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Author's Note: Nashville is a town I've spent too much time in, so of course I had to make it a setting for a series someday. If you think there's a town that could rival Hollywood on the potential for lurking bimbos, Music City has to be it. Legions of hot, motivated women out to prove themselves to powerful men show up every year, and you know it just by walking down Music Row on a Friday night. Knowing a few people in the music business there, the place is more depraved and salacious than you could ever imagine. It was a natural for me to write about someday.


I also promised I'd bring back Grant and Elena, at some point. While they won't be fixtures in this series, combining the setting I'd been saving and the characters I wanted to bring back into one story hit me like a train earlier this week, and I knew it had to take priority over the other plans I'd had for January.


If you're new, this is a stand-alone series that doesn't require having read Bimbo Code to enjoy, at all. But once you're done with this one, I'm sure you'll understand why Elena, in particular, became so fun to write. I promise she wasn't anything like she is in this title, when I first introduced her, and that change was a blast for me to put on the page this past summer.


BIMBO COUNTRY I:

KNOCKING UP NASHVILLE

The couple inviting me to dinner weren't who I expected, coming from an online help-wanted ad. I'd nearly forgotten about responding to it, until I got a cheek swab kit in the mail. One week later, the most stunning blonde I'd ever seen sat with who I guessed was her husband and their infant child, both of them waving me over.

Terry's wasn't the fanciest place in Nashville, but it was in the section of downtown that meant it wasn't cheap and awful, either. I walked through the packed rooftop balcony, liking what I saw even more the closer I got. No way that woman just had a baby.

“Jason Kincaid?” And her voice was just as lovely.

“That's me.” I sat down and returned the handshake from her husband. The rings on their left hands confirmed the marriage.

The husband wasn't wasting any time. “Let's get right down to it. If you want it, you've got the job.” He pulled a binder out from beside his chair, with GeneFactor Protocols printed on the cover. “The second you open that, you're part of the program.”

“That's a little hot and heavy, ain't it?” I didn't know what the job was, only that they needed a genetic test instead of an application. “I don't even know your names, or what this is all about.”

The baby cooed in its carrier as the mother turned toward it and then smiled as she babbled back. Her husband kept his gaze locked on me. “We analyzed your genes, because little Ava there is what our organization is in the business of making.”

What the everliving fuck? “Really, what's the job?”

“Grant, you know you can't just throw it out there like that.” She took her daughter in her arms, snuggling Ava against her shoulder. “What we really want to know is, are you straight, and do you mind getting your hands dirty?”

Hitman? Babysitter? Bull for a cuck session? I didn't know what the hell these people wanted. “Listen, I follow the money.” I stopped and tried to figure out what it was before I risked sounding like a stooge. “But unless I know what the job is, I can't do it.”

Our waitress came by, asking for our drinks. I asked for water, thinking that cheaping out on a free dinner would put me in their good graces. As soon as she left, I asked, “Seriously, what is this job?”

Grant watched the waitress leave. “On a scale of one to ten, how would you rate her?”

He was getting on my last nerve, fast. “A seven, I guess.”

“Now find a ten and point her out to me.”

Is this guy for real? I wasn't dumb enough to point at his wife, so I turned around in my chair and scanned the balcony. At best, an eight was seated a couple of tables away. “I don't see one.”

He pointed his finger behind me and up a bit. “The TV.”

I turned back around. Like almost every other Nashville restaurant with one, it was tuned to the country music channel. And sure enough, a girl I'd imagined myself doing unspeakable things to was getting interviewed. With her goodie-two-shoes, judgmentally religious public image, I always knew it was just a fantasy.

“And I'll bet she lives here.” Grant took his daughter from her mother. “Elena, he'll probably take it better if it comes from you.”

She was about to speak, but then she looked up at the television. “Grant, I know her.”

We said her name almost at the same time. “Emmy Lynn Stetson.”

Grant shook his head at his wife. “No way that's her real name. Too on the nose for a country singer.”

“She's gone by it since I've known her, and that was a few years ago.”

“How?”

“She sang for the church several times,” Elena smiled at me before she added, “and I think I can help him pull it off.”

I still had no clue. “Pull what off, exactly?”

He ignored me. “Fine, I'm sure I can kill a week with Ava around here. It'll give me an excuse not to work.” He dug in his pocket with one hand, holding the infant with the other.

When I noticed him handing me a credit card, I nearly fell out of my seat. “Wait, what?”

Grant finally turned back to me. “Elena's staying with you for the week. This is my way of showing you don't have anything at risk here.” He held his daughter above his head and leaned back. “But if you touch her, you die.”

The waitress returned with our drinks before I could think of how to even respond to that.


I couldn't believe it, but Jennifer waved from her door as Elena and I got in my car. “How did you talk our waitress into letting me fuck her?” The apartment block wasn't far from my place in the Sylvan Heights neighborhood, and now I had a house guest for the next week.

“That pill you took as soon as you got your drink will let you do what I just did.” She pulled an entire bottle of them out of her purse and tossed it in my lap. “It's the new formula, even better than what Grant started with.”

I tried find some info on the label, but all it had was the name and the dosage. Patrem Epsilon? “What does it do?”

“You know how a mouse is paralyzed in front of a rattlesnake, right before it strikes?”

I'd seen enough nature documentaries to get the idea. “Yeah. I guess you take it too?”

Elena shook her head. “Grant does, and it gives him the power to influence anyone he wants. It just rubs off on some women, like me, for reasons we still haven't figured out.”

“And this is a job you're offering me?” I started the engine and backed onto the street. “None of this makes any sense, but I'm not complaining.”

“Just go with it. He's only loaned me to you because I know your first Prime Recipient personally, and we want to see if being near a Queen-Type like myself has any effect on new Donors.”

“I barely understood a word you just said, girly.” I thought back to the harder days in my life. Usually, when someone talks above your pay-grade, they either know their stuff or they're about to skin you alive.

“You'll understand it, once you read the protocols.”

Something gnawed at the back of my mind. “So, how did you two get into whatever this is?”

I saw her smile as we passed under a streetlight. “Grant seduced me for work, or at least, that's what he planned at first.” She ran a hand through her hair and added, “But then he decided I was worth more than just a quick lay and a paycheck. I've been with him ever since.”

“He said GeneFactor is in the business of producing babies. Why did you make me wear a condom with her?”

Elena laughed and slapped a hand against my Subaru's door. “You don't get paid for making a baby with a seven, and you won't get any support from our board to help take care of the child. Only tens count.”

This is batshit. “So why me, and why here? Wouldn't it be so much easier to find someone in L.A. or something?”

“Grant's already helped set up the field office there. And do you really have to ask why we're branching to Nashville?”

I don't know if you've spent time here or not, but Nashville pussy is copious and downright legendary. Every small-town hottie who dreams of singing ends up here at some point. “Fair point, but I'm not that special. Hell, I was homeless five years ago.”

We pulled onto my street. “Perfect genes are all we require, and you seem to be doing well enough for yourself. Care to tell me how you worked your way up?”

I slowed down to park on the street in front of my house. “I guess you could say I'm a professional hustler. I've done a bit of everything for the right money, legal or not.”

“Then you've got stories to tell, I'm sure.”


“Fifteen thousand dollars, just for getting a hot girl pregnant?” I couldn't believe the figures she'd laid out for me, even after reading them in the binder. “Hell, I'd pay that much to have sex with some of these girls.”

Elena sat in the floor with her back against the foot of my bed, showing picture after picture of what a perfect ten really looks like. “Emmy's definitely a ten, but you've got to be careful who you choose.” She put down the stack of photos. “Speaking of which...”

I stayed cross-legged several feet away. She'd already blown my mind with the job description, the money, and then by sleeping in my bed next to me. Of course, under the full understanding that I was not allowed to try anything.

She pulled her phone out and tapped the screen a few times before holding it up to her ear for a few seconds. “Cynthia, I need the personal phone number for an Emmy Lynn Stetson, probably in or around Nashville, Tennessee.”

The voice on the other end warbled something, and then Elena waited in silence for a moment. I got back to thumbing through the guidebook, knowing my days of scheming, swindling, and taking whatever quick job I could get were over. How couldn't it be my true calling?

Elena turned one of the photos over and grabbed a pen. She scribbled what had to be a phone number on the back. “No, it's not for Grant. He's having me train a new Donor.”

Another garbled mess of words.

“No, I'm not a job for him. I just know his first target.” She listened a few more seconds. “Yeah, Grant's actually having a little vacation with Ava. It's nice to see him take over with her for once.”

I waited until she finished the small talk and hung up to ask, “Home base?”

“Yeah, you'll talk to her a lot. Just be careful, Cynthia gets snappy really easy.”

“So what's the plan for Emmy Lynn?”

Elena brought her knees up, ass and high heels on the floor. A dangerous amount of thigh had to be hiding behind those closed, toned calves. “We got to be really close friends, but I haven't talked to her since she started getting famous. The pastor Grant kinda stole me from paid her to come sing at least once every few months.”

The way she dressed, trotted around, and sported that ruby lipstick made the innocent church girl past hard to believe. “You act so different than she does.”

“I didn't until I met my husband. Hard to think it was only two years ago, huh?”

As her legs slowly parted, I thought the 'Hallelujah Chorus' from Handel's Messiah would start playing. I tried keeping my mind on track. “Yeah, guess so.”

“Listen,” Elena eased her legs the rest of the way open, “do you think you'll keep yourself under control?”

I wondered if she'd ever heard of panties. “Sure.” I couldn't help staring, like any straight guy would if the hottest girl they'd ever seen was spread eagle just feet in front of him.

“If she's still like she was,” Elena punched the number onto her screen, “she'll be a mega-bitch if she doesn't think you're acting decent.”

“That's nice.” I started crawling forward, my dick so erect it threatened to bust my zipper.

“Hey, Emmy!” She motioned for me to come even closer with one finger. “I know we haven't talked in a long time, but it's Elena Roberts.”

The other voice sounded excited as hell to hear from her. Meanwhile, I could have sworn I heard her voice in my head. I know you want it.

“I'm good, and it's actually Elena Jensen now.”

I got my hands just past her feet when she hiked one leg back, and then planted the tip of her shoe onto my forehead. Once she put it down and closed her legs, she shook her head and wagged a finger at me.

“Yeah, I'm actually in Nashville on some business for a week, and I'm free my last day here.”

I overheard something about a Christmas album, but the way Elena shut me down like that was like a kid hearing Christmas is canceled forever, because someone had killed Santa.

“That sounds great.” She jotted something else down. “I'll see you then.”

As soon as she hung up, I asked, “I guess that's happening?”

She tossed me the photo, two addresses written on it. “If you can find these places, we're good.”

The first place was a recording studio, not even five miles away. But that second address was gonna be a bitch to get to. “Please tell me she doesn't want us there in the afternoon.” Clear across the metro area, on Old Hickory Lake. The only thing more legendary than the music and all the ass is Nashville's rush hour traffic.

“About six o'clock, a week from today.”

Of course, on a fucking Friday. The fifteen or so miles would take us at least two hours. “She gave you that address, because there's no way we'd be able to stay behind her all the way there.”

“Oh, she's got a driver.”

“And probably a bodyguard.”

Looking like she couldn't win a fight with a cardboard box, Elena smiled and said, “I can take care of that.”


It was only Tuesday, and as low-maintenance and easy as she was to get along with, I couldn't stand being around Elena. She acted like covering herself was torture. And the fact that I had to look, but couldn't touch? That probably qualified as a war crime.

As soon as I got home from 'convincing' a small-time dealer to leave one of my client's territory, she was curled up on one end of my couch, watching something. The tiny t-shirt barely covered anything, all by itself. “So how was work?”

“I can't believe that's what you call it.” I hung my keys next to the door. “He got the message before I had to snap his arm.”

“It's hard to believe someone like you is a professional criminal.”

“Money's money,” I crashed myself on the other end of the sofa, “and to be a criminal, you have to get caught.”

She picked up the remote and flipped to the next channel. “So what would you call yourself?”

I'd never really thought of it as anything more than hustling my ass off for every penny I had. Fixer was probably close, but not quite there. “A freelance advocate for my clients.”

“That's pretty close to how I'd describe Grant.”

Just looking at her, sitting there looking ready to fuck at a moment's notice... It just fucking hurt. “So what do you call yourself?”

“I'm fine being a housewife, but I do plenty of talent scouting for my husband, if you know what I mean.”

She'd mentioned that Grant had already made a few million off of GeneFactor. “And what he does doesn't bother you?”

“You're one to talk.” She had a point.

“I hear ya, but it's like he's cheating on you, every time.” And she was loyal to him, fanatically so, as far as I could tell. “Maybe I'm too much of the jealous type to understand that.”

“It's the difference in how men and women work inside.” Elena flipped through several more channels. “If they hired women as baby factories, GeneFactor wouldn't make nearly as much of a difference.”

“That makes sense, but what about the women? Don't they get a say in any of this?”

“Jason, it's not like GeneFactor doesn't make sure the women and children are taken care of. Human reproduction isn't really a choice, anyway.” She turned the TV off and placed the remote on the coffee table. “Understand?”

“Not at all.” I stood up, ready to give up for the night and turn in. “I know it's weird coming from someone like me, but something about it just seems wrong.”

“I would have been married to a scam artist preacher already, but now I couldn't be happier. So tell me, how did Grant do anything to wrong me?”

From everything she'd told me, Reverend Boyce was actually worse than her husband, on many fronts. Even a guy like me thought he belonged in jail. “But what about the other women? Don't you think about what they want?”

Elena got up, and then pulled me by both hands into the kitchen. She walked backwards until her bare ass was against the counter. “They do want it, though.”

“Really? It sounds like they get told what's going to happen.”

She hopped herself up on the formica, the only light in the room coming through the window off the street. “The Patrem Epsilon should have started working by now. You could fuck me.”

I knew I had to focus my mind on controlling her will, but nobody had gone over the specifics with me. “I could, but would you want it?” Her husband be damned. There's no way I'd turn it down.

Elena had her arms up on my shoulders. “If you did, wouldn't it be my fault? I'm the one begging you to come inside me right now.”

My arms wrapped around her waist. Every part of me wanted to drop my jeans and start fucking her senseless. “But it's the pills I'm taking, not you doing the talking.”

Her voice was in my head again. You really think so?

“What the fuck was that?”

“What's the matter, Jason? Can't pull it off?”

I reached down and opened my zipper. “Do you do this kind of shit to him, too?”

She grinned and scooted her entire body closer. Even in the blue glow of the streetlight, you couldn't tell that her flawless body had ever had a baby inside it. “It's simple. You want your dick in me. Am I stopping you?”

I pulled my cock out and then scooted her to the edge of the counter. “God damn.” With just inches between her cunt and myself, we both had to feel each others body heat.

Her hands ran down my side, stopping just below my ribs. “Come on. Grant will never know about this.”

I leaned back, aiming my shaft right toward home. As I thrust forward, I felt the tension in an instant.

“But you can't.” Elena had her hand on top of it, pinning my dick to the counter as she scooted herself back. “See? I got to choose.”

I stumbled back, my cock slipping out from between her hand and the counter. With both hands behind my head, I shouted, “Fuck!” I knew my balls were gonna be bluer than her eyes.

“Calm down, it's not like I was mean enough to go through foreplay first.” I wouldn't have had the willpower to stop if she had. “If they don't want it, they'll let you know.”

I stared at the most maddening little cock-tease I'd ever run across, as I put myself back in my pants and zipped them up. “Why the fuck did you do all that?”

“You weren't listening to what I was telling you. They'll want it so badly, it'd be cruel not to give it to them.”

I started piecing it together. “You just did the same thing to me, didn't you?”

She hopped down, walking right back to the living room. “Now you get it.”


Psyched and ready to actually get my dick wet, I drove us to the recording studio just south of downtown. I'd spent the night before ignoring Elena's feet rubbing down the back of my legs, trying to think of what I'd do to her friend instead. Ever since I almost fucked her, she'd made it even worse. By then, she knew I'd gotten the message. She was just being a cold-hearted bitch about it.

“So you promise you won't back out at the last second?” Her luggage was already packed, sitting in my living room. “I feel like a momma bird teaching her chick to fly.”

“If I don't fuck some girl by the end of the day, I'll crack.” And her instructions not to masturbate to relieve the tension during the last two days? It's like Elena was asking me to snap, hold her down, and fuck her until she was passed out.

She pulled that same red lipstick out, the only color I'd seen her wear. Before she recoated, she said, “That's what I want to hear. Just contain yourself while we're in the studio, okay?”

“So what's my story? I've got no business around the music industry.” At best, I'd roughed up a bar owner who didn't pay a band one time, for half the money. “And how do we know each other?”

Elena stared me down, having ordered me to dress like I belonged there. And then she made a few changes of her own. “If she's got a bodyguard, why can't I have one? My husband's a millionaire, and I'm here alone in a strange city.”

It was true enough. “Bodyguard, huh? I'm more the type to sell a set of tires to a hitchhiker.” The way she kinda spiked my hair was already irritating the shit out of me. “But I guess if you don't want to be treated like a crook, don't act or dress like one.”

“Hey, I like being treated the way I dress.” The truest damn thing she'd said so far. “I kinda get off on the attention.”

I made the last turn before we got there. “I've noticed.”

“Well, I can't go that long without some kind of gratification.”

“You know, your husband,” the studio was just up ahead, “he's a lucky guy.”

As I turned into the small parking lot, Elena patted the back of my hand. “What's to stop you from making your own luck, now?”

Not a damn thing.


Emmy could sing, that's for sure. Problem was, I hated country music. Especially country covers of Christmas songs. They made every store in Nashville unbearable all through November and December.

But she looked every bit as knock-out amazing in-person. The kind of hot that's intimidating. If only she'd lose that grumpy look on her face, there wasn't a thing I'd change about her.

Elena stood up as Emmy took the oversized headphones off and hung them on the mic stand. Walking out of the room with blocks of foam on the wall in what looked like a random fashion, she cleared the turn that confirmed the window was a one-way mirror. And that frown? It disappeared as soon as she saw Elena.

“Oh my gosh, you really made it!” They hugged, giddy as teenage girls. Not that either of them were many years older than that. “It's been, what, four years?”

The guy I figured was her bodyguard stepped beside me. He looked like he could snap me in half, and I'd kicked plenty of ass in my time. “You're her protection?”

“Yeah.” Bodyguards always made me nervous, but I knew how to talk to them. “I bet she's a handful to look after.”

“Like you wouldn't believe.”

What does that mean? “We're leaving tonight, but I'm glad Elena had the time to see her. Busy woman.”

“They're moving.” He stepped forward as they started toward the door we'd come in through. “Chat's over.”

He didn't fuck around. Hopefully Elena wasn't bullshitting when she said she'd take care of the bodyguard. Otherwise, I'd be ground meat by the end of the day.


“I didn't know food could be so pricey.” Luckily, Elena had used the card to foot the bill. It pulled her boss angle off well enough. “Thanks for that.”

We were already driving on Lebanon Pike. “Don't worry about it,” she had noticed another Nashville-ism, “but is every major road a pike around here?”

“Seems that way, doesn't it?” The houses started getting bigger as the storefronts thinned out. “Once we cross into Wilson County, the world returns to normal. There, they call roads, 'roads.' Can you believe that?”

“How much longer? I've gotta do something real quick.”

“Five minutes, according to my phone.”

“Good.” She pulled the hem of her burgundy skirt up, showing all of her assets. “Just a little something to keep you motivated.”

I nearly ass-ended the Navigator in front of us when it stopped. Elena wasn't messing around, working her clit and fingering herself like it was a sprint to get off. Her plush, cherry lips parted as she started moaning.

“Easy, tinted windows only hide so much.”

“This is the longest,” she bunched her shoulders up, “I've gone without coming in two years.” Even she has her breaking points, I guess. “Just drive.”

“You know,” damn was it hard not to watch her more than the road, “I could have helped with that.”

“Yeah?” Elena carried on like I wasn't even a factor. “Tell me how.”

And that's all it took to start an erection that I thought would never go away. What wouldn't I do to you? “I'd make him watch.”

“It'll never happen.” She bit her upper lip, writhing in the seat. “But tell me more about it.”

Damn. The GPS panicked as I almost missed the next turn. “You'd start off riding the hell out of my dick,” I watched her plunge three fingers inside herself, “but I'll make you look at me, instead of your husband.”

“You talk about him so much.” Elena interrupted herself with a moan. “Are you jealous?”

Claiming I wasn't would have been the biggest line of bullshit I ever claimed. The guy made millions fucking any girl he wanted. And to top it all off, he was married to the hottest, horniest one of them all.

“It's alright.” She had already slid halfway down the seat, the cross strap of the belt holding her tits high. “I want you to do so well,” she barely held off coming, “you make him jealous.”

I turned the car down a street that had tens of acres of yard per mansion. As Elena quaked and screamed in the passenger-side, I saw what had to be the place. “I think everyone's out to make me jealous.” The place probably had a bathroom bigger than my entire house.


“So why'd they put on matching bikinis, if they're not gonna swim?”

Tray, Emmy's bodyguard remained stoic as ever right beside me, watching them from the opposite end of the pool. “She tans in the late-afternoon. Less chance of burning.” And I knew he was uncomfortable with a strange man seeing her wear so little.

Both of them sat up as the sun got too low, and then waved us over. “Duty calls again.” I fought keeping up with him. No man that big should move that fast, at the command of a woman that small. It was funny and frightening to watch, at the same time.

“Tray,” Emmy stood up and hugged her bodyguard like a big teddy bear, “why don't you take a few hours off? Jason's here, so he can handle things.”

“But Ms. Stetson, we don't even know this guy's training.” He looked back at me. “You take her out of your sight for a second, you're dead.”

My second death threat in a week. Nice. “I got it. Anything I should know about the security setup here?”

“Go on,” Emmy smiled at both of us, “show him where the panic room and the security panel are.”

Elena gave me a sly wink before she said, “We might as well go with them. I've barely seen any of this place.”

You ever have a ten in a bikini give you a celebrity house tour of her own place? If not, try to make it happen someday. But at that point, that kind of unbelievable shit seemed normal already.


Tray had finally left after Emmy forced everyone into an awkward prayer circle. It was already clear that he believed, but nowhere near to the extent Emmy did. “I really do worry about his eternal soul, Elena.”

“What do you mean?” I stepped away and leaned against a column for the plainly unused bar, unwilling to get wrangled into any faith talk. “He seems like a nice man.”

“Did you know he hasn't saved himself for marriage? It's disgusting!” She eased against the back of her couch, dwarfed by the grand fireplace behind her.

Elena looked at me, rolled her eyes, and said, “Jason here is a saint. He's never once tried to touch a woman.”

You're my kind of bullshitter. “That's right. Keep it holy, keep it safe.” And I could keep right up with her.

Emmy stared at the tattoos on my arms. “But you've marked your body. I'm sure if you have those removed, God will forgive you.”

For what? “That's between me and him.”

Elena knew to reel me back. “Jason, mind yourself.”

“Sorry, ma'am.”

“You'll have to make it up to her.” She stood next to Emmy, one as smoking as the other in those striped bikinis. Elena pointed down, right in front of her friend. “On your knees.”

Emmy started getting nervous. “Elena, it's alright. He just needs to be more careful.”

“No,” she gave me a sly grin, “he needs to learn his place.”

“Really, it's—”

Elena had a hand over her Emmy's mouth. “He needs to do it.”

I dropped in front of them, only a thin layer of black and white nylon between myself and either of their cunts.

“Now,” she whispered something in Emmy's ear that made her jerk in place, “Travis, let's see how pure she really is.”

I knew exactly where she was going with this. The fact that she hadn't flipped a switch in Emmy like she had with the waitress meant she had a point to make. It all felt too unreal, but too good to turn down.

My fingers wrapped around the bikini bottom, right over her hip bones. I slid them down, feeling the tension in her body. Damn, she's slick as glass.

Emmy's prime, barely-there slit was ripe for slaying. “Now, how innocent has she really been?”

The tip of one finger made her jerk in place. I teased a little, feeling how soft and hot her skin could be. And then, we learned the truth as I slid a few knuckles deep.

I stood up, keeping my digit just inside. “She's tight, but she's no virgin.”

Elena feigned shock as she turned her friend's head, forcing them to lock eyes. “Emmy! How could you?”

What all this had to do with me atoning for something, I had no clue, but I wasn't blowing any whistles. “So how do we punish her for it?”

The calming blue in her eyes now looked like cold-hearted ice. “We make her live the truth. You'd really like to stop pretending, wouldn't you, Emmy?”

Tears welled up in the poor girl's eyes. I pulled my finger out and forced her bottoms all the way down to her ankles.

“Go ahead, do whatever you want with her. She knows she wants it.”

But does she? I stood back up and looked down, standing a good foot over her forehead. “If she really does want it, she'll do it herself.”

Elena leaned into her ear. “Go on, show him what we just talked about. Life's so much better when you're honest with yourself.”

“I...” Emmy stopped like she had a lump the size of a bowling ball in her throat, “I'm tired of lying to everyone.”

“Then get your ass on the couch and prove it.” Elena's patience had already run out. “You wouldn't know it by looking at him, but Jason's too nice a guy to force you into it.”

Elena pushed her friend over the back of the sofa, tipping her until Emmy crashed onto the cushions. We both walked around, Elena taking a seat on the far right side. I pulled up the ottoman, ready to watch whatever crazy shit she could come up with.

“Now take your top off.” She watched as Emmy fumbled with the hooks behind her back. “If you want to stay famous after dropping that fake image, you'll have to do a lot better than that.”

Stay famous? What's she doing? “You mean, you're not just out to wreck her career?”

“If there's one thing I learned from my husband, it's that you have to leave them better off than they were before they met you.” She smiled when she noticed Emmy had gotten fully nude. “See? Why not use those perfect tits to your advantage?”

Emmy got up on her knees, folding her feet under what had to be the tightest as I'd ever seen. She held her arms down, barely covering what she had between her legs. And that was the last time anyone saw her with anything resembling innocence.

Elena pinched the left nipple furthest away between the knuckles of her thumb and index fingers. “Everyone likes them hard. Don't ever hide them under a bra.”

Emmy winced as Elena worked on her right side. Like an apprentice getting their first lesson, she started grinning as she realized what her longtime-friend was talking about. “You mean, I don't have to be ashamed of myself anymore?”

“Don't ever leave your hands still.” Elena forced one onto Emmy's breasts, the other between her thighs. “That's it. Always do something with them. You're not a choir girl anymore.”

A nervous giggle came out. She looked at me with her head down, eyes up. Emmy was still in that unsure, but damn tempting phase.

“Your knees are too close.” Elena forced Emmy's right leg down, her foot on the Versailles pattern tile. “Now show him what you've got.”

Emmy's face got as red as Elena's lips. “But he'll think I'm cheap.”

Elena shot me a knowing, mischievous look. “What do you think, Jason?”

“I don't want it that bad.” Why not play along? “She acts like she's never even been on stage.”

“You see? You're losing him.” Elena licked several of her own fingers. As she caressed Emmy's innie of a cunt, Elena looked like she was doing what she loved most. “Now, you do it.”

I couldn't tell if her face kept blushing from embarrassment, if Emmy really started enjoying it. The few seconds she would actually look at me, her eyes flashed like she was holding something back.

“Now bend over. He'll love your ass.” Emmy did, and that ass was just as fine as Elena had promised. “Don't stop working yourself. You're so close to tempting him.”

My pants got a little tighter. Emmy squeezed at her clit, making pleased little noises as she looked back at me.

“That's it.” Elena slapped her ass, leaving a clear print. “You've gotta be wet for him too.”

Emmy was already moaning as Elena stood up. She walked past the arm of the couch, pushing the brunette hair out of Emmy's face.

“You're too hot to be modest. Make him and everyone else beg for it.”

Her other hand went back, teasing at her opening with her middle finger. As it dipped in and out, I saw the glisten on her fingertip. She had gone from religious badgering, to beyond ready in mere minutes.

“See that? He's still not on top of you. Try something else.”

Emmy rolled onto her back, working at getting two fingers inside herself. Her legs started to tense up, bending her knees at the sharpest angle they could go to.

“No, keep your legs spread.” Elena teased away at Emmy's perky but full breasts with both hands.

She can't be older than twenty. I couldn't help standing up for a better look. Even ace strippers couldn't turn a man on this fast, and this was just her first time trying.

“See?” Elena gave her a light slap on the cheek. “He's losing it. Keep going.”

Emmy's shoulders went back as she moaned, hard. Damn, that innocent look works when they're not acting that way anymore. I almost had a stroke when Elena scooted over and reached out for me.

“If she makes herself come, do you promise you'll reward her? She's learned so much already.” She hooked a finger around a belt loop and pulled me between Emmy's legs.

“Yeah, she'll get whatever she wants.”

“Did you hear that? Anything you want.”

Emmy smiled for a few seconds, then cracked as she started working herself with both hands again. “Oh my gosh!”

Elena snapped an open hand against her cheek. “Say it like you mean it, not this kiddie shit.”

“Fuck!”

“That's better.”

Emmy's voice cracked as her eyes drifted back. Her back arched and her feet tightened up against the floor. That ass wasn't even on the couch anymore.

“That's right, come like you mean it.” Elena looked at me one more time. “You'll have to take care of him, because I won't sleep around on my husband.”

The pure drive of an Olympian came out of her. Fingers shot from side to side and in and out as her hips writhed in mid-air. Somehow, the bitchy church-mouse had turned into a screaming slut, with only a little guidance.

Elena grabbed both of Emmy's hands, forcing her to stop. The convulsing orgasm tore through her entire body, possibly for the first time in her life. The look of pleased confusion, indescribable and hotter than summer blacktop, sent me over the edge.

“She's so wet, you won't even need lube.” Elena waited until Emmy was semi-coherent again. “Now lie down for him.”

I watched her fight against the tremors, lying back across the couch with the top of her head bumping against the arm. The only heat I was packing was cocked and ready to go.

“Keep your legs spread.” Elena worked the zipper and pulled me out. “See? He couldn't be any harder for you if he tried.”

I got on both knees, lifting Emmy's hips until she was level with my dick. The best part about tiny girls is how easy they are to toss around. “Fuck, I can't believe this.”

“Now,” Elena got herself on the couch, dropping her flawless self over Emmy's face. “Relax everything and thank us.”

Elena pulled her bikini bottom to the side, but she waited for me to see Emmy's face as I did the unthinkable. Hot, ready, but not worked into proper shape, her cunt resisted. Even getting the tip in felt like jamming a marker down a straw.

“Oh my God.” Emmy couldn't help staring up at me. “He's too big.”

“No he's not. If it hurts at first, he's just the right size.” Elena looked at me as well. “Go ahead, she'll love it.”

I pushed, and her walls pushed back. The real test of how willing she truly was forced her to break her face away from Elena's cunt. Emmy stared directly at me, struggling to get out, “Oh fucking... God!”

Only halfway in, she was as hot and wet as a good bath. Elena pulled Emmy's feet back, opening her up just enough for me to shove the rest of the way. I could have came right then and there.

“See?” Elena looked down at her friend, “I told you he'd fit.”

The first pull back felt like her pussy was trying to force me out. Easing back in, Emmy relaxed and focused on the slit in front of her. She tried licking, whimpering as I worked myself into an easy rhythm.

“The clit, not the entrance, sweetheart.” Elena weaved her hips, guiding Emmy to hit the right spots. “There you go. It turns him on so much more when he sees both of us get off.”

Emmy screamed away as Elena kept up the dirty talk. The way that poorly neglected cunt wrapped around me made me want to fuck her raw and fast, but I knew I'd last all of thirty seconds. As Elena started moaning herself, the primal urge to climax with them hit me like a bat to the temple.

“Rub your pussy.” Elena forced Emmy's hand down. She looked at me and grinned. “Easy, there's no point in rushing.”

The perky bounce of Emmy's tits was timed exactly with her wails, shouting as her tongue lashed away. The tight fold of her cunt moved with her fingers. She was already close.

Elena bent over, moving Emmy's hand over. She waved her hand, forcing Emmy to cry out even harder. I could tell it was getting Elena off even more than the amateur tongue between her legs.

I fought to keep myself under control. All of Elena's temptations and the fact I hadn't nutted in days while suffering all that, made it damn near impossible. And Emmy was proving to be my favorite kind of girl: One hell of a screamer.

Two sets of legs quivered in front of me. Right on the verge, I gave that tiny cunt one more stack of hard thrusts. Everything picked up speed and intensity, like I was running the show for once.

Pulling out before I blasted, what used to be a narrow slit gaped like it wanted more. Emmy's legs shot together as Elena was forced to hold herself up with both hands. I couldn't tell you how hot it was, watching and hearing both of them come at the same time.

Elena snapped out of it first, driving her hand between Emmy's thighs one more time. Every stroke forced her to twitch and whimper. I'd even go so far as to say that compared to Elena's incomparable sexiness, Emmy's helpless, overloaded body was adorable for a moment. And you'd never catch me using that word aloud.

“She comes like tomorrow, doesn't she Jason?”

“Yeah, sooner than you'd think.” I dropped my jeans and then reached behind my shoulders to take off my shirt. I've gotta find my own Elena.

“Now we get to see what she can do. Sit down.”

I sat next to Emmy's shaking body, letting her legs rest on top of my lap as I got out of my socks and boxers. For the first time, I looked down and noticed Patrem Epsilon made me look like I was a total gym rat. A gradual change in your body over a week has a way of sneaking up on you, when you can't take your eyes off someone else.

“Emmy,” Elena leaned over, still in both pieces of the borrowed bikini, “it's your turn.”

She smiled and reached her hands out to me. I pulled Emmy up and placed her in my lap, side-saddle. The girl couldn't have weighed much over a full hundred, soaking wet.

Eager to get my cock back inside her, I pushed it between the upper-most part of her thighs. Even wedged against her skin, I had plenty to get me off. Even the hand that wrapped around my shaft felt too small and soft to come from a real woman.

“Go on, you can't thank him like that.” Elena eased Emmy forward, the side of my dick sliding right up against that little cunt.

I wasn't waiting any longer, picking her up from underneath her ass and thighs. The slow drop had her hugging around my neck, more out of feeling too much go into her again than affection. She breathed against my chest, finally letting out a moan as she hit bottom.

Her feet dangling just off the floor, I knew I was up. Squeezing tight around Emmy's waist, I gave her a quick boost and a drop. You could tell she loved every bit of it.

Emmy tried wiggling in place until Elena stopped her with a hand on Emmy's thigh. “No, save that for when you've got your legs around him.” She crossed her arms and put one foot back. “Have fun.”

I started rattling her up and down like I was shaking a trick can of beer. Her mouth dropped open like she'd just heard the world's most shocking truth. I kept her going, wondering which one of us would pop off first.

“Fuck!” Emmy's hands and arms shot around wildly, searching for something to grab onto. “Yes!”

I took her arms in mine as well, locking them in front of her. She gripped onto me with both hands, fingernails digging against my skin.

“Don't stop, please!”

Whether it was the way she begged for more, or the pulsing squeeze of her cunt as I rested, I knew even a girl petite as her would wear me out in no time.

“Come on, it felt so good.”

Fuck it. Whether I came like this or not, she was too damn hot to turn down or even disappoint. The instant I started again, the smile on her face could have melted all of Antarctica.

I ramped up the encore, assaulting the tightest pussy I'd ever been inside so hard, I figured I'd knock her out. The raw power in my arms made easy work of jogging her up and down until I had the poor girl trying to curl in on herself. Both feet came up and rested on my left leg as I felt her climax threaten to burst out.

Hell no. “If you really want it, you do it.”

Emmy gasped for every breath as I spun her around, still impaled on my shaft. She gave herself a moment, before hugging closer than any girl that innocent-looking had any business doing with a guy like me.

“I really, really want it.”

“Then prove it. I wouldn't do something like that to you unless you did.”

Emmy swirled herself slowly, proving it wasn't her first time riding a dick like this. “What do I want?”

I pushed both of her thighs down, enjoying every bit of the grind she was forcing on both of our bodies. Refusing to answer, I made her show what she wanted. And holy shit, she begged without saying a word.

Emmy already had herself worked back to that constant wail. That multi-million dollar voice was even better when you had your cock buried trunk-deep inside her. And unlike the unspeakable fantasies I'd had about her, she was begging for it to keep going.

Her screams were almost unbearably loud as she shoved her face into my neck. Her cunt left my entire sac dripping with her excess wetness. The whole girl was committed, her entire body just begging me to finish inside her.

“That's it, I'm gonna...” Her head shot back as her fingers dug into my ribs. “God, I'm gonna come!”

The pulse in my nuts told me I was about to add a branch to the family tree. As much as I wanted to keep going, fucking her got me off as well as I knew it would. She was too hot, too tight, and too wet to even dream of letting go without a full load.

I moaned as I felt the first shock of her climax. Holding the tops of her thighs, I pressed Emmy down as I started throwing rope inside her. If what Elena claimed was true, it was already too late to back out now. Emmy was having my first kid, whether she liked it or not.

She eased down, resting against my shoulder and shaking the last of it out. “God, it feels so warm.”

I shot out my last and leaned my head back, staring at the ceiling about thirty feet above. Every word was a gasp, but I managed to get out, “Yeah, that was mind-blowing.”

“Wait... Did you just—” You could almost hear the click in her mind. “You fucking came inside me?”

“That's what you wanted, right?”

As a slow clap on the other end of the room made both of us look over. Right next to Elena, now holding Ava against her chest and shielding her eyes, Grant slapped both hands together one last time. “My wife taught you everything you need, except for one key part.”

As he started walking over, Emmy almost shot out of my lap. The panicked look in her face started punching my heart as she started running away from the couch. Grant caught her mid-stride, lifting her off the ground as he spun from her momentum.

“Easy.” He put her down and held onto both shoulders. Staring, it almost felt like he was talking, but his lips never moved.

She hugged him all of a sudden, like she hadn't just been grabbed, naked in her own house, by a man she'd never seen in her life. And even more shocking than that, she turned around to face me, her expression almost glowing.

Grant cast me a coyote's grin as Emmy walked back to me. “I think you just made her dream come true,” now he was showing teeth, “and so soon after she realized what it was.”

He fucking didn't. “Did you just make her want a kid, just like that?”

“Neat trick, huh?”

I was ready to get up and slug him. Even I had my limits, and I'd put people on life support over a few hundred dollars a couple of times. But then Emmy got to me.

She curled up against my body, sitting in my lap and squeezing me like we'd just saved the world. “Thank you.”

“But you just...”

“Gave me what I really want.”

That crazy bastard. “That's not it.”

“Yeah,” Emmy hugged me again, acting like she'd took that positive test already, “I can't believe I didn't realize it until now.”

“But your singing career.”

“It's not a scandal if I stay true to who I was, back then.”

Getting forced, into what was basically a shotgun wedding, didn't sit well at all. “You're not yourself. Snap out of it.” Hell, I wanted the girl to be pissed at me again.

“It's alright, but who knew I'd fall for a guy like you?”

Fall for me? “What are you talking about?”

“Elena's husband took care of everything this week.” She looked at me like she'd loved me for years. “We're getting married in secret, tomorrow.”


“I should knock you the fuck out for that. What the hell were you thinking?”

He plopped himself down in the center of my couch. “I get a scumbag like you set up for life, and this is how you thank me?”

My fist clenched, but I knew I couldn't kick his ass right in front of his own kid, even if she was too young to ever remember it. “Who said I'd have to marry her?”

“But if you're knocking up the most famous women in Nashville, it helps to have access to them.” Grant relaxed even more. “My organization plans on making a clear statement to our funders with this city, and you're the mouthpiece.”

“Hell, I don't even have a tux.”

Grant laughed and nodded toward Elena, who promptly left the room with Ava. “She measured the one good suit you've got while you were out. I had it made during my little vacation.”

I had to wonder how much of it was planned out from the start, and how much Grant had just made the fuck up over dinner at Terry's.

“So what did you do to Emmy?”

He motioned for me to step closer. I did, getting him to open up as soon as I was close enough Elena couldn't stand a chance of hearing us. “Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.”

“What the shit does that mean?”

“I am the Alpha. Kneel and obey.”

“But you didn't even say anything.”

He leaned back again, propping the back of his head on his clasped hands. “When you focus your will, make sure you send it with that message. For Emmy, I just modified 'I am' to 'He is.' Study up on your Latin. It's handy with our powers.”

Why? “Whatever.” I shook my head and realized another emergency. “How do I find the damn rings before tomorrow?”

“I wondered when you'd panic about that.” He pulled ring a ring clamshell out of each pocket. “It wasn't hard to find a jeweler who had her size on file, and that suit wasn't the only thing Elena measured here.”

“God damn it.” I opened one of them, realizing the rock alone had to cost tens of thousands. “I can't afford this.”

“You don't have to. Elena talked me into paying for everything.” He handed the other box to me. “I'm sure you realize how much I trust her, after the shit she pulled on you in the last week.”

I always figured I'd end up married to my first baby-momma, given the life I'd chosen for myself, but really? “You're both fucked up, but I can't help being grateful.” Hell, I was getting married the next morning to the hottest girl I'd ever had my hands on. “You're still a dick, though.”

Grant propped one leg on a knee. “Don't worry about me. That bodyguard's probably going apeshit right now. We're leaving tonight, so good luck with that one.”

Asshole.
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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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