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Author's Note: I thought about extending this series to four or five installments, but stuck with my original plan of three. Everything that happens in this finale would have been watered down by stretching it out with one or two more novella-length installments. I hoped to get it out a couple of weeks sooner than I did, but life events blindsided me and left me barely able to open a word processor for a while.

Wanting to see this series to the end is what gave me the motivation to get back to it, because leaving this one incomplete nagged at me the entire time. I knew I had my mojo back the instant it happened, and got right back to work.

Finishing up the last three installments of Bimbo Country is my next priority, and I've got a strong finish planned for it as well. After that, I've got five series ideas I've already got outlined to choose from.

Which one will I pick first? We'll see which one I'm most excited to write, come early March. One even has a minor tie-in to His Bimbo Swap, despite not including any gender swapping at all.


HIS BIMBO SWAP 3

Fifteen minutes until five, and this girl still wouldn't shut up. Jennifer, the tight-bodied redhead from accounting, had no idea she was talking to the same person she was talking shit about. “And you know what was worst about Jack? He always 'had plans' when you wanted to do something other than fuck.”

I'd see if she wants to mess around before Eddy gets to my place, but that's exactly what I'd have done back then. “He sounds like a real pig. I bet you're glad he's gone.”

“Kinda. He was fun, but that's all he was.” Jennifer got up to leave before she added, “He wasn't as bad as some of the guys here, but you always knew what he was really after.”

I get it. I'm a horse's ass. “Better get your stuff sorted out. We're outta here in fifteen.”

“Yeah, have a good weekend.”

Lexi had nine days off instead of two ahead, but she figured it was best to keep that on a need-to-know basis. She'd talked Neil into telling everyone it was for a business trip. Of course, at the small expense of a reluctant handjob.

She stared at the wall clock, knowing it was just slowing it down, however clocks managed that time-expansion trick. Not ten seconds after Jennifer had closed the door, she heard someone else knock.

“Yeah?”

The door eased open, but this time, Andrea stood in the frame, sporting a clean lab coat and brunette curls as always. “Excited to get outta here for a week?”

“I hope it's either quick, or you've got amazing news.”

Andrea shot one side of her mouth upward as she took a seat. “Both, love.”

Lexi caught herself before she rolled her eyes. “Then get on with it.”

“You pulled it off. Everything we need is in storage, and off the books.”

The hassle had eaten a few afternoons, but Lexi had been at the job long enough to know the semi-legit channels that wouldn't keep records for long. “It'd better be worth it.”

“With the shipment in, we'll have enough antidote to go around by the time you get back.”

Just a few weeks prior, Lexi would have been pumping a fist in the air and shouting with joy. But after getting an understanding of the kind of person she’d been as Jack, from her new point of view, the news wasn't all roses and ponies.

“You're not as excited as I figured you'd be.” Andrea leaned forward a little. “Having second thoughts about reverting?”

“No,” at least she didn't think so, “I just know it'll make an even bigger mess of things.”

“That's Neil's problem, not ours.” Andrea patted the edge of the desk. “What the hell would he even have the balls to pull?”

“Can our asses and send a pack of bloodthirsty lawyers our way. It's not like any judge would believe us.”

“We've got more proof than you think. We're only missing one part of the whole puzzle.”

Lexi wasn't sure she wanted to know, since Andrea had been cloak and dagger unless she needed something. “Do I even want to hear it?”

“We do need samples from the Lone Oak River, if we want to hold Neil accountable.”

And she was the only person who knew exactly where the Feminol was pooled up. “I can take someone there, but I'm not getting stuck like this.”

Andrea got back up. “I'll see if we've got any volunteers, but only one of the others who wanted to stay this way is committing to it.”

“Let me think about it until I get back.” Lexi frowned a little. “But I'm not going down there, so I guess you know who it has to be.”

Andrea had her fingers around the handle. “I'll talk to Melanie.” Who used to go by Zack Fairchild.

Lexi relaxed and leaned back in her chair as Andrea shut the door behind her. Pushy fucking bitch.


Standing in her driveway, Lexi got down to planning as the sun started setting. “It's a nine hour drive to Charleston, so long as we don't hit any accidents or traffic. You think twelve hours is enough time to play it safe?”

“The boat isn't leaving until Sunday morning. I think we're good.” Eddy had agreed to sleep over to get an early start, under the specific condition that Lexi didn't try pulling anything. As if they wouldn't be sleeping in the same room for the next seven nights anyway.

Lexi knew Eddy hadn't made such a long haul in his life. “Nothing wears you out more than driving all day.” Back when she was Jack, twenty hours straight on the road a few times had taught her the massive pain in the ass a long drive can be. “We'll both crash the hell out as soon as we get a hotel room.”

“Split the trip into quarters and switch off for each one. It can't be that bad if we're taking your truck.”

The laughable mileage on the F-350 meant an extra Benjamin in gas, but compared to Eddy's Kia, the truck's seats were like La-Z-Boys. Plus, a working air conditioner is kind of required to handle the three hundred miles of South Carolina in early August. “Yeah, I'll pay for the extra gas. Boob sweat is ten times worse than boxer sweat.”

“I wouldn't know anything about that.” Eddy slung his one suitcase into the back of the crew cab and shut the door. “Anything to listen to you want me to download?”

“So long as there's something besides wrestling podcasts,” Lexi knew it was all Eddy listened to, “I'm fine with whatever.”

“Audiobooks, music, what?”

Lexi was just about to answer when she heard another door shut at the end of the driveway. She walked to the corner of the house and poked her head around. Oh shit!

Her uncle's sprinter van was parked on the curb, but he wasn't here to fix the plumbing. Lexi's dad lumbered down the blacktop, liking what little he'd seen so far. “Hey, is Jack around?”

Fuck. Fucking FUCK! It wasn't anything for her to have gone months without talking to either of her parents, and since they got divorced last year, Jim Harpeth had been helping his brother out to get by. Lexi's forearms started shaking as she tried to think of anything to get rid of him.

Eddy walked right past her, dropping Lexi's blood pressure about a hundred points. “He won't be back for a few hours. It's been a while, Jim.”

“How the hell you been, Eddy?” Jim motioned his head in Lexi's direction. “My boy still man-whoring like always, or is she with you?”

“She's,” Eddy paused for a second, “an old friend of mine.”

“Gotcha.” Jim walked right past Eddy, halfway down the drive. “Larry's angle-grinder shat out on us, so I'm here to borrow Jack's. Any idea where it's at?”

Lexi knew it was the perfect excuse to get out of his way, and she knew exactly where she'd put it a few months back. She ran to the power tool cabinet and flung the doors open. Hanging on the left side, was the corded Craftsman she kept as a loaner.

She turned around to see Jim and Eddy crossing into the garage. The feeling of her own father's eyes stripping her like lye on paint turned her stomach. She held out the grinder, hoping he'd just take it and leave.

“This pretty, and she knows tools?” Jim's massive, callused hands wrapped around the shaft and the handle. His breath reeked of Marlboro Reds, like it always had as far back as she could remember. “Eddy, marry this girl if Jack ain't got to her first.”

“She's a friend, and that's it.” Eddy looked at Lexi, his eyebrows up. “I hate to rush you, but we've gotta go pick up some food.”

Shit, he's a quick thinker. Lexi's shoulders relaxed as her father turned around, but only after eying her over one last time. This, right here, is the creepiest damn feeling I've ever had.

“A'right. Let Jack know I'll bring it back in a few days.” Jim gave Eddy a hard slap between the shoulder blades. “Hell, he probably won't even know it's gone, but tell him anyway.”

“Will do.” Eddy walked toward the driveway, getting Lexi's dad to follow along. “Take care, Jim.”

That was too Jerry Springer for my liking. Fucking gross.

Lexi's spine quivered at the thought of what Jim probably had going through his head. Her father had always been an even worse horn-dog than she ever was.

Hell, this is the second time Eddy's saved my ass.


Long legs still aching from the drive, Lexi stood in the boarding line with Eddy. The frumpy, middle-aged woman checking ID's and tickets had barely glanced at anyone's documents. When Lexi was next in line, the woman in the yellow vest gave her a reeking stink-eye and then mooed out, “Next.”

Lexi handed her new passport and the ticket over. For the first time since Lexi and Eddy got in line, forty-five minutes ago, she actually looked something over.

“Ma'am, your name isn't on this ticket.”

But that was my name when I bought it. “Jack couldn't make it, so he passed it on to me.”

Eddy tried to intervene. “My ticket matches my name, and I can vouch for her. They were ordered at the same time.”

The security temp huffed the sparse, puffed up bangs from over her eyes. “The verification desk is over there.” She pointed at the one spot that looked like it had full-time, competent employees working it. “They'll make sure your paperwork is in order.”

Fuck. Every form of ID Lexi had was a fake that Neil had someone whip up. The discrepancies were small, but Lexi did find a few miniscule flaws in her passport. People who check these things and actually get paid enough give half a damn would call out the fraud in a heartbeat.

“I know she's good to go.” Someone in the next line over flashed a different looking ticket, VIP emblazoned in thick, blocky letters. “I've known her for years.”

Lexi eyed the guy in aviator sunglasses and a wide-brimmed hat. As he tipped the frame of his glasses down, she noticed Eddy had frozen in place before she looked back at the guy. Shit, that's Texas-fuckin'-Torpedo.

“I see.” The woman knew her temp job was in question, that very second. “Move along to boarding, ma'am. You're clear.”


The gradient of red to gold turned solid orange as Lexi worked her way down that first Mai Tai. Buzzed enough to feel great, Lexi knew those few ounces of rum were working on her new body far faster than they would have on her original one. And with a drink pass clearing her for twelve a day, she could keep the feeling up until the cruise was over.

Eddy kept both hands on his can of beer, still sitting on the coaster. After a few more tables, the narrow walkway around the pool coursed with other passengers making their first run at the buffets, the casino, or just their rooms. “I can't believe he did that for you.”

“When you look like this, some things just come easier.” She was wearing nothing but a red bikini top, cut-off jean shorts, and flip-flops. “There's a reason this is the most I'll have on all week.”

“You're gonna try and fuck a wrestler, aren't you?”

It wasn't on her to-do list, but the idea had crossed her mind. “If it happens, it happens.” She saw Eddy looking at her and shaking his head like a disappointed father-figure. “I'm just here to stay drunk and entertained, like I planned on when I bought our tickets.”

Eddy finally took his first sip of Miller High Life. He sat it back down and said, “Don't look now, but I think you've got company.”

Lexi peered over at the direction Eddy was pointing toward. “Huh. I guess you get to meet your hero again.” She looked back at Eddy.

“I like watching him in the ring. I know you don't pay attention to the blogs and the fan forums, but he's a real asshole in-person.”

“Well at least act happy to see him. He's been alright to me so far.”

Right before Torpedo could get within hearing range, Eddy threw out, “I'm sure you can guess why.”

I guess I owe him, but not that much. “Don't worry about it.” Lexi stirred the ice at the bottom of the highball with her straw. “He's not my type, if you get what I'm saying.”

Eddy groaned. “Still picking up women, right?”

“Only one since this happened to me, and she started it.” Lexi sat the glass down as Torpedo pulled a chair out and sat down. “Hey,” she stuck a hand out, “again.”

Texas took it and barely squeezed. If Lexi were more attracted to guys, she'd have been on his chiseled, bare-chested self in a heartbeat. “Don't think too much of earlier.” He threw a hand out toward Eddy, actually making eye contact with him.

“It's an honor, champ.” Eddy had to be in hog-heaven, shaking hands with his idol, who actually focused on him instead of Lexi's rack. “That was one hell of a powerbomb you pulled off.”

“If I don't impress, I'm not doing my job.” Tex looked around until his head locked toward one of the pool deck entrances. He waved in that direction.

Parting a small crowd of fans, who hadn't realized they were stuck on the same boat as everyone else the rest of the week, Kid Canine and Steve Steer emerged from a mass of napkins held out for autographs. Lexi stared as she realized the were at least a foot taller than they looked on the screen. Christ, these people are giants.

“You probably know they're not as friendly as I am, but I can keep them under control.” Tex pulled an empty chair from next table over, but he was making sure he stayed right next to Lexi. “So, you two together, or what?”

Eddy didn't hesitate, like he was ashamed the accusation even flew. “Old friends.”

“There's nothing old about either of you,” now he was focused on Lexi, “and I bet you're glad you've got someone who isn't out for what every other guy wants.”

He's trying to charm the shorts right off of me. She knew the game, having played it hundreds of times. And it worked well enough to make her unable to speak.

“She thinks it's a game to drive me insane,” Eddy paused as Steer and Canine pulled their chairs out, “but I'm probably the only straight guy who's immune to it.”

“What, the flu?” Steer was just as brash in person as he was on the microphone.

“Guys, these are some fans you'll actually like.” He pointed to Eddy first. “You are...”

“Eddy, been watching wrestling since I was three.”

Tex didn't bother pointing at Lexi. Steer and Canine were already eye-fucking her, you see. “And his good friend is...”

“Lexi. I'm a little more of a casual fan than Eddy.”

Canine didn't show any shame in staring right at her chest. “You know who we are, right? That's all that matters.”

Kind of a conceited asshole, aren't you? Texas Torpedo was the clean-cut, blonde babyface who had partnered with a tag team that usually promoted itself as heels. Steve Steer was a wall of a man with barely any fat at all, with a goatee and eyebrows being the only hair on his head. Kid Canine looked like you'd smell him before you saw him when he was in the ring. But the long, chestnut hair actually made the guy handsome as hell when it didn't look like it was soaked in bearing grease.

“So,” Eddy couldn't help showing a little of his inner fanboy, “what's it feel like, holding the titles?”

Tex answered first. “It's a dream come true, and it's on me to honor it by living up to what it stands for.”

Canine almost cut him short. “I'm just glad my kids brag about me to all their friends. That's something special.” Completely out of character.

Steer kept a little of his stage persona, but softened a little. “Mom thought I was dumb for going to wrestling school instead of playing football in college. It shut her up good when I bought her a house last week.”

“You know,” Tex stood up and motioned for Lexi to join him, “you're the type who'd get a tryout in a heartbeat. I can call one of our talent agents and vouch for you.”

Lexi looked at Eddy, knowing he'd be jealous as hell of her for getting a shot at his lifelong fantasy, just because of her looks. Oddly, he nodded his head and smiled. She looked back at Tex and stood.

“Yeah, the talent has the gym locked down for only us to use between six and eight every morning. Swing by, and I'll get both of you in tomorrow.” He made a twirling motion with his index finger.

Lexi spun around on one foot, summoning every ounce of femininity she'd picked up so far. Her face was redder than the ship's smokestacks after she heard Canine whistle.

Steer blurted out, “Oh hell yeah, gain just enough muscle to pull off the moves and not hurt your figure, and you'd be a natural.”

Me, a female wrestler. If she'd gone back in time and told ten-year-old Jack Harpeth that was a possible career path, he'd have laughed in her face. But the women in wrestling today actually have to be decent at the wrestling itself, as well as on the microphone. The days of being glorified eye candy, who did little more than imitate the sounds of rough sex during phoned-in matches, had been over for years.

“She's never had any training.” Eddy sounded insulted at the idea of someone so new heading right to the big leagues. “Sure, she knows the names of a few moves, but actually doing them?”

Tex leaned back and rested the back of his head in his palms. “A year or so of hard training, and another year or two in developmental will get her good enough. Not everyone on the roster has been wrestling for a decade.”

Lexi felt like she was the rope in a tug-of-war. “Eddy, just take the chance to work out with them. If I'm not cut out for it, so what?”

“Fine.” Eddy finally cracked something like a smile. “I couldn't pass that up, anyway.”


Lexi already felt like the bikini bottom would slice her right up the middle, and they weren't even in the gym yet. The tiny athletic shorts and tank top she'd brought for sleeping were good enough, but who knew she'd need actual workout clothes? Much less comfortable panties or a sports bra?

Eddy pulled on the handle, just to get foiled by the magnetic lock. His room card didn't do anything either. All eight wrestlers promised to show for the cruise lifted and sweated on the other side of the glass.

Finally, Tex finished with his bench presses. From the looks of how many plates he had on the barbell, he had been practicing to push a car off of himself. He jogged over like it had been nothing at all.

The lock popped loose after he punched something into a keypad on the other side. The second they were in, he said, “Good, you showed up after all.”

The hard clank of iron plates stopped almost at once. Lexi felt every eye in the room fall on her. She knew the bikini top did next to nothing to keep her breasts modest under her top.

Tex pointed to the squat rack. “It's not something you'd use much starting out, but leg strength is something you’ll use with your body type, more than anything else.”

Eddy was already headed toward the dumbell rack. Lexi turned her attention back to the squat station. “You might wanna take some plates off for me.” The hundred pound manhole covers each weighed more than that damn kayak had.

“What's your limit?” She walked right behind Tex, past Jimmie Rae Fane and Mo Hayduke.

Lexi wondered, but decided to ask for advice. “I'm all of one-twenty, dripping wet.” Her cheeks burnt when she realized how it sounded.

Tex shook his head and grinned as he pulled plates off and hung them back on their pegs. “Sixty sounds like a safe place to start, but you'll need to handle at least four times that before they let you out of training.”

She thought back to when she'd watched Tex suplex Silverback Sampson, and had to know what he could handle. “So what's your highest?”

“I can work my way past nine hundred once or twice, but it takes weeks from where I'm normally at to build up to it.” He put a thirty plate on each end, lugging them like they were no heavier than pieces of paper. “Go ahead, I'll spot you.”

Lexi bent at the knees, dropping until she felt the bar rest on her shoulders. Here it goes, I guess. She gave it an overhand grip on each side and pushed with her legs.

Amazingly, it didn't feel nearly as heavy as she expected. She bent back down until she felt the weight go away. “Higher.”

A few more chinks of plates, and Tex said, “Ninety. Don't push yourself too hard.”

Lexi took a deep breath and held an even tighter grip. It was just enough weight to wear her out after a few reps, but she felt she could handle even more. She set the bar back down on it's hooks. “One-twenty.”

“Easy. You haven't even warmed up yet.” Tex put one hand on her left shoulder from behind. “Come on, let's get everything else fired up before we actually test you.”


The rest of the cruise felt like a booze-soaked, entertaining dream. Winding things down for the last night felt like a good idea, for Eddy, at least. He had the first leg of the drive back home, after all.

“You sure you wanna turn in this early? It's barely even dark.” Lexi stood right in front of their room's door, talking at Eddy in the far twin bed. “You've got the drink pass, so you might as well use all of it.”

Eddy threw himself under the covers and rested his head on the pillows. “I said you could have what's left of mine. Just don't do anything stupid.”

“I think I've been well-behaved this trip. You've gotta give me that much credit.” And she actually had been. Lexi had even backed off of showing herself in front of Eddy.

“I guess so. Just make sure the hangover doesn't stick around too long in the morning. I'm not taking either of your shifts.” He reached over and turned his bedside light off. “Try not to wake me up when you get back.”

You're no damn fun, but that's you being you, I guess. Lexi held both passenger cards in one hand, her phone in the other. Now that the ship was only a couple miles off-shore, there was enough signal to check her messages and email again. “See you in the morning.”

Since she'd behaved herself the entire week, why not act a fool the last night? That tiny, red party dress wasn't going to show itself off. And even a week of working out, guided by people who do it to earn their living, had made her admire her own body that much more.


“So you don't have any crazy stories from the road, at all?” Lexi had bumped into Tex on her way to another one of several nightclubs on the ship, but she'd decided to go with him to Easy Pomelo. The laid back, lounge-type atmosphere wasn't her thing, but it had a bar.

“Some, but management would have my ass if they got out.” He slammed back the last of his bourbon and waved across the room for another round. “There was this one time when I worked for a regional promotion, but that night went way too far.”

“Well, go on.” For the first time, she'd wondered if she needed to shave her legs, forgetting that she just didn't grow hair on them, and in a lot of other places since the change. “You can't mention it and not tell the story.”

Tex drew his lips into a twisted smile. “Even the little promotion I worked for in the Dallas area had ring rats, and me and a few of the other boys decided to play a prank.”

“What the hell is a ring rat?”

“It's what the boys in the gym would have been calling you, if you came on to any of us.” Tex pulled a ten out of his pocket and traded it for another square glass of amber and ice. “But the girls who hung out in the high school gymnasiums and National Guard armories could make the concession guys go 'woof.'”

“Yeah?”

“Well, this one guy had a beast of a woman as his ringside manager. She'd beat the hell out of the men, sometimes for real. Everyone was afraid of her, but she's the biggest sweetheart you'll ever meet, when she's not pissed.”

Lexi sipped on her Blue Hawaii, no longer noticing it had the customary amount of rum, with just as much vodka to ramp things up. She was already four down, and she was hoping to kill four more after this one.

“We got all the ring rats to think this guy wanted to have an orgy in his hotel room that night, and sure enough, four of them showed up.” Tex took a light sip. “So we have his manager hole up in the next room over, with one of those joining doors connected to his.”

“So was he in there, just sitting on the bed, or what?”

“Oh no, he volunteered to be hog-tied, buck-assed naked on the bathroom floor. We waited until we heard the girls toss him on the bed.”

Lexi wondered where it was headed, but she had an idea. Except, usually this was one you pulled on some old, dirty lecher. It was different enough to keep her hooked.

“Well, we gave it about five more minutes, because the guy didn't even want these girls to touch him. As soon as we heard him moaning, I told her to get in there.”

“I bet they left four lines of piss headed right out the door.”

Tex laughed a little to himself. “Even better. One of the girls was sucking his dick, and she scared her so bad when she kicked the door down and started roaring, the skank damn near bit his cock off. People still call him 'Stiches' to this day.”

Oh, shit. “You still work with him?”

“Yeah, he moved up with me, but I can't say who he is. Big name in the business.”

Lexi knew wrestlers gave each other ten types of hell outside of the ring, but this was way worse than the ribbing she'd always heard about. “You guys don't fuck around when you're pranking each other, do you?”

“When you're on the road, you've gotta entertain yourself. Otherwise you'll go apeshit.”

Lexi had pulled a few pranks in that vein when she was in college, as Jack, but nothing that ever got a buddy sent to the emergency room. “I guess so, but Jesus. Do the women pull that kind of stuff on each other?”

“Nowhere near as badly, but they have their own fun.” Tex sat his glass down and straightened up. “Speaking of which, you still think you wanna try out?”

“So long as they don't make me go by Blonde Ambition or something like that, I don't see why not.” Lexi tipped the hurricane glass to sip out what little was left at the bottom. “It'll be hard to get away from work again, though.”

“No guarantees, but there's something about you that makes me think you're tougher than you look. Like you've got a little bit of man in you.”

If you only knew. “I'm no tom-boy, that's for sure.”

“Yeah, it's not that. It's little things about the way you carry yourself.” Tex lifted his glass and up-ended it, killing the last of his whiskey before he slammed the glass back down. “Like you've got a little bit of swagger going on behind that swimsuit-model look.”

Is that even a compliment? “Thanks, but I've always had it, I guess.”

“And that's exactly what they want in female wrestlers. That's why I even brought it up.”

“So you weren't just trying to get in my pants.” Lexi still thought he might be, but she didn't think it was his ultimate goal anymore. “I'm sure your wife would be proud.”

“What wife?” Tex looked sad for maybe a split-second. “My ex couldn't handle me being gone all the time, so she left three years ago, right before I started making real money.”

That's pretty sad. “I bet she kicks herself every day.”

He stood up, for what Lexi guessed would be a trip to the bathroom. “It's better this way. I'm just glad it happened before we had kids.”

Lexi stayed in her chair, not sure if she was at the point of being unsteady on her feet or not. “I never really thought about settling down, myself. There's work, and I'm still having fun when I'm not there.”

Tex stood in the same place. “That shipping job? How is it fun?”

He's right. My life is pretty boring. Lexi thought better of it, but then she shut her better senses up. “You know what? Fuck it, it's my last night before I have to drive back there.”

“You mean...”

Lexi wobbled a little on her heels as she got up. “Yeah. You know.” Eddy's gonna be sooo pissed in the morning.

“I'll walk you back to your room. Come on.”

The fuck?


Every corridor looked the same for the guest quarters, but Lexi hadn't noticed the extra dings of the elevator chime. Or that it had traveled up, instead of down. For all she knew, this was the way back to her room.

Tex tapped something onto the screen of his phone, getting a reply not long after. He let out a quick chuckle as Lexi leaned against his arm. One of the same beefy pythons that had bench-pressed several times her own weight, all week.

As she passed what looked like her room, right across from the first broom closet after the elevator, Lexi tried to stop walking. “Wait, this is it.”

“No it's not.” Tex kept walking as she stayed wrapped around his arm. “You're not even on the right deck.”

“Sneaky asshole.” She didn't care. The combination of hormones and pent-up thoughts mixed with not even enough fun juice to slur her speech. All told, she felt damn good.

Tex slowed down as they got to the end. The rooms had started spacing further apart, but here, only two ate up the entire bow-end of the deck. The cruise line wanted the biggest VIP's happy enough, and Room 706 was more than ample. “You still alright with this?”

Lexi took hold of Tex's hand, sliding the key card into the reader herself. “Does that answer it?”

“I could have pulled this off the whole week, couldn't I?” Tex pulled the handle down and eased himself against the door. Compared to the usual cheap room, the place was a damn penthouse.

“Don't think I'm that easy. I can always change my mind.”

Lexi stepped inside, the full scale of the place hitting her even harder. At least a dozen standard rooms would have fit in the place. The only part that didn't scream luxury was the laminate trying its damnedest to imitate hardwood, but it was a cruise ship.

Tex closed the door behind the two of them. “You're here, so I guess that threat to back down was a load of horseshit.”

“If it is, it is.” Lexi took her first steps toward the king-sized bed. “But what'll you do about it?”


A massive hand closed around her upper arm before she could get too far away. “So, how do you like it?”

“Whatever's on the house.” Wait, he'd probably break me in half. “Just don't go too far.”

Tex's answer didn't need words. Throwing her up on one shoulder, he gave her a light tap on the ass. “Define 'too far.'”

Already on fire between her legs, Lexi couldn't come up with anything she'd turn down. Just the couple of weeks since she'd had her boss inside her felt like an insufferable eternity. “Just start off gentle, it's been a while.” Phone still in hand, she tapped to Eddy’s contact info. No, he’d throw a fit.

Tex grunted his acknowledgment as Lexi watched his ass from behind his back. “Just to warn you, I'm pretty gifted.”

As she fell onto the bed, flat on her back, Lexi figured out what he'd meant. She stared up, his massive frame towering over her. “Well, don't just brag about it. Show me.”

He grinned like a madman as he pulled down the zipper of his jeans. Whipping the thing out, already stiff as an oak, Tex look back at her like he expected a gasp. “Think you can handle it?”

Dear lord. Thinking back to the cock she used to be the proud owner of, this thing dwarfed it. “You weren't joking a bit.”

“No.” Tex almost looked ashamed. “A few women turned me down because of it.”

She locked eyes on the head, plump and ready for action. “Go really easy, alright?” It lunged forward, inches from her lips as she rolled onto her stomach and crawled to the edge of the mattress.

“Yes ma'am.”

Lexi couldn't stop herself from grabbing hold. If she had packed a big stick in the past, the dick wrapped in her fingers was a fucking trunk. This is gonna fucking kill me. But she knew it would be worth it.

Jutting her head forward, she opened wide to keep her teeth out of the equation. Lexi felt Tex's pulse when her tongue met with the tip, impressed at the calm, athletic pace, given the circumstances.

Her lips took in just over half of the shaft before she felt the head punch against the back of her throat. She tried easing it in a little more, feeling that gag reflex well up. He's hung like a damn horse. Jesus.

“You alright?”

Lexi tried nodding her head, forgetting she had something the length and girth of a paper towel tube lodged in her mouth. How she'd take it down there entered her mind, but now she knew why the chants in favor of Texas Torpedo were so high-pitched. The stuffing rumors Eddy had joked about were as false as the “may cure” claims printed on the label of an herbal supplement.

Almost ashamed at how little of him she could take, Lexi eased back, teasing his mushroom-tip with her tongue as she pulled away. She looked at it like a puzzle, wondering how she'd please the whole thing. It's a third leg on this guy.

“I told you, it’s a lot to handle.” Tex eased himself back. Something about the look in his face let her know he thought it was hilarious.

Ambling into a sitting position, Lexi leaned back on her hands. “So, how do you even lug that thing around?”

He wasn’t bothering to answer. A gigantic hand slid between her thighs as Tex put one knee on the bed. A finger hooked around her panties and tugged.

“Well, how do you even wear these?” He stared at the black string that had been wedged between Lexi’s cheeks. “Between your panties and those high-assed heels, I don’t see how you walk.”

I know, right? “It takes a little while to get used to them.”

Tex drew them back like a rubber band and fired, sending the pair flying over the bed. He had his hand back between her legs in seconds. But this time, nothing blocked his way.

Lexi gasped as she felt that massive finger tease along her slit, from opening to pearl. She was tempted to rip the dress right off of herself. No, he’s gotta work for it.

The shock of a fingertip flicking at her clit forced a grin to her face. She knew even two fingers from this guy would have her walking funny for a week. Her own hand gripped hard against her phone, knowing she was in for so much more than she was already getting.

“Wet as the fucking ocean down there.” Tex liked what he felt, just as much as what he saw. “Might as well speed things up while we’re alone.”

The hem of her skirt hiked up, exposing everything below her waist. Tex dropped to his knees, bending forward over the edge of the bed. His mouth homed right in, the tip of his tongue taking over where his finger had left off.

Lexi fell back as her arms gave out. She stared up at the vaulted ceiling, no longer concerned about the luxury of the room. The best service aboard the entire fucking ship was taking place right between her thighs.

She wanted more. Whimpering and rolling her shoulders, Lexi wondered if it was her deprivation that was setting her off so quick. Rubbing a quick one into herself in the shower wasn’t cutting it anymore.

A beating knock on the door shocked her out of it. Tex stopped and then stood up. “I guess we were too late.”

“I thought it was just gonna be us.” Lexi pulled her dress back down. “Come on, this isn’t what I signed up for.”

The reassuring look on Tex’s face almost put her at ease. “I’ll take care of it.” He marched to the door.

Lexi watched as Tex tried pushing someone back. But even when you’re that powerful, something even bigger can always win out. As Tex fell backwards, Lexi found out that it was two somethings.

Steve Steer and Kid Canine stepped around their stable-mate on the floor. “You can’t promise something and then turn back on it at the last second, man.” Steer sounded just like he did when he’d shit-talk on the microphone.

Lexi tapped against the screen of her phone. Room 706 SOS scrolled out before she sent the text. I hope I’m not just getting his ass kicked.

“Well, come on Tex. Don’t make us have to take turns here.” Steer stood halfway between Lexi and Tex as he looked back. “We’ve been waiting on this all week.”

“She’s doesn’t want you two here!” Tex tried to break free of the arm lock Canine had him in. “Get the fuck out!”

“Come on, guy!” Steer was already stepping closer. “You can’t tell me she’s not rearing and ready to go.”

Lexi scooted back on the mattress as he got to the edge. She knew it wasn’t a look of taking something that wasn’t his in his eyes. Steer felt entitled to it.

“So,” he bent down a little, “you gonna make this fun, or am I gonna have to fight for it?”

“Piss off!” Lexi almost fell off when she hit the opposite edge of the bed. “I never agreed to anything.”

As she got back on her feet, Steer walked around the bed. She was trapped in the corner as Canine forced Tex closer. For all she knew, taking off back over the bed would just make the situation even worse.

Steer took a step closer. “Now listen, darlin,” another step, “you and I both know what’s gonna happen, so just get on your knees or on your back and—”

The impact on the top of her foot stung like hell, but nowhere near as bad as what Steer had to be feeling. Lexi scrambled over the mattress as he keeled over. Tex nodded toward the door as she started running as best as she could.

Lexi was just feet away from the cracked door when she felt a sudden jerk, and then about half of her hair feeling like it was about to get ripped off her head. Her feet kept going, throwing her onto her ass as a shoe went flying. She sat there, dazed, until the tension picked up again.

Canine was pulling her along the floor with one hand, the other still trapping Tex in the submission hold. “You alright, bud?” The immediate concern for his friend would have been touching, if it wasn’t while he was dragging her by the head.

“Little bitch got me good.” Steer breathed heavily. “Right in my fuckin’ balls.”

The tension on her hair eased a little. Lexi climbed back onto her feet, barely getting her fingers around Canine’s wrist. As she tried prying his hand open, it just made him pull again.

She jerked forward, feeling herself collide with Steer. Canine let go of her hair, just for the man whose nuts she’d just punted into his stomach to grab her by the arms.

“Now you’re gonna make em’ feel all better.” He held her up, lifting both feet off the ground. “Ain’t that right?”

Lexi shot her left knee forward, just to have it deflected when Steer lifted a thigh. She pooled every drop of saliva she could onto her tongue, and then spat it in his face. “You don’t just act like an asshole, do you?”

Steer didn’t seem fazed at all. “We’re gonna fuck you like raw meat until the crew makes us leave.”

Prick. Lexi tried breaking her arms free, but it was as useful as trying to push a mountain. She tried drawing up enough spit to send another round at him, when she heard a sickening kronk.

Steer’s eyes shot open as Lexi felt herself shake, and then drop. Two hands kept her from falling all the way again. Meanwhile, Tex was already on top of Steer, punches flying.

She looked over to see Canine prone on the floor, the lamp from next to the entry lying beside his head. “You’re alright.” Her text to Eddy had made it through.

Tex slung his arm back for the knockout blow. The crack with the impact made Lexi wince. As Eddy sat her on the floor, she knew Steer wouldn’t be leaving this ship on his feet.


“I can’t believe you don’t want to file charges.” Tex sat with Lexi and Eddy on the pool deck again, taking in their last drinks before disembarking. “I’d totally back you up if you did.”

The wrestling promotion had already released Steer and Canine, but the news hadn’t broken yet. And the company lawyer aboard the ship? Lexi felt like he was willing to kiss her ass to keep her from suing from the moment Tex backed up her story.

“I don’t want all of this getting slung out into the public. I’ve got enough to worry about, already.” For all she knew at first, Eddy would have ended up getting charged. Luckily, it was all wrapped up and all involved agreed to keep their mouths shut. Lexi still wasn’t signing another non-disclosure agreement, though.

“It sucks for what we had going on in the ring, but they don’t deserve a second chance with me.” Tex threw back what was left of his beer and slammed it down. “And you’ve got a damn good friend there.”

Eddy blushed in his seat. Lexi set her last Mai Tai down and said, “That’s the second time he’s pulled my ass out of a fire. Not that he’d ever take credit for it.”

As the barely perceptible motion of the ship stopped, every head on the deck looked around. “I guess this means it’s time to head out.” Tex stood up and put a hand out to Eddy. “Keep taking good care of her. She’s one hell of a woman.”

Eddy returned the handshake and then stared at Lexi. “Yeah, and a lot to handle.”

Is he fucking mad at me?

Tex shot his hand toward Lexi. As she put her hand in his, Tex told her, “Next time a show’s close, send me a message. We get a few ring-side tickets to give out every now and then.”

Out of the corner of her eye, she didn’t notice Eddy creaming his pants at the offer. Oh yeah, he’s pissed. “We’ll take you up on it,” she pulled her hand back, “and thanks for breaking his jaw.”

With a nod and a grin, Tex bent over and picked up his bags like they were nothing. “By the way, since I don't owe him anything anymore, Steer is Stiches.” As he started walking away, a few fans ran up to him for last-minute autographs.

If Eddy says a word the whole drive home, I’ll be shocked.


Driving back into something resembling civilization, Andrea’s call finally stopped breaking up. “Melanie says she’d volunteer, but she can’t swim.”

You’ve gotta be shitting me. “So that leaves me.” Lexi knew that she’d be stuck in her current body, but someone had to dive back down there, and soon. “If we get all of this rain they’re talking about for the day after tomorrow, all that leaked Feminol might get washed away.”

“It’s up to you, and I mean that in both ways. I can’t force you to do it.”

Eddy roused from his nap in the passenger seat. He whispered where Lexi couldn’t hear it, but she could read his lips. “Who’s that?”

Lexi cradled the phone between her ear and shoulder before she held up her index finger. “You know I don’t want to, but Neil’s gotta pay for what he’s done.” And I’ve gotta be the sacrificial-fucking-lamb, if it’s ever gonna happen.

“Listen, I know you’re driving, so call me back when you get home. There’s a certain way we need to go about this, or the samples mean nothing.”

“Right. I’ll call you then.” Lexi hit the red icon and looked over at Eddy. “Serious question.”

She knew he was still fussy over the whole incident the night before, but he’d calmed down quite a bit. “No, you don’t need a boob job. They’re fine.”

“No,” Lexi put her eyes back on the straight stretch of interstate, “what do you think’ll happen if I end up stuck like this, for good?”

“So the people in the lab got the antidote to work?”

“Jenna’s back to being William again, so yeah, they did.”

“Then why ask that? Don’t you want to be Jack again?”

Despite everything she’d been through as a she, Lexi knew being who she was had its perks. “I want to kick Neil’s ass, but there’s a better way to hurt him.”

“They want you diving back down there, don’t they?”

She’d explained enough of the situation to Eddy, but they both thought that one of the lab girls who wanted to stay that way would have stepped forward. “The only one who wants to,” she rubbed the bridge of her nose with her thumb and index finger, “can’t fucking swim.”

“Jesus, that’s bad luck.” Eddy looked at the clock on the dash and then pointed at an exit sign. “Pull over somewhere at the next offramp. It’s my turn.”

“So,” Lexi almost didn’t want to ask it, “what does it mean if I’m not sure?”

“I’d call bullshit if you claimed you haven’t taken advantage of it, but it’s your call.” Eddy scooted himself upright. “I mean, we’re still best buds.”

Yeah, you’re the only person who hasn’t treated me any differently. “That means a lot.” Lexi merged onto the ramp. “Anyway, I’ve got a bastard of a decision to make, don’t I?”


Lexi held the vial of amber liquid in front of her face. So this is what all the fuss is over. Eddy had just pulled into her driveway as Andrea started walking back to her car.

“So judging by how you had me help load those two kayaks, you’re going through with it.”

“Maybe. I’ve still got some thinking to do.”

“Well,” Andrea opened her car door as Eddy’s Kia stopped, “you’d better do it fast. We only get one shot at this.”

“I know.” She waved Andrea goodbye and turned back to her truck. The shade of the garage was tolerable, but the heat radiating from the blacktop was unbearable in those tiny shorts.

Eddy joined her as Lexi sat the vial on the lowered gate of the truck and then tightened the last ratchet strap. “They think I’m sick as a dog, but I guess you’re staying this way.”

“If I do, I do.” Lexi tucked the excess webbing under to keep it from slapping around in the wind. “Everything’s loaded, so we’d better head on.”

Eight AM already, and it would take a giant chunk of the day to reach the pool, especially now that Lexi couldn’t paddle like she used to as Jack. Nine miles is a long way to float, especially when the river is low. Not that it would be the next day.

As Eddy started walking away, Lexi grabbed the back of his shirt. “Hold up, one more thing.” Before he could turn all the way around, Lexi was already arming the question. “If I shatter that vial in the floor, would you think about it?”

“You’re outta my league. It’d never happen anyway.”

Her lips scrunched up to one side of her face. Pinching the glass tube between her thumb and index finger, she held it in front of Eddy. “Either I take this antidote, or I take your virginity.”

“Quit fucking around. Do you want to be Jack again, or not?”

If I’m Jack again, you’re stuck jacking off forever. “I’m not joking. Who else would kick a wrestler’s ass for me, without hesitating?”

Eddy crossed his arms. “I clocked him over the head with a lamp, from behind. It’s not like I won a fist-fight with him.”

“Or knock out two guys in a parking lot? That was an ass-kicking.”

“I’d have done it for any woman.”

“Exactly.” Lexi took one step closer. “I could go back to being the guy I used to be, or stay like this and have the kind of guy I’d want any theoretical daughter of mine to fall for.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying.” Eddy matched her step forward with a step back. “I can’t let you give up your chance, just to make me feel better about myself.”

He doesn’t fucking get it. “Know what?” Lexi held the vial up high. “Forget it.” Her arm came down, causing a pathetic crunch that made Eddy jump like a gunshot.

Eddy was in the process of diving down, trying to save Lexi’s one shot at turning back. “What did you just fucking do?”

Lexi stopped him about halfway down. “Exactly what I wanted. The whole time, you never thought of yourself. That’s how I decided.”

His body went slack against her hands. He took a moment before rosing up, a clear eight inches over the top of her head. “You’re a damn idiot, you know that?”

“Well, what did you expect from a dumb, blonde bimbo?” Lexi smiled and turned toward the driver’s-side door. “At least you don’t have to worry about things being weird between us, right?”

She grabbed the door handle and pulled, but it didn’t budge. She looked up to see Eddy’s hand planted against the window.

Lexi wondered which one of them had the bigger lump in their throat. She turned around, her back pressing against the door. Eddy already had his other hand against the glass.

“You’ve always been too damn impulsive, you know that?”

Lexi hopped up on her toes and gave him a peck on the cheek. “You’re one to talk right now.” The scratchiness of his stubble lingered on her lips as they stared in silence thick enough to suffocate in.

Eddy broke away right as Lexi felt ready to explode. “Come on, we’ve got stuff to do.”


Eddy backpaddled in the giant fishing kayak. “So this is the spot?”

Lexi didn’t have to work nearly as hard to stop the lime green eight-footer. “Yep, way down there.”

“So what’s the plan?”

“Hit the bank first. I’m wore out.” Lexi started paddling back to the same gravel bar where her life turned upside-down. Either way, she couldn’t just dive down there with a jar. Andrea had laid out the entire plan.

As Eddy jerked the massive piece of molded polyethylene ashore, Lexi pulled the sheer, longsleeved shirt over her head. Farmer’s tanlines are a fetish nobody has, especially in women. And now that Lexi had decided, she had to keep herself better. SPF-50 only does so much when you’re inches from the water.

Lexi stepped over and pulled the tote of jars loose from the elastic strapping. “They need three samples, so I’ll be down there a while.”

“Why so many?” Eddy walked around, the true form of rest for anyone who’d just spent a few hours sitting in a kayak. “Wouldn’t one big jug do the same thing?”

“That’s what I thought, but those were Andrea’s instructions. The lab girls are fussy as hell about stuff like that.”

“Best not to question their reasons, I guess.”

“They pulled off that antidote, and if we’ve got this far, no point in fucking it up now.” Lexi put a layer of gravel under the sample jars and replaced them. Untying the anchor, she tied the rope back around the handle on the tote’s lid.

“So you’re dropping it with you, so you don’t have to swim down three times. Smart.”

Lexi tried talking toward Eddy, who kept moving around. “I had to get this damn boat off the bottom, so it shouldn’t be too bad.”

“If you tug on the rope twice, I can pull you up.”

Lexi shook her head, hoping Eddy saw it. “Do you know how long it takes to pull a fifteen pound anchor up? I’d drown before you got me halfway back.”

“But if something goes wrong, what then?”

A hint of Jack leaked through. “You either swim your happy ass down there, or head home and call the dive team.”

“Alright, shit.”

Lexi snugged the headlamp over her scalp, realizing she had to look ridiculous in water shoes, a blue bikini, and a headlamp. I’d better not die dressed like this.

As she stood back up and turned around, she caught Eddy checking her out from behind. He tried to hide it, glancing sideways and faking calm.

“Of all the things you’ve seen me in, this is what makes you crack?”

“Well, now that you’re staying this way,” Eddy started walking away, “I don’t know.”

Lexi balled her fists and chased after him. She slammed both into his back. “We’ve still got shit to do,” she gave him another pounding, “so get the fuck over yourself!”

Eddy turned around, making Lexi think she might have just messed up. In just a few weeks, he’d dropped three men, one being a professional ass-kicker. But the calm in his face looked supernatural.

“It is what it is, I guess.” He patted Lexi on the arm. “No getting past it, around it, or even under it. After this, Jack Harpeth is dead.”

Finally. “Well, let’s get to it. We can rest and eat after we get done.”

“Right. It’s not like I’m going down there.”

As they got back to the edge of the water, Lexi couldn’t help giving him a little more hell. “Turning into a hot chick would cure that awkwardness, really damn fast. You should think about it.”

Eddy groaned and started pushing the larger kayak back in the water. About the time it was floating on its own, he grabbed the tether rope and said, “You think you’re more different from your old self than you really are.”

Lexi didn’t know how to take it. She wanted to yell, “You have no idea what I’ve been through in the past several weeks!” But she knew he did, more than anyone else, even the dwindling number of girls in the lab.

“Come on, weren’t you just hitting me to get this started?” Eddy waded out and plopped himself in the folding seat. Pushing off with the paddle, he added, “Grab on, unless you wanna swim out there.”

He’s not joking. As Eddy veered off of the bank, Lexi jumped for the stern and took hold of the carrying handle. The cool water compared to the ninety-plus temperature of the air felt great after the initial shock.

“How far out?” Eddy stopped paddling, letting the kayak’s forward momentum do the work. He’d figured out that much on his first paddle trip, and the still pool wasn’t changing the direction in any meaningful way.

Lexi ducked her head. “Start backpaddling, now.” She saw the same vine from before, noticing the flowers months out of season.

A few strokes had the whole rig of human and kayak stationary. Eddy looked back and asked,  “This good?”

“Drop the anchor rope until it gets slack in it. I’ll follow it down and get the samples.”

Lexi watched as the box dropped in the water. It took three times longer than the anchor, but the rope finally got a little play in it.

“It’s down.”

Pulling herself along the hull, Lexi stopped when she was right below Eddy. As she took hold of the anchor line, she couldn’t help saying, “The air from the jars will come up, so don’t think I’m drowning.”

“Gotcha.” The look on his face didn’t match his voice.

This is it. Lexi’s heart beat in her chest as she thought about what she was committing to. It’s been too late to turn back for hours now.

After a final breath she hoped wouldn’t be her last, Lexi’s head slipped under the surface. The piss-warm river clouded her view as she turned on the headlamp, continuing for about fifteen feet down. Finally, crystal waters hosting an orgy of fish opened up, the light casting a beam all the way to the bottom.

As she reached the jars, the pressure on her ear drums was intolerable. Lexi pulled the lid off the tote, the air from inside gliding past her face. Taking hold of the first jar, her fingers went numb in the icy Feminol.

One by one, she opened and then resealed each jar. Her lungs felt ready to burst as she emptied the rocks from the bottom of the container and placed each sample jar back inside. Every cell in her body screamed for oxygen as she clamped the lid back on and tugged the rope three times.

The box went up in a jerky motion. Lexi pushed off the bottom with her feet, casting a plume of silt that rose with her. By the time she was at the border between river and chemical dump, she had already passed the tote, her mouth full of the same sickly sweet taste as before.

The urge to exhale flared in her mind, but she knew the surface was just feet above her. The greenish hue of the water flooded back with the warmth. Right as her lung capacity hit the point of failure, her head broke the surface right next to the kayak.

“Did you get ‘em?”

Lexi hadn’t even opened her eyes yet, gasping as she rested her arms and shoulders on the hull. All she could manage was a quick nod. They’d better be fucking thankful.

She waited until she heard plastic on plastic before she took a look around. Eddy had the tote between his legs, still tied to the anchor line. Pulling herself further back the hull, she felt the water’s flow against her change direction as Eddy started paddling back to shore.

Her water shoes touched the bottom right before she heard and felt the kayak run aground. The aftertaste of Feminol gagged her as she clambered to the bank. Something was wrong, but she couldn’t place what it was.

“You look sick as a dog.” Eddy pulled a folding camp chair out from the cargo in the stern. “Come on, rest a little.”

Lexi shook her head and crawled into the hull of the kayak, lying down on her side over gear and the ridges in the plastic. It hurt like hell, but had to feel better than collapsing onto gravel. “I’m… not sure what this is.”

“Hey,” Eddy scrambled over, scattering loose parts of the bank, “wake up, we don’t have time for a nap.”

Visions of things Lexi never knew she could have wanted paraded against closed eyelids. It was the vision of a dream, without the deep sleep. There’s no way I’d want any of this, is there?

“Lexi!” The jerking on her shoulders felt like nothing. “Come on, I’m not joking!”

He’s still here. Good.


Lexi came to, staring up as treetops barely moved against orange and pink clouds. As marvelous as the sight was, it didn’t even register, compared to what she’d spent the past several hours experiencing. Among the chaos, confusion, and danger, her life truly had landed in the place it should have.

Sitting up and scooting back into the fishing kayak’s seat, she noticed Eddy was towing her boat with the smaller spare, about ten feet of rope ahead. Lexi took the paddle out of its holding clips and dug one side into the water. It was still more work than she remembered as a man, but just a week in the gym had made it tolerable.

Eddy turned around, almost flipping the tiny sit-inside kayak. “Glad you’re up. I was gonna rush you to the hospital if you were still out,” he looked ahead for a second, “assuming I ever got to the damn ramp.”

The stretch of river was very familiar to her. “Not even a quarter mile to the bridge. After that, you’ll see the ramp.”

“Good, I didn’t know how in the hell I’d keep paddling after dark.”

Low-hanging branches, underwater snags, and a host of other things are a slight danger during the day. And any one of them could turn deadly, fast, at night. “You wouldn’t. Too risky.”

The road noises of town filtered back through the sound of paddling. The mild burn on her skin reminded her that she’d have been bloody-red as a beet if she hadn’t used sunscreen. Other than passing out and making Eddy paddle for two, the plan had gone off remarkably well.

“So,” Eddy gave a hard paddle to build up momentum so he could talk, “what’s the next step?”

“I give the samples to Andrea, and then I keep my mouth shut for a while. Life as normal, I guess.”

“Or as normal as you can get out of all this.”

It made her think of the incredibly detailed dream that had lasted hours, every detail still fresh in her mind. “You know, normal’s pretty damn boring.” She paddled to catch up, a bit of a task with the larger, slower boat. “Weird and normal kinda lost their meaning to me, though.”

“You’re still you, though.” Eddy gave one more couple of paddles to straighten his movement. “Hell, I’d almost claim this whole ordeal’s made you a better person.”

A better person? “Why would you say that?”

The first lightpost for the riverside park peeked from between massive sycamore trees. “Jack Harpeth would have been out chasing skirt, oblivious to everything you’ve had to learn for yourself.” As Eddy finished his sentence, the concrete trunk holding up the road bridge loomed high above them.

“I still could,” the dream’s echoes still filled her mind, “but I’ve got other things I want now.”

“A storybook life with kids and a husband, complete with the white, picket fence.” The sneer on Eddy’s face barely hid his laughter.

Lexi’s face turned even redder than it already was from the sun. “That actually sounds really nice.” The modest home and domestic life weren’t a part of her dream, but that giant house of hers had a few extra cast members running around.

The sudden silence and blank expression on Eddy’s face made Lexi want to scream. Without saying another word, he paddled hard enough to pull Lexi along, no matter how much she tried to match his pace. Something in Eddy’s mind had finally snapped, but she was afraid to know exactly what had broken.


Lexi had already pulled the truck into the garage, leaving the kayaks and the rest of the gear for in the morning. Eddy had followed her after she dropped him off at his car back at the launch site, but he had turned where she expected. Now, all she cared about was finally eating something.

Hands jittering, she fought to spread peanut butter on a slice of bread without tearing it. On her third attempt, she got a result that wouldn’t get all over the bathrobe she’d put on. A lazy glob of jelly on top was good enough to toss the second slice on.

He got really odd all of a sudden. Lexi started toward the living room. Like he finally decided something.

Lexi picked up the remote with one hand, the sandwich still in the other. As she crossed her legs and took the first bite, she remembered how pointless it was to try finding anything decent on TV most nights. But even golf would take her mind somewhere else.

Settling on some mindless home improvement show, Lexi wondered if the house would end up with ship lap, subway tile, or an open-concept. Knowing how every house ended up looking the same, she figured all three. But at least her thoughts were on something other than how fast the images from that dream were fading.


A two out of three on her guess, with the open floor plan and a subway tile accent in the shower. Lexi had drawn a bath right after, soaking for a good twenty minutes. The dream was gone, but Lexi still felt like she wanted what she had just forgotten. If only she knew what it was.

It was probably stupid anyway. The comforting heat had turned to a disappointing lukewarm. Back to my boring life for a while.

Stepping out of the tub and flipping the drain open, Lexi wrapped a massive, white beach blanket around herself. A quick run with another smaller towel had her hair dry enough. Even if it wasn’t even ten yet, her mind and body were spent.

The terry cloth around her body was enough cover. She crashed onto the bed, fully planning on sleeping exactly as she was. It’s all been so fucked up, I’m ready for something closer to normal.

As she started thinking about the work ahead for the week and drifting off, the feeling of a blanket settling over her jerked her out of it.

“Oh shit, I didn’t mean to wake you up.” Eddy stood over the bed, mortified. “I just wanted to check on you, and you looked like you might be cold, so I got—”

“It’s alright.” She hated when he’d dig for excuses and start rambling like that. “I’m fine, and I know you wouldn’t try anything.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re fine.” He took a step back. “I’ll head out, then.”

Lexi reached out, not caring as the blanket and towel fell from her breasts. Holding Eddy by a belt loop with one finger, she asked, “Will you hold up for one goddamn minute?”

Eddy’s focus stayed above her shoulders as he turned around, somehow. “I don’t want you thinking I’m out for anything, that’s all.”

“If you were, you’d be looking down another foot. Sit the fuck down.” She jerked at the loop, forcing his ass onto the edge of the bed. “Now start talking.”

“About what?”

“Anything! You’ve been weird ever since we got to the ramp.”

Eddy lied back as Lexi covered herself back up. He sighed and scrunched his lips for a moment. Finally, he broke the silence. “If you’re not changing back, and you really are a different person now…”

“You can’t figure out how to process it, can you?” Lexi crawled up to her knees, sitting next to Eddy’s chest. “I bet you thought I’d turn back into Jack, any day now.”

“Hell, who knew this could happen? It’s like I’m living in the strangest possible timeline for my life.”

Between this, having a reality TV star as President, and people smoking bubblegum flavored, electronic cigarettes? He’s right, the world’s a goofy fucking place. “I get it.”

“But I don’t think you get why it bothers me. My best friend’s gone forever, by his choice.”

“You miss how shitty I used to be?” Lexi bent down, her face right above Eddy’s. “Because I don’t. I’m glad I finally realized who I was, and had a chance to change it.”

Eddy closed his eyes, like he didn’t want that direct of a conversation. “It was your choice, so I’ve gotta be happy for you either way.”

Happy either way? “Would you have picked differently, if I’d have let you make the decision?”

“I don’t know.”

“Let me tell you exactly what you’d do.” Lexi climbed over his body, straddling his waist with her legs while keeping covered up. “You’d have waffled on it until the very end, asking what I want. And then, you’d pick whatever was most comfortable for you.”

“I guess I gave that away when I dove for the antidote after you smashed it.”

“Yeah, you did.” Lexi inched back, seeing if Eddy would react to it. “But instead, you left the choice entirely in my court.”

He finally put his hands on her thighs, trying to grip so she’d stop scooting toward his hips. “What else was I supposed to do?”

“It’s exactly what you should have done. I don’t know why you’re still beating the hell out of yourself over it.”

Eddy let out a giant huff of air and pulled himself up on his elbows. “So what should I do now?”

“That is entirely up to you.” Lexi started sliding back again, now that Eddy’s hands were off of her legs. When she got back far enough to feel it, she grinned and said, “You’re hard as a fucking rock right now.”

“And you wouldn’t be?” His cheeks flushed red as Lexi’s truck. “Unlike your old self, I never really got to do anything like this.”

Driving the knife in a little deeper, Lexi asked, “Do anything,” she ground her hips against his, “like what?”

“You know what I mean.”

God, he’s so damn awkward. Lexi swished her hair out of her face with a jerk of her neck. She tried reading his face, figuring Eddy was set for a case of blue balls that’d make taking it slow over speed bumps feel like a matter of life and death.

Eddy didn’t say a word as Lexi slid even further back. The size of the bulge rose her eyebrows. Given his bruiser of a frame, it was no shocker that he was hung like a bull elephant.

Her ass on his knees, Lexi dropped her feet to the floor. Her legs spread and went straight as she bent at the hips. As soon as she had her hands on the zipper of the jeans he’d changed into, she expected him to stop her.

But he didn’t. Lexi took a quick look at his face again. With his eyes slammed shut, Eddy was letting her direct the show.

“You know, it works out a lot better if you act like you’re excited.” As Jack, she’d never looked nervous when a girl had gotten this far. “You’re kinda killing the mood.”

“Can you blame me? I’m twenty-eight, and I’m just now getting this far with a girl.”

A girl. He finally sees me this way. Lexi popped the button and ripped the zipper down as she smiled at him.

Expecting some kind of cartoony pattern on his boxers, Lexi was pleasantly surprised at the solid black boxer briefs. Digging for the access hole, Lexi gave up in short order. Instead, she jerked both layers down his thighs until they were at his ankles.

As Eddy kicked the shoes and pants away, Lexi finally got a full view of the thing. Almost as big as Tex, but just enough less that it wasn’t frightening. “You know, you could have just mentioned your size to every woman you’ve met.”

Eddy looked back at her like she’d just swore up and down that the noon sky had always been orange. “So is that how you did it? Being a creep like that?”

“Not every time, but it works on certain women. Probably not your type, though.” Lexi bent it down with a fingertip, giggling as it shot back as soon as she released it. “And don’t ask if I’m your type. It’s a little late for that.”

Rolling his eyes, Eddy leaned the rest of the way back and put his hands behind his head. Lexi knew they wouldn’t stay there for long. She’d been on the receiving end enough times to know exactly what would blow his mind.

Untucking the excess towel that kept the whole thing in place, she let it drop to the floor. Easing onto her knees, Lexi scooted herself forward between his thighs. That straight, male aversion to anything phallic had been stripped away, finally.

Cradling the shaft between her breasts, Lexi squeezed them together and bounced just enough to make him feel it. It felt hot, solid, and ready against her plush mounds.

Eddy’s neck tensed up as she kept his cock between her tits. It drew even tighter as her lips met with the tip. Just the end of her tongue barely tapping at it threatened to blow his mind like an M-80.

Her chin tucked against her chest, Lexi eased down for the first quarter of his length. Eddy’s cock and her own breasts smothering her face, she let her tits go. One hand went for the base of his shaft, the other right for his sack.

Easing down the rest of the way, Lexi’s lips met her hand as she reached the limit of how much of him she could take. And just as she figured, Eddy’s hands wrapped around the sides of her head. There was just something about getting good head that kept every man from keeping his hands away.

Rising back up, Lexi made sure her tongue pressed hard against the bottom. Fingers tangled in her hair as she backed her face away, giving her wrist a twisting motion as her hand took over. “I know you liked that, but there’s so much more we can do.”

Letting go of his sack, Lexi felt between her legs. Even before she made sure, Lexi knew she was beyond ready. Her cunt ached for more as her fingertip slid out of herself.

Crawling back onto the bed, and Eddy’s body, Lexi pinned his cock flat against his stomach with her cunt. “You’re getting everything so fast, because you look like you’re about to blow already.”

She planted her hands on his chest, noticing how his chest was harder than she’d have figured. He wasn’t chunky, or even pudgy, but Eddy had always carried himself like he weighed a hundred pounds more than he actually did. As she pulled his t-shirt up and felt again, she knew fixing his posture would make him a new man.

“Eddy, you look a lot better than you give yourself credit for.” She eased forward and then back again, watching his breathing match the timing of her dry hump. “After we get off work tomorrow, I’m taking you shopping.”

A haircut, a little pride in himself, and clothes that aren’t a size too big and fit for laundry day. She knew she could get his exterior to match how good he was on the inside. But for now, it was enough just to get that shirt off of him like everything else.

“Now,” she pulled his hand back onto her thighs, “if there’s anything you want me to keep doing, just let me know with your hands.” Lexi figured he’d get the gist of it, since it was the most natural act a person can pick up on their own.

She slid forward one more time, just a little further than before. The slick head of his dick popped right in. Lexi gave him a moment to say goodbye to that monkey Eddy had carried on his back for far too many years: Virginity.

With the tip just inside, Lexi eased herself back. Grinding against her g-spot, it slid further inside her until she had it upright again. Letting out a breath she didn’t even realize she was holding, Lexi took in the last bit of him.

“See?” Lexi started bobbing herself front to back, “It’s pretty nice, isn’t it?”

His lips parted in a grin she never remembered seeing on his face before. As he started to talk, Lexi put one finger over his mouth.

“You’ll get your chance later.” She amped up the motion of her waist and hips as she leaned forward. “Shut up and enjoy the ride.”

Eddy was in no position to argue, and she knew that he knew it. Turning her wrists toward themselves, Lexi put more weight on his chest and ground herself hard and fast. A pink heat spread across her face, down to her breasts, and finally, between her legs.

Rearing back, Lexi shot one hand down below. Am I about to come, already? The shock of her fingertips against her clit was answer enough.

Her head rocked forward as she heaved her breasts up with the other arm. She opened her eyes long enough to notice Eddy watching her, spellbound by what he was seeing and feeling for the first time. His eyes held her hostage in that borderland between the fun part of fucking, and desperation for an orgasm.

Lexi’s teeth almost chattered as she asked, “Do you want to see me come?”

Eddy’s hands pushed against her thighs, urging to her to go at it even harder.

Something was off. Lexi knew she had no business getting anywhere near a climax so soon. But as fast as she realized it, the hard work she was putting into her clit had become too intense to keep up. Her entire body rocked forward.

“Oh my fucking GOD!” Lexi buried her face in his neck, holding on for dear life as her walls seized against his cock. She tried to get more words out, unsure of even how to form them. It all came out in a wailing moan that would seduce, rather than wake, the dead out of the ground.

As complete thoughts started breaking through the haze, Lexi realized she was covered in goosebumps, riding out the tail end of a climax that shouldn’t have happened. And for Eddy to have a girl come on his dick in under a minute on his first time? It had to be some kind of state record, if not a world record.

Lexi pushed herself off of him and rolled onto her back. The exit of his shaft was like getting tazed, ripping all sense out of her limbs. As she tried catching her breath, Eddy was already sitting up next to her.

He reached down to clear a lock of damp hair from her face. “You don’t have to fake it just for me.”

She shook her head, lips still trembling. “That,” Lexi felt like a puddle of a woman, “wasn’t supposed to happen so fast.” The heat radiating from her skin warmed the air around her as she panted.

“You’re that over the top, huh?” Eddy’s body draped over her own. “I didn’t know you could flex down there.”

“That’s because I came, for real, but I don’t know how it snuck up on me like that.”

Eddy had his tip primed and knocking for reentry. With her permission thrown right in his face, Lexi knew he’d finally stop being so damn courteous, almost. “If it’s too much, just tell me to stop.”

Lexi clapped both hands against his ass and pulled him into her. Her head jerked back and her mouth opened. She fought to keep her senses about long enough to whisper, “I want it again.”

The buzzing mess of hormones and static began clouding the edges of her mind, blurring her vision into a tunnel. For whatever reason, sex had just gone from an outright blast, to something Lexi would have to invent words and even new emotions to describe.

“That’s it, harder!” Her legs clamped around his thighs, gradually moving over her own hands, ending up on the small of his back. “Fuck, it feels too good!”

A hot point emerged in her hips, creeping and spreading up her stomach. Her solar plexus burned as Eddy delivered a brutal thrust. Both legs contracted, hard. She was locked onto his body hard enough, a pry bar between them would snap in half.

The unfathomable release washed over her. Every cell in her body felt like they could sing, if they weren’t so busy making her quiver and shake. A fragment of a thought managed to break through. Again, not finished.

It stayed in the center of her mind, haunting like a spirit as the the rest of the world came back into focus. Lexi knew her body was trying its damnedest to get Eddy off, whether she wanted it to throw so much at doing so or not.

The second dose of Feminol. It had done more than just make her a woman, and an irresistible one at that. The second exposure had taken her beyond bimbo, into the realm of something new.

And it wasn’t just her body that couldn’t wait for him to finish. Drawing it out as long as possible was certainly a want in her mind, but Lexi knew that she needed him to climax. Something more primal and basic than instinct told her, “He’s the one.”

Completely foreign and never a compulsion she’d had, either as herself or Jack, Lexi felt required to let Eddy claim her for himself. The realization made her eyes blur with tears, during the few seconds she could keep them open. The relentless assault from a horse of a man letting out years of sexual frustration forced her hands off of his shoulders.

Her face drew up like she was in agony as Lexi balled the sheets in her clenched hands. Her limbs tightened up until she felt like they might snap. I’ve gotta fucking come!

Eddy wasn’t letting it happen, slamming away as the steam of his breath condensed on Lexi’s neck. His fingers gripped against Lexi’s shoulders from beneath her. He had all the leverage in the world, and plenty of strength to exploit it, even as her body tried its damnedest to hold him still.

Her mind was shot, but the body knows what it wants. After the fact, she wouldn’t recall begging, “Please fucking come inside me, now!” The scratch in her throat from the screaming and pleading didn’t even register, in the face of everything else she was experiencing.

With her world gone mad, only the feeling of every inch of Eddy filling her remained, and it was still too much to handle. Heat, tension, and raw desire for one thing filled every last ounce of her tight body. Lexi’s jaw clenched as she fell into seething between her teeth, nodding her head and looking up at Eddy without knowing she was doing it.

Lexi’s sense of herself and of the rest of her body flooded back at once. Fierce breaths filled her lungs, despite the weight of Eddy collapsing onto her breasts. Her arms and legs tensed, almost painfully so, drawing him even tighter into herself.

A visceral feeling feeling flooded into her like the dam holding it back had just burst. The titanic wave of climax merged with the dreamlike feeling of euphoria. Like hormonal heaven, Lexi’s body rewarded her with an overdose of every pleasure-compound her brain could take.


“Hey, you alright?”

Lexi felt like she’d been ridden a hundred hard miles and then hung up wet. Muscles stung with the slightest movement. Even breathing took work.

Her head and shoulders bobbed as she felt hands shake her. “Yo, Lexi, wake up!”

Opening her eyes, she saw the relief in Eddy’s face. The total exhaustion wound down quickly, making it tolerable within seconds. “Did I pass out?”

“Yeah, for like ten seconds after I pulled out.”

A cold chill went down her spine, but it didn’t erase the warmth down below. “Don’t tell me you did…”

“You were fucking begging me to.” Eddy looked away. “I couldn’t stop myself.”

“I can’t believe you fucking pulled out!” It felt like a slap in the face. “Good god, Eddy!”

He looked back at Lexi, his head cocked like a Labrador. “I didn’t. I figured you’d be mad I came inside you, once you got your brains back.”

Upon hearing what he’d done, Lexi couldn’t hold back the light orgasm that welled up out of nowhere. Her knees knocked together and her torso shook. But the smile on her face was from pure intention.

“Now, I know that’s not normal.”

The tail-end echoed through her body. Lexi was blushing all over, but definitely not from shame. “It feels like I just got what I’ve been missing my entire life, but I never knew I needed it.”

“That was my first time. I couldn’t have been anywhere near as good as you’re making me out to be.”

The sex itself was standard, and over far sooner than she’d planned, but that wasn’t the point. “Eddy, it’s not the sex that drove me mad.” She propped herself up on her elbows and spread her legs wide. “It’s—”

A more violent climax took hold. Every muscle screamed with fatigue, but every nerve begged for more. And the warm fuzzy feeling that was comfort incarnate? It wasn’t in her stomach. It was a bit lower.

“You mean my cum did this to you?” Lexi barely made out the words, almost frothing at the mouth by that point. “God, I’ll help you clean up.”

But I want more of it. As Eddy left the room, Lexi scooted to the headboard and wrapped her arms around her knees as she sat up. You can’t take back what you just gifted to me.

So like a dragon with its hoard of treasure, Lexi always wanted more, and guarded what she had with a vicious tenacity. Eddy became generous with it over time, and Lexi would gradually gain control over her libido again. But the hair trigger that only Eddy could provide, would never lose the power it had when it would come in contact with her body.


Lexi grinned in the vanity’s mirror. What she’d just done would settle the score for good, even after Neil’s payoff to every victim of Feminol, assured that none of them would have to work again. Not that Lexi considered herself a victim by any stretch. She was simply the recipient of great benefits, from the shitty actions of another person.

Andrea, now Jeff Donovan again, had trusted the third Feminol sample to Lexi. She had matched it with an equal amount of the antidote. “After we bleed what we can out of him, I think you know what to do with them,” was all the instructions she had to give Lexi.

Still knowing how to sneak into Neil and Trixie’s home, one jar went in his bourbon, and the other in her vermouth. Each liquor would mask the flavor of it’s respective addition, almost perfectly. Being ingested directly, heavy drinkers like those two would get the kind of dose that couldn’t be reversed.

Lexi remembered the pair of latex gloves she’d crammed in the back pocket of her ass-hugging skinny jeans. Of course, even a blonde like her knew better than to leave prints. Tossing them into the waste bin, she remembered the real reason she had come to the bathroom.

The weird combination of nausea and happiness out of nowhere had only started days before. It hadn’t affected her ability to climax, but something was telling her to make Eddy slow it down. A woman’s intuition still alien as translating Japanese to Latin, Lexi figured it was just a thing her now-permanent body just did. Either that, or convincing Eddy to move in with her had just kept her body at maximum readiness all the time.

Holding the plastic casing up to eye level, she had to do a double-take. She’d bought the test, partly on a whim, but mostly out of paranoia over a long-shot she couldn’t shake. Feminol wasn’t supposed to grant fertility after a gender swap, but nobody else had volunteered for a second dose. But as clear as the Feminol itself, the result couldn’t be denied.

Oh my god. Her entire body felt like it was about to erupt in a bloom of flowers, kittens, and sunshine. I’m fucking pregnant.
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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.”
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