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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 had.


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. 
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BIMBO COUNTRY:

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.


BIMBO COUNTRY 2:

YOUR AGENT, MY AGENT?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But why would her agent need to see me?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Aw shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You don't think I can pull it off?”

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You're serious, then.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I didn't do shit, her friend did.”

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

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

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

“So what'll it do to me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Nah, go for it.”

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

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

“Yeah, my first time was with one.”

“First? How many times had you...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, silly. I mean... You know.”

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

“Come on, I wanna know.”

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

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

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

“Be good, or be good at it, right?” She grinned after repeating my catchphrase, and then spooned the last of the ice cream between her lips. That little hint of tongue sticking out clued me into what I was getting on the drive home.


BIMBO COUNTRY 3:

TRAPPED DEEP IN DIXIE

Union Crossing

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“You did, remember?”

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

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

“Rap and metal, but never mixed.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Creek? How deep?”

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

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

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

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

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

“And no cussing.”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

“Detroit, originally.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is she a ten?”

“Even more than Emmy.”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So he's more of a pet.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I told you, he's a big feller.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why did she tell you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ben wants to talk to you.”

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

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

“What does he know?”

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

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

“Just go with him. It'll be alright.”

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

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


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

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

“Yeah, Emmy's a hoot.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BIMBO COUNTRY 4:

DIRTYING UP THE SOUTH

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But holy shit, is Emmy gonna kill me.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“She didn't seem that slutty.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Did I fucking break her?


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You fuck her up, it's on you.”

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

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

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

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

“Go make some money.”


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

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

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

“That was fun, but I've got company.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You didn't have her join you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“For few seconds last night. Why?”

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

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

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

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

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


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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