should I say Emmy Jr., was up to raising too much hell for how tiny she was. She kept beating the plastic toy against the coffee table anyway, sucking away what little life the finish had left. This little clone of Emmy during that Terrible-Twos stage, is exactly what you'd expect.

“Man, you think our boys'll make the Super Bowl this year?” Tray eased back. This was the first time I'd seen him relax in a while. Even for his size, he had been scared shitless Kendra might have turned down his proposal. He'd agonized over it for months until I told him to just fucking go for it.

Football was never my thing, but I could tolerate it enough to hang around for a game. “Who knows. If we can end up being best buds, anything can happen.”

“You know, when I first heard about what you do for a living, I wanted to choke you until your head popped off.” The seven-foot-something hulk of a man leaned forward and opened the pizza box in front of him. “'The professional deadbeat dad,' I called you. Then I saw how much you take care of Lil' Nat, about the same time as all that other stuff happened. I knew you were alright after that.”

Tray knew everything, including how it all got fixed. I was still doing my job, but I planned on taking the duration of Emmy's tour off. A few hundred kids at fifteen grand a pop had left me a comfortable man, and it was just time to slow down.

Before too much longer, Natalie would be old enough to pick up on things and start asking questions. Hell, I was sure she'd end up going to school with half-siblings she'd never know she had. And deep down, I had a fear that her being around me too much if I kept taking Patrem Epsilon, would eventually turn her into a twisted Queen-Type like her mother used to be.

Emmy had turned out to be a variant Janus dubbed 'Hazard-Type.' I went with her to the headquarters for testing, rather than making them come to us, and she gladly went after seeing what she had become. At first we thought that it was the Patrem Zeta that had turned her into one, so they stuck with Patrem Epsilon.

But then another Hazard-Type showed up on a college cheerleading squad. Her stunt made Emmy's orgy look like a puddle next to a lake. A packed stadium for the university's homecoming game meant you could hear the moaning and screaming for miles. Even GeneFactor couldn't keep the national press silent about that one like they had with Emmy's. Hell, the entire thing wound up on the internet from dozens of angles, thanks to the age of cell phone camcorders and social media streaming. 'Mass Orgiastic Hysteria,' the press ended up calling it.

Since getting her powers ripped away, Emmy had gone back to how she was just weeks after we'd met. Before her Queen-Type powers emerged, she was the dream-girl among a nation of dream-girls. And honestly, I loved the fact that millions of guys the world over masturbated to the image of the woman only I could have. It boosts your ego more than my job ever could.

Finally, Grant retired just a few months ago. Even though Elena's powers still lingered, GeneFactor kept tabs on her to see if Queen-Types could fade in prowess over time. So far, she was still as powerful as ever. When they tested her and I a year after I switched back to Patrem Epsilon, she had me singing Jailhouse Rock five times before she stopped laughing at my expense.

And yeah, Gabe Jensen was born exactly nine and a half months after the preceding events happened. Last I heard, he's Grant made over. The only problem is, this first male child of a Queen-Type, has something like his mother's abilities already.

What would come of it would change not just the destiny of GeneFactor, but the entire world later.

“Yo,” Tray shot out, “what's this?” He flicked the remote with a giant finger to pause the game on a shot of the stands. “You see that, in the crowd?”

As he started the action again, spreading out from one girl right out of the catalog of supermodels, standing and shouting, was an expanding circle of fleshtones. Looking closer, it was that same cheerleader, no fucking doubt about it.

“But Janus fucking told me she'd been stripped of her powers just like Emmy!”

Tray sat his slice of pizza down on the coffee table. “Man, you work with some fucked up people. Good thing it's an away game, right?”

Fucking hell. I'd better call Janus.
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

* * *

The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.

Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.

That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.

Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”

The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”

“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”

Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”

Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.

Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”

* * *

That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”

She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.

Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”

“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.

Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”

Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”

“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.”

“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”

That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”

“I do?”

“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”

“So you think I'm that great, huh?”

What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”

“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”

“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”

Elena blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”

Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”

“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”

The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”

Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.

I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.

* * *

I pressed harder against Brooke until she begged, “Just let me go, please.”

“Not yet.” The way her strength gave in told me she was about to break. “You've got dirt on everyone big in this town. How do I get Boyce to back off?”

“I don't know.” Brooke tried fidgeting out of my hands. Her legs dragged as I forced her over to the couch.

“Sit down and don't move.” My head started to hurt from all the orders.

Brooke crossed her arms and legs, slouching in her seat. “He'll get his way, you know.”

“Yeah? He can go fuck himself.” I started toward the folder. “What's your ball in his court?”

“I've been a member of the church since college, not that its any of your business.”

“That's rich, coming from someone who's nosy for a living.” I grabbed the file and started rifling through the pages. Behind the surveillance photos of Elena, I found a three page bio on her that GeneFactor had compiled. I looked past it and found what Janus had been talking about.

'Comparative Analysis of Thought Induction Techniques' It had Janus A. Rickard, PhD as the author, dated about five years ago. I read through the synopsis quickly, glancing up constantly to make sure Brooke stayed put. Apparently, Janus had been experimenting on his own with Patrem Delta's side effects.

I flipped through, scanning for the meat of what he hinted at being a help to me. '… the author notes that forced induction is best achieved while the subject(s) are distracted by physical stimuli. Traits subject to change can range from mood, up to personal beliefs.'

Motherfucker. He knew exactly what would happen. The file dropped back on the counter. I got back to Brooke, standing directly behind her and putting my hands on her shoulders.

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.

* * *

“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”

“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”

“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”

After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”

“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”

“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”

“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”

“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”

“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”

“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”

“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”

“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”

“You'll like what you see.”

Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.

“I guess Elena's with you.”

I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”

“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”

“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”

“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”

“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.

“You didn't.”

I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”

“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”

“You're still on my side, though.”
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