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Author's Note: I toyed around with a couple of outlines for this one, and finally settled on the story that fleshed out Lexi's character better, in my eyes at least. Rather than going straight for the usual “guy becomes a girl, acts like every man would in that situation, and sleeps with everyone in sight,” I felt the confusion that would have to come with waking as the opposite gender needed to play a huge part in this installment. Culture-shock is the best concept I could compare to how it would have to feel.

Part three will be out by the end of January, which will wrap up this series. Given the response I've gotten so far, gender swap will definitely stick around on my list of projects going forward. Plus, it's just plain fun to write.


HIS BIMBO SWAP 2

Lexi pulled the Ford Overcompensator into her designated parking spot, not far from the main entrance. PharmaPerk's headquarters included the administrative office, a modest laboratory, and the warehouse. For everyone else, it was just another damn Monday.

Checking herself in the rear-view mirror, she hoped that late-night trip to the pharmacy and makeup tutorials had made her face passable. At the very least, she'd have picked herself up at the the bar. The only thing she wished she had was a bra, finding Trixie's white button-up way too tight in the chest.

Knuckles rapped against the driver's-side window. Harris Dobyns, who used to recognize her as a superior from a different department when she was still Jack, stared in as enraptured as he was confused. “Where the Hell's Jack?”

What the fuck do I tell him? Lexi stared back at his strong yet perplexed features. I know Neil told me to say 'Jack quit,' but I'd at least tell people about it before it happened.

She rolled the window down a crack. “Excuse me,” pulled the door handle enough to release the latch, “I need to get out.”

Harris backed away, just enough to get the door open. “Seriously, where's Jack?”

“He left for another job.”

“And he left you his truck, too?”

Shit, I knew I wouldn't skate by that. Without thinking, Lexi pulled the first thing that came to her outo of the bag. “He took a new job where I came from, and I took his job here. Trust me, it's a lot easier to swap vehicles than drive cross-country in one weekend.”

Not much of a thinker, Harris took as step back as she got out. “I guess that makes sense.” His eyes never left her, though. “California, I'm guessing?”

Just go with it. I do look like a valley girl. “Yeah, Santa Monica.”

Harris grinned his congratulations for his buddy. “That old dog'll bag half the city in a year.”

She knew he was staring. Lexi crossed her arms to block his view. “Excuse me?”

It knocked him out of the breast-induced trance. Harris jerked upright and shuffled himself from between the vehicles. “Sorry.”

Lexi waited until she saw him go through the front door, shoulders down. Fucking asshole. And as Jack, she had at least found him entertaining.

She finally started through what little she had of the long aisle of the parking lot, trying to blend in with the constant trickle through the entrance. The first cat-call echoed from the back of the lane, “Got day-um!” The boys in the warehouse section of the lot liked what they saw.

Assholes.


“Bob, the shipment will be in Jacksonville on Wednesday, with delivery probably around ten.” Bob Cory had always been a neurotic jerk, but to a female logistics officer? What little faith he'd had in Jack's word turned to outright contempt.

He nearly screamed on the other end of the line? “How do I know you're not just bullshitting me, darlin'.”

“I've got the shipping manifest on my desk, right in front of me.” Lexi felt a migraine coming on. “'Expected date of delivery: July twenty-fifth, AM' is exactly what it says. If it's late, that's on the trucker, not me.”

“Jack wouldn't have let shit like this happen.”

I am Jack, you dense motherfucker! “It'll be taken care of, you have my word.”

“It better fuckin' be.” Click.

As little as she wanted to deal with him on her 'first' day, Lexi knew she'd have to call the warehouse manager. Gary Michelson was a handsy bastard, and everyone knew it. She pressed the button with his name next to it on her desk phone, the surface slick and shiny from so much use.

“Gary, this is Lexi from logistics.”

“So you're the new girl all my boys have been talking about this morning.”

Fuck. “I need to go over the cargo manifest on Friday's shipment to warehouse ten in Jacksonville. Bob's throwing a fit over nothing, again.” She knew she'd just slipped up.

“Jack told you about him before he left?”

“Yeah, we've,” Lexi searched for the word, pausing longer than she intended, “met.”

“That lucky bastard. I'll be right there.” With her office sharing a wall with the warehouse, it would only take him seconds to arrive.

Lexi buttoned her blouse back up, almost to the top. Although she didn't know what a bra felt like, Lexi imagined it was as bad as wearing too small of a cup. But she didn't want Gary thinking she was free for the taking.

With her skirt pulled down and legs crossed, she dug through the top drawer. The useless reading glasses Jack wore when he had to look smart for a client blurred her vision beyond a couple of feet as she put them on. If she could have wrapped herself in a blanket and put on a shower cap, she would have.

The door opened. Gary looked in and jerked his head back in astonishment. “I keep telling Neil we need an employee swimsuit calendar.”

“About the shipment...”

“What about it?” Gary sat down with a clip board in his hands. “Everything's in order, Ms. August.”

“Funny.” Lexi was ready to grab the solid steel excellence award off the shelf beside her, and then chuck it right between his eyes. “Have your men go over everything in that shipment. If anything's short or missing, I want it overnighted to Jacksonville.”

“I can do it, but it'll put us behind an hour or two.” Gary at least knew the Logistics Director's word was as good as law to him. But so was his nature. “Anything you can do to make it up to me?”

“Make sure it's done, and I won't have Neil ride your ass about it.” She tipped the glasses down her nose, seeing his handsome but rough features clearly. “Understand?”

“Woah, I wasn't asking for that much in return.” He put the clipboard down in the next chair as he stood up and leaned over the desk. His index finger hooked around the top button of Lexi's blouse. “I just wanted to see what Harris was talking about.”

Lexi slapped at his wrist, forcing Gary to pull his hand back. Three buttons shot across the room, opening a full view of her cleavage. She didn't know what to say.

Gary laughed as he stepped around her desk. “That's better. I like it when they're feisty.”

Strong, working man's hands wrapped around her shoulders. He's not.

But he was. As Gary's fingers slid down her chest, Lexi tried to think of how she'd get away. Gary was the kind of guy who could chuck hundreds of pounds into a trailer, in one throw. She knew she didn't stand a chance.

One hand squeezed her left breast through the fabric as his right kept creeping down. Stubble and hot breath met the side of her face. “I'll be damned, they're real.”

“Yeah, and they're mine,” Lexi grabbed the hand going for her skirt, “not yours.”

“Easy,” Gary kept it moving with little effort, “I just want a peek.”

Fuck it. Lexi gave up on stopping his hand. Balling her right fist and sending her arm down, she brought it back up in a flash. The uppercut knocked Gary's upper and lower teeth together.

“Why you little bitch!” He staggered back as Lexi kept staring forward. “You chipped my fucking tooth!”

Lexi reached for the award and stood up, batting against a palm. She turned, wondering if she should go ahead and take a swing at his temple. “I'd get to checking on that shipment, now.”

Gary spit the off-white fragment into his hand. “I can't believe you just fucking did that.”

“Tell the warehouse boys it'll happen to them too, if they try anything.” For the first time as herself, Lexi felt proud. “Have I made myself clear?”

The grip on the award loosened as Gary snatched her arm. The sound of metal bouncing off the floor made her jump. “I oughta shove that thing up your cunt, since it's not even yours.”

Lexi tensed her left leg, ready to neuter him via her knee.

Two knocks on the door startled both of them. She grinned and said, “Come in.”

Gary let go and then took a few steps away from her. Lexi crossed her arms to hide her now plunging neckline and turned toward the door. A beautiful brunette stayed in the doorway as it opened.

“Ms. Metz?”

She stared at Gary. “He was just leaving. Have a seat.”

The burly asshole stormed out, almost knocking down his interrupter. At the very least, Lexi had delivered a message, and possibly knocked him down a peg. She knew it was time for a camera the company didn't know about, as well.

The leggy brunette in a white lab coat closed the door behind her and locked it. “Or should I call you Mr. Harpeth? Your choice.”

The blood left Lexi's face. “How did you know?” Fuck that. “What I should really ask is, 'what do you know?'”

“The lab explosion early last year. I was there.”

Lexi knew what little the company had told everyone else. “But weren't you one of the girls who started just a few days after that?”

“Would you believe me if I told you my real name is Jeff Donovan?”

“At this point, I'll believe anything.” Lexi bent over to pick up the award, noticing the dent it left in the floor. “Thanks for knocking when you did.”

“For now, call me Andrea. When I heard a few guys in the hall talking about the new blonde who replaced the Director of Logistics, I suspected what might have happened.” She held a hand out.

Lexi accepted, both of them trying to squeeze and shake like men. “I guess you want to know how it happened to me.”

Both of them sat on opposite sides of the desk. “It's like you read my mind.”

“Well,” Lexi tried to think of what might have triggered the change, “I just woke up this way yesterday morning.”

“Feminol takes about twelve hours to take full effect, so what were you doing the day before?”

Feminol? “What's that?”

Andrea crossed her legs. Lexi was eying her down, and Andrea knew it. “Feminol is a pharmaceutical we were developing in secret for the male-to-female transgender market. To put it simply, it did this to us.”

The clear, sickly sweet water she had nearly drowned in wasn't water at all. “Just so you know, there's a huge pool of that stuff in the Lone Oak River.” The perfect-specimen female fish that swarmed the place finally made sense.

Andrea's eyelids opened so hard, they could have pried the lid off a new can of paint. “That chemical was supposed to be destroyed.”

“Sounds like Neil lied to you.” And now I know why he offered that hush money without hesitating. “He's already fucked me over in more ways than you can know since yesterday.”

“You didn't.” Andrea shook her head at Lexi's 'Yeah, I totally did' look. “He's the last person you should've gone to for help.”

“I didn't go to him. I went to his wife.” Lexi shifted her gaze to the side. “She's the one who threw me at him.”

“Does he know where it's leaked to?”

Lexi nodded her head. “Is that a problem?”

“If he gets a crew out there to clean it up, and the EPA doesn't find out, he'll get away with everything he's done.” Andrea looked away at the far wall. “Not to mention, other people might be affected.”

“You mean, like every place downstream.” Lexi wondered why the Feminol had stayed in one pocket at the bottom of the channel. “Won't it dilute over time? It had to be coming up from an underwater spring or something.”

“If you can find out where the stockpile's hiding, I can arrange a dye test to prove it.” Andrea shifted her gaze back to Lexi. “That is, if you're willing to dive back down there, and you can handle the consequences.”

“Such as?”

Another knock on Lexi's door. Andrea dug into one of the lab coat's deep pockets and chucked a business card on Lexi's desk. “Call me after work.”


Andrea's phone rang only once before she answered. “Are you out of the building?”

“Yeah.” Lexi was already driving home, knowing Eddy would meet her there within the hour. “What are those consequences you talked about?”

“Some of us are working on a compound to reverse the changes.” Andrea sighed, like she thought she might be fucking up by saying as much. “Neil can't ever find out about this.”

“Don't worry. I never had to slug Gary Michelson, until today.”

“Handsy asshole.”

“You still haven't told me everything about the pool on the river. Why wouldn't I go back to see what's going on?”

Andrea paused for a moment before she answered. “The DNA changes are unstable with the first exposure,” she stopped as if Lexi wouldn't understand basic terms, “but after a second exposure, they're set like concrete.”

“So if I go down there, I'm stuck like this, no matter what you come up with.”

“That's exactly right.”

Shit. “How many of the people at PharmaPerk are like us?”

“Twelve, counting you.”

“And everyone's kept their mouths shut so far?”

Andrea's started sounding more cautious with her choice of words. “So far, nothing's got out to the public.”

“So people know, but not anyone who can do anything about it.”

“Listen some of us have, or at least had families. There's only two marriages still intact in our whole bunch.”

A default divorce for abandonment would be easy to get for a wife, if the husband wasn't recognizable to a judge, I guess. “Sorry to hear that.”

“Enough about personal matters. I've got to run something by you, in-person. What time are you free?”

Lexi wasn't sure how much time she'd have to spend driving Eddy nuts with a massive shopping spree. Always willing to take illegal hush money, she'd already deposited the check Neil had handed her before lunch with her phone. Luckily, the bank accepted such a large amount with the app.

She thought about it, not willing to settle on any timeframe. “I'll text you when I'm back home. I've got plans for the evening.”

“Plans? Who would even recognize you, other than Neil, his wife, or myself?”

“When a friend's close enough, they'll even believe crazy shit like this after some convincing.”

Andrea remained careful. “I wouldn't go telling people that you're actually Jack Harpeth. I'm sure Neil's already paid you off, like the rest of us.”

“What's he gonna do? Call the cops to report a bribe-gone-wrong?”

“If we don't have the lab facilities or access to our test samples anymore, we're fucked. Understand?”

Yeah, fucked both ways. “I got it. The second I'm back home later, I'll let you know.”

Lexi stopped at a red light and hung up. She looked out the driver's-side window to see the encyclopedia's example of male-pattern-baldness checking her out below in his Corvette.

If that's what I'd turn into as a man, I'd rather turn MILFy as fuck, and then being a cougar has got to be more fun than being him. Lexi did what came naturally to her, even as a woman. She rolled down the window, leaned out so he could get a good look, and then flipped him off with both hands.

“Eat shit, bitch!” He sped off as the light turned green, gone in a velocity yellow flash.

It probably meant she'd hit the next light as it turned red, but damn if it wasn't worth it to her.


Eddy had looked like he was ready to drop for the past hour. Unfortunately for him, Lexi had discovered why women like her enjoyed shopping so much. Not only did she get to look at herself in the mirror all night, but it was all on some rich guy's dime.

They had already taken three trips to drop off what they had bought in his car, but closing time was coming up fast. As Lexi stepped out in only the fourth bathing suit she was happy with, a rose colored bikini that barely even existed, Eddy's face turned an even deeper shade of red.

“You can't wear that on the cruise.” From the waiting bench, he tossed back the black one-piece she'd tried on as a joke. “Come on, the mall's closing.”

“Oh, I'll wear the hell out of it.” She winked and added, “What are you gonna do? Kick the heavyweight champ's ass if he whistles at me?”

“I just don't want anything bad to happen to you. This whole situation's got me worried.”

Lexi stepped closer and tussled his hair. “You're less of a boyfriend and more of a doting big brother. You realize that, right?” And knowing you, you'll take it as a compliment.

“I feel like I need to be the daddy with a shotgun.”

Lexi rolled her eyes at him and stood with her hands on her hips, hips and ass jutted out to one side. “Every father with a twelve-gauge is just jealous he can't pop her cherry. Don't you know anything about farmers and their daughters?”

“I'm sure you know plenty about them.”

It wasn't a totally unknown situation in her past life, at least as a teenager. Husbands with shotguns had been the main concern up until the previous day. “Alright, let me pay for this and we'll head out.” Lexi looked back one last time and winked before she shut the door to the dressing stall. “Daddy.”


Eddy had gone ahead with the fourth load of bags, allowing Lexi to buy the swimsuits she really wanted in peace. Walking toward the closest exit to his car, she saw the metal gates already pulled shut against the sliding doors. Damn it!

The only two entrances she knew stayed open later were about equal distance from the parking spot, a good quarter mile in heels she was still getting used to walking in. Eddy had even taken her purse to save her the weight, leaving her with nothing but a handbag and a sack of four bikinis.

Lexi tried jogging for the next closest, almost tripping over her own shoes several times. Locked as well. “Well if this doesn't fuck all...”

She struggled to catch up with a younger couple heading for the same late-exit. She kept pace with them, barely, until they veered off into their own aisle of the lot. It was still at least three-hundred yards before she'd even see Eddy's car, unless she cut through the remaining vehicles themselves.

Making a path from light post to light post, Lexi's ass burned from the extra effort three inches of extra heel made her put out with each step. And the one kind of shoe she didn't bother buying, was all she wanted now: Anything with a flat sole. Even those damned oversized muck boots would have worked better.

This fucking sucks! She rounded the last corner of the mall itself, seeing Eddy's dark car before she stepped beside a red, spanking-new Navigator. The driver's-side door opened, cutting her off. As she turned to go back, a man dressed three pay grades below the thing's cost blocked her exit.

She turned again. The driver, sporting a pressed business shirt and loose tie, stepped out. “Easy, Mikey, she's not going far.”

“Listen, it's been a long-ass day. Just leave me alone.” Lexi knew it would do anything, but what else could she do? Beg for mercy and make it even better for them?

The voice behind her piped up. “Nice curves on this one. Like a fucking race track.”

Lexi turned back around, facing the skeezier looking one who had just talked. “Move, now.”

The smoother voice of the driver had a hint of laughter. “And she talks like she can tell us what to do. You one of those professional types, sweetheart? You're dressed like a real ball-buster.”

In a skirt, Lexi knew she was open game. The only moves she had left were all desperation could allow her. As the guy in a t-shirt and jeans stepped closer, she rammed the tip of her right shoe straight for home.

He collapsed in a pile of groaning scumbag as Lexi tried jumping over him, teetering for a few steps with a scant few inches of each shoe touching the ground. She braced herself against the tailgate of the Navigator, and attempted to run.

Not even two parking spaces away, arms wrapped around her waist and neck, an open hand blocking her mouth. As she felt herself lift off the ground, she knew there was no fighting his strength in the air. All she could do was kick and flail, hoping Eddy would see the commotion in time.

Are they kidnapping me, or just... Lexi couldn't handle the thought of it. She had to do something. Anything.

With her arms still free, she reached back and took off one heel. Slapping wildly behind her, she felt it connect with his skull a few times before his grip loosened. A few more cracks allowed her to slip loose.

Nothing but a thin mesh of nylon between her feet and a parking lot in horrible need of repair, she took the first steps of a full-sprint. That only got her several feet before a hard jerk on her hair sent her legs forward, as her head and shoulders stayed in place. Before she knew what was even happening, Lexi was on her back, staring up at the stars.

Four arms wrapped around her, one set around her chest, the other around her thighs. Lexi gave it her all, trying to break free, but their grips tightened like pythons with every movement. “All she could do was try to scream, “Edd—”

Another hand over her mouth, this one softer than the first. She felt one arm let go, only to hear a door on the Navigator open. No sooner than she was tossed into the second row seating, the door slammed shut in front of her.

Lexi reached for the handle behind her head. Locked. Both front doors opened at the same time. This is fucking it. They'll probably kill me after all this.

The entire vehicle rocked, and the sound of a head smashing against the window above her nearly made Lexi piss herself. The squelching drag of skin against automotive paint made her wince. And seconds later, another force rocked the entire SUV on the other side.

As the door handle popped next to her feet, Lexi was ready to kick, bite, or whatever it took to save herself. Her legs started flailing, trying to keep whoever it was at bay. Two hands grabbed her ankles, but this time, the grip wasn't painfully hard.

“Eddy!” Lexi scrambled to her knees as soon as she saw his face, hugging him halfway out of the door.

“Come on, they'll wake up at some point.” He smiled and eased back, pulling her all the way out, back to freedom. “I started driving over as soon as I saw you, but then you were gone for a minute. After that, you put up one hell of fight.”

Lexi barely made sense of anything he'd just said. All she cared about was that Eddy was there. It felt like a black hole had formed as he set her down and made her let go. Even if he was just picking up what she'd dropped, the world suddenly felt cold.

“Let's get you home.” His hand patted between her shoulder blades, guiding Lexi toward his running Kia econobox. Just that touch alone made her feel better than anything that had happened between her legs in the past couple of days.


And again, Eddy refused to stay the night. As Jack, she had damn well expected to get laid for even a tenth of that gallantry. For the first time, the real difference between what her old and current self thought of him became clear. He's not afraid of women. He really is just a nice guy.

The fact that she needed to be rescued pissed her to no end, completely focused toward herself. Lexi knew leaving the sidewalks hugging the mall was a mistake. But then again, the two bastards who tried having their way with her got what they deserved, too.

Lexi fumed as she tried on some of the outfits again. Everything looked like it was inviting a repeat of that episode, or Gary's advances. Lexi had proved she was capable of taking care of herself, but now she also realized wannabe-predators don't fight fair.

Her phone dinged with a text. Settling on the tiny track shorts and a body hugging shirt that made her look right out of a weeknight at a sorority, she checked the message. Andrea was at the front door.

No harm in her seeing me like this, I guess. Lexi's bare feet pattered against the wooden stairs, leading right down to the main entry. And sure enough, it was Andrea, modest in those black jeans and that white, short-sleeved blouse.

Lexi opened the door, just to get a stack of papers with a binder on top shoved against her breasts. “If you can understand any of this, read it.”

“Hi, I guess.” Lexi watched her blush.

“Sorry, but I just want to see if you can help us make any more progress.”

Lexi sat the papers on the table beside the open door. “I'll see what I can come up with,” she jerked her head to motion Andrea closer, “come one in.”

Andrea picked up the binder as Lexi turned for the living room. The edge in Andrea's voice from her apology was still there. “So how's life as a woman treating you?”

Other than having to fuck my boss the first night, and almost getting raped the second... “Fine, I guess.” And fucking work.

The smell of the couch's fresh leather hit at the same time as the cold against the back of Lexi's thighs. Andrea sat next to her, uncomfortably close. Lexi watched as she combed through the pages.

“Right here.” Andrea pointed to a drawing of a chemical formula, way too complicated for Lexi to try making any sense of. “This is Feminol.”

“That doesn't tell me anything.” Lexi did know something she had to find out, though. “How is it made?”

“When you add pure estrogen to a liquid base holding a five-carbon sugar, phosphate, and aerate it with nitrogen, it only takes a small dose of—”

Lexi put a finger over Andrea's lip before her eyes could glaze all the way over. “Never mind. Just tell me how it works, in a way even I'd understand it.”

Andrea gripped the finger in her hand, pulling Lexi's now open palm onto her thigh.“Well, a high enough dosage will alter the chromosomes of any life form exposed to it. Specifically, it turns Y chromosomes into X's.”

Lexi pulled her hand back. “And that produces the changes overnight? How?”

“If you didn't understand how we make it, do you really think you'll get how the cellular biology effects translate into physical transformation, and how we found a way to accelerate it?”

“Not really.”

“Twelve hours is all it takes for the change. Subjects usually get drowsy, which is good, because the pain would knock them out anyway.”

Lexi remembered every part of her old body aching that night. “So I was doomed to turn out like this, no matter what I did.”

“Would you really call it 'doomed' if you knew you'd turn into who you are now?” Andrea took Lexi's hand again, clasping it in both of her own. “It doesn't just turn you into a woman. It makes you the perfect version of your female self.”

“I can't get men to leave me the hell alone. None of them can even hide how they're trying to get my panties off.” That is, except for one.

Andrea squeezed a little tighter. “I hear you used to be the same kind of guy. Turnabout's a bitch, isn't it?”

Is she really coming onto me like a man? “Listen, you're hot and all, but I'm not interested.”

Andrea let go, the fakest pout Lexi had ever seen coming out on her lips. “It's alright, I get it. I used to be a man too, and it's not the easiest thing to get over.”

“It's not like it's a hang-up or anything. I just don't know if it's what I want right now.” Always a fool for even the most transparently sad-looking woman, even as one herself, Lexi stood up and held a hand down for Andrea. “Come on, you've gotta see the haul I bought tonight.”


With everything hung in the closet, Lexi realized the women's clothing took up as much space as the men's, already. The only bag left was the underwear, but she wasn't trying that on in front of Andrea. Still, she pulled the first bra and panty set out to show it off.

“I've got that exact pair.” Andrea laughed and tried not to blush, failing. “In fact, I'm wearing it right now.”

Lexi imagined what Andrea had to look like in the pink lace and black trim, and then how the two of them compared in it. “Great minds think alike, I guess.”

“So how did you afford all of this?” Andrea stepped forward, the smell of new clothing getting overwhelmed by Andrea's jasmine and tangerine perfume.

“I'm Director of Logistics, not broke.” Lexi knew she couldn't admit cashing the check without losing all of Andrea's trust.

“So what about shoes? If you haven't figured it out already, you'll need lots.”

The addiction made sense now, and Lexi was just as excited to show them off. She got back to the bed and the stack of a dozen or so boxes. The first one was the white pair of T-straps, still firm in her hands from never being walked in.

“Nice. Just watch out for how many inches you get on your heels. The guys at work go nuts staring if you don't.”

Lexi remembered she'd need to make a run for flats the next afternoon. “I kinda forgot to get anything modest.”

“Tell you what.” Andrea looked innocent as she said it, and Lexi really did know better, but the pride in pulling off the girl stuff was making her foolish. “I'll leave the room, and we'll both see how we look since we've got the same set.”

No harm in looking, since she'll be in the same getup. “Fine.” Lexi stepped over and pulled the bra and panties up by their hanger. “Give me like two minutes.” She wished she'd had as much experience hooking a bra as unhooking them.

Andrea walked right out and closed the door behind her. The sound of a zipper let Lexi know she wasn't pulling anything.

The graceful curve of her own waist and hips caught Lexi's eye in the wall of mirror. As her shorts and panties fell down her legs, she wondered how she'd compare to Andrea. If Feminol really was meant to turn men into perfect women, the match-up had to come down to a matter of personal taste.

Lace rubbed against her thighs as Lexi pulled the new panties up. The slightest amount of scratch was in the fabric, explaining why women didn't wear this kind of stuff every day. Plain cotton panties and a more comfortable kind of bra got added to the next day's list.

Still, Lexi knew she looked damn good. All three clasps finally hooked into place behind her back, after eight attempts. “Ready.”

And Andrea? She looked just as fine as she stepped back into the room. Compared to Lexi's blonde bombshell look, Andrea's dark and sultry image made the pink lace and black trim stand out in a different way.

Lexi watched as Andrea got next to her, both of them admiring how each of them looked in the mirror. Andrea spoke first. “If we took a picture and sent it to Neil, he'd crack.”

And I'd be out that money I've already spent a chunk of. “He's the last person I ever want to fuck again.”

Andrea turned to face her, the silver-green of her eyes standing out from her tanned skin and dark hair. “That's the fun part about looking like we do. Keeping ourselves just out of reach can make men do the craziest things.”

Lexi remembered getting that treatment in the past, and every bit of it was true. There was hardly anything she couldn't get, looking like this. “So you're suggesting I turn into a cock-tease?”

“Not at all.” Andrea grinned and shoved her hand down the front of Lexi's panties. “People figure out the game if you don't give them what they want, just enough to string them along.”

The hard edges of fingernails rubbed against Lexi's mound, just light enough not to hurt. To hell with it, I've already fucked a man in this body. What's the harm in fooling around with someone in the same position as myself?

“See?” Andrea moved her entire body closer. “It's not like we have to hold back with each other like that. You know you still like women.”

Lexi slid her own fingers past the waistband on Andrea’s stomach. We're really doing this. Lexi pressed her mouth against lips far too plump and soft to ever belong to a man.

The feeling of Andrea's tongue against her own made Lexi imagine where else it could go. The soft whimper she let out as fingers pressed against her clit took her by surprise. The slow ramp-up of her libido had just been circumvented, feeling the kind of body that rivaled her own.

Andrea walked forward, guiding Lexi back until the back of her legs hit the bed. Breaking her mouth away, Andrea whispered, “Here, let me show you what I'm talking about.”

Lexi eased onto the mattress and Andrea's hands guided her down. The slide of her panties down her legs sparked her desire more than any tease between her thighs. Lexi balled the sheets up in her fists already, knowing who and what were about to come.

“You got the same dosage we did. It's perfect.”

The slightest touch of Andrea's skin forced Lexi's mouth open. The difference in feeling between the lace and Andrea herself against Lexi's inner thighs could have gotten her off alone, with enough time. I need mirrors on the ceiling now.

Her own long legs and the mess of brown hair between them were almost too much to watch. The easy roughness of taste buds shocked against Lexi's pearl. A sharp pulse of pleasure spread through her body.

“Fuck, don't stop.” Lexi's breasts lifted as she took a deep breath. Slim fingers and pink nails disappeared into Andrea's luxurious mane of brunette curls.

A single finger pressed inside her, curling up toward the cheat-button hiding just inside along her roof. Andrea's mouth drifted away just long enough for her to say, “You get worked up too easy, but some guys like that.”

It was exactly what she liked to see and hear as Jack. Nothing would have gotten him off faster than a romp with herself, as she was now. The idea of it made her cheeks flush with heat.

The flick of Andrea's tongue picked up right where it had left off. A second finger entered, curling in alternate timing with the first. Lexi's ankles straightened as her toes flexed.

With both eyes shut, Lexi tried to hold onto the feeling. Every perfect second was blown away by the next, until she couldn't keep from whimpering any longer. The light teasing ramped up to a cruelly merciful pace, stranding Lexi in the limbo of not quite being able to come just yet.

Lexi pulled Andrea's head into her hips. The hottest sexual encounter she'd ever had blew right past her second-best, and less than a minute before, she hadn't even been touched. If two fives make a ten, two tens make a twenty, and then some. Especially when you're one of them.

“That's it!” Lexi felt Andrea struggle to breath between her legs. “Holy fuck!”

Her mind fizzled out, overloading in an electric haze that had already taken over her body. As she drifted in and out of sentience, only the feeling ripping through every limb remained. Had she been able to process the thought, she would have understood then and there, exactly how deeply women appreciate a generous partner.

“Oh god, I'm coming!” Every muscle tensed and jerked at once. “Yes!”

Another wave of tongue and digit-work sent Lexi soaring past the cliff, hanging in mid-air as Andrea kept going. The slightest pause forced her descent, the bone-rattling tremors overtaking everything. And the continued work on Andrea's part? Lexi just couldn't process it anymore.

Like she had just mainlined every pleasure hormone in her body, Lexi tensed into a ball. The sudden explosion as Andrea finally stopped taught Lexi more about the female orgasm than a master-class taking hours to explain the science behind it. This kind of overload was impossible to force one's self to experience.

Oh my fucking... Shards of thought filtered back in, gradually forming a coherent mind. “Holy shit.”

Lexi realized her feet were on Andrea's shoulders, forcing her back. “See? We know so much more about our bodies than men ever could.”

“That was fucking incredible. Just... wow!” Lexi panted before she could continue. “I want exactly that, every time, from now on.”

Andrea stood up, her incredibly sculpted body blushing until it almost overtook the chai and caramel complexion of her skin. “You understand what I did there, don't you?”

The brief instant of hesitation that let her come, and then the unfathomable carrying on. It threw a hard climax into unknown territory. Lexi had no idea the human body was even capable of feeling or even handling that kind of blowout.

Lexi gradually pulled herself off the bed, falling into the floor. She looked up at Andrea, who was already putting herself where she had been. “It's not that hard, once you know what it feels like.”

“I can do you one better.” She reached for the box of toys under the bed, hearing the clatter of plastic and silicon as she sat it next to Andrea. With everything organized and sporting fresh batteries, it wouldn't be the desperate search she had gone through the day before.

“Well now.” Andrea reached in, taking hold of the purple rabbit. She admired the long, curving shaft, tipping her finger at the smaller ear. “I've got one of these at home.”

It was one Lexi was looking forward to trying on herself. She pulled the silver bullet vibe out of the neatly organized toybox in one hand, it's wired remote in the other. “When a girl left a toy behind, I knew she'd want another round later.”

“And I bet you didn't just save it for her.”

With almost everything dead as a dried out stump the day before, every single one had seen plenty of use. “You can't judge me for anything.”

“Who said I was?” Andrea pulled Lexi by the wrist, guiding the business-end of the bullet vibe beneath her panties and then against her own folds. “Come on, there's no point in waiting.”

Hell no, there's not. Lexi wrapped her thighs around Andrea's head, and then pulled the pink lace aside. The fruity musk bypassed her sense of smell, directly lighting her mind on fire.

The hard tip of the rabbit pressed against Lexi's entrance. It eased back and pressed again, making it just a little further in. With a determination to go right for the goal, Lexi relaxed herself, letting the third effort push the widest part of the shaft past her tightest spot.

A motor began shivering against her body as the second tip pressed against her clit. Fingers were nice, but it was engineered to hit all the right spots, even without the gentle passes in and out of her.

Her fingers almost went numb as she cranked the bullet halfway up. The gentle curves of Andrea's mound tensed as Lexi waved the bulb up and down her slit. The idea of sticking her former dick between those walls was now eclipsed by what she was actually doing.

But is this what I actually want? Fun as another girl was, something gnawed at Lexi's heart. Andrea could have kept her plenty entertained as a man, but the overbearing pleasure alone wasn't enough. She already knew how irrational the thought was.

“Yeah, turn it up a little.” Andrea's voice was already getting higher. As Lexi cranked the knob a little more and dove two fingers inside, her new friend moaned with encouragement.

Filled, nub-a-buzzing, and getting taken care of with expert hands, Lexi knew it physically felt better than sex with Neil. But both times lacked any emotional connection. The unyielding plastic filled with C-cell batteries could never provide that, even if it was driving her cunt mad.

Lexi pulled her fingers out just long enough to crank the remote up to full-blast. Andrea mewled out as Lexi pushed both digits back in, letting a third join the fun. The glistening pink of Andrea's pussy burned with an additional degree every few seconds.

The tension just under the surface of Andrea's body flexed the inside of Andrea's cunt. Walls crushed against Lexi's fingers as she forced the fourth in.

“Shit, just like that.” Her voice trailed off into a constant, droning hum. Whether she was actually close or not, Lexi knew she had Andrea's mind and body on repeat, guiding her fingers to keep her locked in the trance.

The rabbit pressed hard against Lexi's clit and g-spot. Her lower lip tucked between her teeth. One look up at the mirror showed her a familiar expression she'd seen in many women before. Except this time, framed in the gorgeous legs of another woman.

Wetness sloshed around her knuckles as Lexi worked Andrea to her limit. It only made the vibe filling her own cunt press harder. Lexi's waist heaved and tensed as it began jerking back and forth again.

The unspoken agreement between them was undeniable. Lexi put her entire arm into it, jerking Andrea's hips with each stroke. Fuck, I'm about to come!

Without warning, Lexi gave it one more surge, and then pulled her fingers out. She put the vibe back on Andrea's clit, driving her past the same limit she'd felt earlier. As soon as the ear-ringing scream burst out, Lexi felt her own orgasm seep around the edges of her mind.

Lexi held onto Andrea's ankles for dear life. They were too much for her to hold down, but they gave her just enough of a hold to keep steady. She waited, hoping Andrea would come to enough of her senses to let her release everything that had built up inside.

Andrea lifted her upper body, still shaky as she did so. She pushed Lexi off of her, standing as she kept the rabbit pressed into Lexi's body. “Wanna feel something even better?”

All Lexi knew was, she had to come, now. She tried shaking her head, realizing Andrea didn't see it as she bent down past the edge of the mattress. When she came back up with Lexi's discarded panties, Lexi's head was already tossing side to side, mainly from the heartless attack on her most sensitive parts.

Each wrist went in a leg hole. Andrea twisted the pair in her hand, holding Lexi just enough to keep her from breaking free. “That's it, just a little while longer.”

Please let me fucking come! Lexi's mind flashed back to the parking lot, feeling just as helpless as she was when she was tossed into the middle row of the Navigator. Except this time, no one was there to save her.

Like the first hit of something new, the raw force building in Lexi's middle became something worthy of clenching her jaw like that. Blissful torture came to mind, but this was something beyond even that. Nerves threatened to fray under the load, sizzling and sparking off like overloaded wires.

“Almost there.”

Oh fuck, please! She tried opening her eyes, having nowhere near the willpower to even crack them. Fluorescent swirls of color danced behind her eyelids as her breath seethed through her teeth.

“Now, that's a good girl.”

The panties drew tighter around her wrists. One more hard push of the vibe stepped her that much further over the line, already well out of sight from behind. The same sense of calm when she had almost drowned fell over the closest imitations she still had of thoughts.

Lexi thought she heard Andrea say, “There.” Her entire body clenched at once, the vibrations between her legs replaced by something more.

Trying to hold on, Lexi felt her remaining strength dwarf in comparison to the on-rushing orgasm. The sheerest pleasure she'd felt in her life washed over her. And then nothing.


The feeling of warm flannel against her nude body pulled Lexi out of sleep, or something close to it. “You're finally up.”

Lexi stared up at Andrea's face. What the hell happened? Fragments of her last moment before conking out were there, but past that, Lexi didn't even know how long she'd been out.

Andrea scooted closer, her face right in Lexi's. “I knew you couldn't handle it yet.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Here, let's see if you're ready again.” Andrea tugged at the one layer of cover over Lexi. “You enjoyed it, too much.”

Realizing her bra wasn't on anymore, even though she didn't remember taking it off, Lexi jerked the flannel over her shoulders. Crawling back against the headboard, the sudden insecurity reminded her of a classroom underwear dream. “I don't know what the hell you did, but that's enough.”

“Easy.” Andrea backed off and sat cross-legged, bare muff on full display. “I only did what you asked me to.”

“And my bra? How did it come off?”

“You can't blame me for wanting to look.” Andrea smiled and looked at both of them in the mirror. “You've got so much shame in your new body, even though you love being in it. I can't figure that out.”

If they were both still men, Lexi would have slugged Jeff right in the jaw. But for now anyway, Jeff was still Andrea. “Listen, I just want to be a man again. Can you help me or not?”

Andrea's smile sent a chill down Lexi's spine. “Trust me, if I didn't need your help, I wouldn't have even talked to you. We've both got something to gain.”

“So why should I trust you?” Lexi tucked that last bit of shoulder under the sheet. “I already know you'll take liberties when I'm passed out.”

“And you wouldn't have? Your reputation as Jack Harpeth isn't exactly a secret.”

“Fuck you.”

“I get it.” Andrea reached for a set of underwear and laid them beside Lexi. “Go on, get dressed. We've both got things to do tomorrow.”


Up until Andrea was walking out the front door, she hadn't tried anything else. Lexi was ready to slam the door behind her when Andrea placed a business card against the door frame. After scribbling several words, she handed it to Lexi.

“These are the components we need, and the amounts it'll take to test the first batch.”

Dihydrotestosterone, dutasteride, anastrozole? Lexi had no idea what any of the compounds meant. “How much suspicion would calling all this in rouse up?”

“Spread it out over a few weeks, and nobody should notice. I'll have a different girl drop by the procurement request every couple of days.”

By that point, Lexi would be on a boat somewhere in the Caribbean, on the wrestling booze cruise of her and Eddy's dreams. “The good news is, I'll be at least a thousand miles away before the last shipment comes in.”

“Vacation time? I'm amazed Neil let you keep it, so soon after 'starting' the job.”

“He already owed me, and I know not to shit where I eat.” Indeed, she had made sure she wouldn't lose the cost of the tickets before leaving work that day. Neil was oddly compliant, for once.

“Something's up, then.” Andrea pinched her chin between two fingers. “Any idea why he'd do that, other than what he told you?”

“No idea.” Lexi didn't care, either. “Even I don't get to know everything that happens with the company.”

Andrea stared down Lexi's body one more time, looking right past the shirt and her shorts. “Obviously.”

“Well,” Lexi didn't want to sound rude, but she didn't mind telling Andrea the truth, “I'd rather be alone right now.”

“I just want you to know,” Andrea stopped mid-turn, “even when we do find a cure, I'm staying this way.”

“Why?”

Andrea finished turning away and walked, low heels clattering against the concrete walkway. She stopped halfway down the small front yard and said, “When you look like this, why would you ever go back?”

Lexi watched that heart-shaped ass disappear into the night. As the sound of a motor starting filled the still air, she slammed the door and knocked the deadbolt shut. Everything about the day came rushing back all at once.

Far from the first time that day, Lexi realized she could only trust one person completely, but Eddy was the only person who refused to go wild over her.
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BIMBO COUNTRY: KNOCKING UP NASHVILLE

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.”

* * *

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.

* * *

“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.

* * *

I couldn't tell if her face kept blushing from embarrassment, or if Emmy had 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.”

OTHER TITLES BY JEN EASTWOOD

cover1.jpeg
JEN EASTWOOD





