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BIMBO CODE:

PRIME RECIPIENT

I had never had great luck with women. Sure, I could rack up a cheap score when I had to set my mind to it, assuming I didn't get too picky. But sometimes you feel that urge to plow a perfect-ten like a field. Guys, you know what I'm talking about.

Sometimes the urge was uncontrollable, like I was settling if I didn't claim the goddess jogging down the street. Hell, at times I had to push myself to go after the hot friend when I was at the bar for a one-night-stand. If you're anything close to normal like me, it can drive you batshit trying to figure out the one trick that works.

Fortunately for me, that all changed as soon as I entered GeneFactor's facility. I thought I was responding to an ad for a medical study when I requested more information. A little extra beer money is all I was after. A few days after sending back the cheek swab, a photo, and a brief medical history I got the letter.

They wanted to see me, urgently.


As I sat in the waiting room, the other guys dwindled from twenty down to one more. Every two or three minutes another one got called back by the voice of a young but disinterested woman none of us could see. I had no idea what this was about, but a few hundred bucks for showing up was enough for me.

I heard the last one aside from myself get called, rubbing my eyes as he went through the doorway. Nobody's phone got service inside the building. They didn't even have the courtesy to leave a stack of magazines. I was by myself with my thoughts, watching the second hand crawl around the clock on the wall across from me.

Exactly on time, the door opened again. “Grant Jensen.”

It had been creeping up on an hour already, making it ache that tiny bit you feel when sitting in a crappy chair too long. I started toward the door and noticed the hallway it led to was almost sterile looking. I pulled at the handle behind me and the warmth in the passageway took me off guard as the door shut.

I heard the clack of high heels until a slim, leggy brunette stepped out of the office to my left. She stuck her hand out at me, her lab coat barely hiding the cleavage I fought to keep my eyes off of. “I'm Dr. Clare. Cynthia if you want to be less formal.” She tipped her glasses down her nose and smiled. “It looks like you'll be here a while.” She'd have been a solid ten herself, if she showed any kind of emotion or interest in more than her work. We'll call her an eight.

Watching her turn around and start down the hall, I asked, “I don't even know what I'm here for.”

Dr. Clare didn't stop, turning her head my way. “Congratulations, out of all the applicants, you're the top of the heap.”

“For what, exactly?” I quit standing there, dumbfounded, and followed her. “Is it some kind of medical study or what?”

She opened a door to her right and stepped in without breaking stride. As soon as I got in the same room, Dr. Clare pointed to an exam table. “This is for a series of case studies. You can agree to it or not.”

Her half-assed answers started to grate on me. “Like, am I taking a pill or what?” I took my seat and felt the stiff vinyl grip against my jeans. “I'm not sure I'll agree if I don't know what I'm getting myself into.”

Dr. Clare took her own seat. The plush, maroon armchair looked out of place among the clinical white and steel of the room. I got a little chub when she crossed her legs, showing more thigh than a good bucket of chicken.

She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“If this is for a sperm donation, I don't know. I've heard about guys getting put on the hook for child support from that shit.”

I leaned back as Dr. Clare got closer. She stopped just short of my knees. “It's not like that at all.”

The look in her eyes was honest, but the smirk on her lips tipped me off. “Maybe I should have asked 'What are you not telling me?'”

Dr. Clare pushed her clipboard in my face. “I'll tell you everything I can, but not until you sign a non-disclosure agreement. The general public wouldn't agree with our program.”

I scanned through the single page, making sure I was only signing a paper to keep my mouth shut. “Alright, but I won't agree to take part until I know exactly what I'll be doing.” I signed and handed the board back. “There.”

Her voice went back to business again. “Mr. Jensen, the human race is approaching a crisis.”

At that point, I started to wonder if I was getting myself involved in a cult. The world was doing fine for most people, all fucked up things going on considered. “What kind of crisis, exactly.”

Dr. Clare gave me this look that told me she knew far more than I could imagine. “The human race is becoming weak, Mr. Jensen.” She planted her hands on my knees and stated, “Smart, healthy people with excellent genetics aren't reproducing anymore.”

I had never had such a high opinion of myself. I leaned back even further. “I already said I wasn't jerking it into a cup.”

“You'll never have to.” The entire professional front she had been putting up dropped in an instant. “In fact, you'll never have to...” she trailed off for a few seconds, “jerk it ever again.”

What the fucking fuck? I tried to keep my face as still as a rock, barely keeping from laughing my ass off. “I'm confused. What the hell are you talking about?”

Dr. Clare leaned over to the counter to my left and grabbed a manilla folder and a pill bottle. She handed them to me, redness in her cheeks breaking through that professional demeanor. “Go home, first of all. Read this, and if you agree, sign and start taking one of these daily. Come back a week from today, at the same time, if you do exactly as I said and follow the directions to the letter.”

I stared at the folder in my hands and asked, “If this is some kind of joke, go ahead and tell me.”

“It's no prank.” Dr. Clare pulled an envelope out of a pocket in her lab coat. “Here's your pay for showing up. Follow the directions to the letter, then read the sealed letter on the last day. I hope to see you again, exactly one week from now.”


I did as the lady said after realizing my check was for twice what GeneFactor advertised. The instructions told me to take a pill stamped 'PD-053' daily. I tried looking them up online, but the only reference I could find was in a medical paper on animal magnetism that rattled off a bunch of medical terms I couldn't understand. At the time, pineal glands, thought-form projection, and pheromones all read as a bunch of bunk.

As the week went on, I started to feel stronger, smarter, more alert. By day six, it felt like people parted for me like the Red Sea for Moses. Even my bottom-rung job felt like it had some authority to it.

I had called in sick to get the afternoon off for the follow-up meeting with Dr. Clare. Misty, the normally bitchy receptionist at work, took the news like a command from above. The change in her behavior toward me was odd, to say the least. In fact, it almost felt like Misty was coming on to me the day before.

Waiting until exactly noon that day, I stared at the sealed letter on my kitchen counter. GeneFactor had already paid me more for a little of my time than I had earned at my day job all week. I felt obligated to obey their orders. The fact that it had an old-fashioned wax seal gave it that extra bit of credibility.

I pulled a knife out of my silverware drawer and freed several pages from their case. The paper was heavy, rough, and off-white linen. The kind of paper reserved for resume's when someone is trying too hard or documents that actually mean something.

The first page was a contract already inked by the board of directors and the CEO of GeneFactor, Janus Rickard. Only the spot for my signature was blank. The following pages blew my mind as they explained the genetic crisis Dr. Clare had mentioned, and then laid out the expectations I had to meet in detail.

Reaching the last page, I realized my ultimate purpose in this contract:

“The Donor shall be paid commensurate with his successful implantation of Genetic Material among Prime Recipients. Compensation shall be $5,000.00 USD upon donation, with an additional $10,000.00USD upon confirmed delivery.”

The dollar figures thrown about blew my mind, but I couldn't bring myself to believe what “donation” and “delivery” meant, exactly. They had to be shitting me.


I showed up at GeneFactor on time, the implications of the contract still boiling over in my head. They've got to be joking. I'm not even past wanting to fuck for fun, but they want me to do THAT?” The money was right, but to throw that kind of task at a man in his late-twenties?

Sitting down in the waiting room again, I didn't have company like the last time. The clock ticked down to the designated time. My arrival a few minutes early made it feel like I was waiting for days.

As the last seconds ticked away in slow motion, I thought about cutting my losses. While something was making my life easier since the meeting, it didn't sit right with me. Why would I help these people? I get that we're growing weaker, but how is it my responsibility to do anything about it?

“Grant Jensen.” Dr. Clare's voice rang out as I noticed the clock had hit four on the dot. I rose, fighting against leaden feet and those nagging doubts. “We're glad you decided to cooperate.”

I entered that unnaturally bright hallway again, Dr. Clare already waiting in the doorway to the left again. Noticing the same kind of high-cut skirt and lab coat, I forced a smile and said, “The offer is very generous, but—”

“You have questions.” She turned around back into the office, decked in hardwood floors and a refined shade of olive on the walls. “Have a seat.”

“Didn't you wonder if this was right or not?” Dr. Clare had to know even more than she was letting on.

She bent over in front of a mini-fridge, pulling two bottles of water out. I admired the pert, heart-shaped ass on display in front of me. Dr. Clare handed one of the bottles to me before taking her own seat behind a thick slab of wooden desk.

“Well?” I was getting the quiet treatment again. “What do you think about this project?”

Dr. Clare rested a cheek against two fingertips and smirked. “Personally, Mr. Jensen, I agree fully with the intent.” I could tell she noticed my face tense. “It's the means I have an issue with, but it's not my place to judge them.”

“So it's a paycheck, then.”

“If you want to put it that way,” she twisted the cap off her water, “yes.”

“And how is this supposed to work? Do I get a list of 'Prime Recipients' or what?”

Dr. Clare finished her sip. “If it were that easy, you wouldn't have been taking doses of Patrem Delta for the past week. Tell me, have you noticed any side effects?”

“No, it's been a pretty good but normal week.”

“Explain 'pretty good' in detail.”

Why? Is she asking about my personal life now? “Things have been a lot easier at work and people are a lot nicer to me than usual.” Aside from Dr. Clare herself. She took notes in a leather journal as I explained in detail how behaviors had changed around me.

“That's all very normal, Grant. You're progressing well.”

“How does that make glorified sperm donations any easier?”

She cleared her throat and announced, “You're ready for the last test, assuming you're still on board.”

“Why not at this point? Are you supposed to be teaching me how to pick up women at the bar or something?”

Dr. Clare grinned like a fox. “If you want to be vulgar about it, yes.”

“You're pulling my leg.”

I watched her stand up and come around the desk. Cleavage as perfect and round as twin sand dunes presented at eye level with me. “Remember these words very well. You'll need them to do your job.”

She handed me a piece of paper with 'Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.' scrawled on it. I couldn't figure the game out. “How will this do anything?”

“This might go over your head, but Patrem Delta stimulates the pineal gland, which is right behind your forehead. I'm sure you can focus your will in that area by now, and you didn't even realize it.”

I leaned back, finally looking up at her eyes from the piece of paper. “Do you think I'm dumb enough to believe in that kind of thing?”

“You have to focus your mind and project those words. If you thought people were going out of their way to make you happy since we last met, this amplifies that power immensely by focusing it on a person's will.”

“Like a code for getting anything I want out of someone.”

“Not exactly. It certainly lets you assert dominance over a person's will in a social situation, but it won't let you rewrite it from scratch.” She nodded her head toward the door. “I recommend trying it once you leave here. The power gets stronger with practice, up to the point you can become dangerous. Keep that in mind.”

I could tell Dr. Clare had more confidence in my willingness. As she got out of my personal space, I said, “You know, I'll give it a shot. If I end up looking like a fool, it's on you.”

Dr. Clare headed toward the doorway, signaling that she had gotten the point across. “Pick a target you think will be a good experiment before Monday. We'll go over who qualifies as a Prime Recipient then. Two o'clock sound good?”

“I guess.” I followed behind and stopped with her at the doorway.

“Excellent. I see great things ahead for you, Grant.” Dr. Clare stuck out a hand, formal as always.

Gripping with my own, it hit me. Why not try it with her? I squeezed harder than usual and focused on her dark eyes. “Ego sum alpha,” I felt a surge of pressure in my head, “Et genua parere.”

Dr. Clare's hand went limp as her eyes changed from business to adoration for a few seconds. The resting bitch face crept back into her face. She finally pulled her hand back and stated, “That's bold of you.”

“You told me to experiment.”

“I didn't mean you should try it on me, you ass.” Dr. Clare crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame. One side of her face shined from the brightness of the hall, the other glowing from the soft lighting of the office. “Besides, I don't plan on having any children. My work is enough.”

“That's hypocritical of you..” Something inside me wanted to make her bend to my will. I focused my mind and thought at her, Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I thought your job was to get women like you to breed with men like me.”

The same change in Dr. Clare's attitude took hold again. A hint of her normal self tried fighting through whatever spell I had on her. I repeated the mantra in my head, watching her shift from a bitch on wheels to a sweet, innocent thing the more focus I pushed at her.

“Stop fighting it,” I ordered. “You know you want this.”

“Yes, sir.” Dr. Clare tilted her head down and looked up at me with puppy-dog eyes. “I'm sorry.”

It really was that easy. When I stopped reciting the code like a chant in my head, Dr. Clare no longer edged back to her normal self. “Go ahead and tell me what a Prime Recipient is.”

“The top two percent of breeding-age females humanity has to offer. They're not difficult to pick out when you know what to look for.”

“Are you one, Dr. Clare?”

Her cheeks flushed as she smiled and said, “My superiors graded me as one, yes. And call me Cynthia.”

My cock throbbed when I realized I could make this woman do all the things I had imagined. It was hard not to just push her shoulders down and shove every inch of myself in her mouth. That old need to claim and conquer was calling my name, taunting me like a devil on my shoulder.

Do I do it? She would be a good pick, I think. I lifted Cynthia's chin with a finger and said, “I think it's fitting you're the first I take like this.”

“Anything you wish.” Those ruby red lips beckoned, parting so the white of her front teeth peeked through. “Do you want to put a baby in me?”

“I want to fuck a baby into you.”

She beamed like I had told her she won the lottery and world peace had finally happened. “It will only take one time. Patrem Delta does more than make you powerful. You're potent as well.”

When I had rubbed one out a few days before, the sheer volume of come and how much it stuck to the floor of the shower surprised me. “You mean it works like this every time?”

“With any woman you desire. One try is all it takes.”

My shaft was hard enough to break diamonds already. Cynthia ripped at the buttons on her shirt as I said, “You're in a hurry.”

She almost pouted as she pleaded, “But I want it so bad.”

I ran my hands down to the hem of her skirt and lifted. The heat coming from between her legs could bake a cake, the front of her lacy panties already soaked through. I moved them aside and played with her folds, forcing Cynthia to bury her face in my shoulder and wrap a leg around mine.

Her voice shuddered when I plunged two fingers inside. The headlong rush from wanting to call her a bitch to fingerfucking that ready pussy drove me to unzip my jeans with my free hand. Cynthia's fingers wrapped around my cock and pulled it between her legs the instant I had it out.

She leaned into my ear and begged, “Don't play around, just fuck me.”

My tip pressed against her as I slipped my fingers away. Cynthia grabbed my wrist and pulled it to her face, taking a long taste of herself as she played around with her tongue. I tensed up, ready to thrust.

As much as I wanted it, the desperation in her face was hotter than anything I'd had the pleasure of witnessing. “Have a seat on your desk,” I commanded, watching her come to a dead stop with my fingers two knuckles deep in her mouth.

The heat of her mouth slipped away. Cynthia turned and did exactly as I commanded. The dark wood of her desk contrasted perfectly against those parted, silky legs that seemed to go on forever.

She planted her hands on the edge and leaned forward. “Well? Don't just stand there with your prick out.”

I grinned and followed her, stopping just out of arms reach. “Make me want it.”

Cynthia hiked her skirt up, rubbing herself through her panties and biting her lower lip. I already wanted to see her hair a wreck, those glasses knocked crooked, and her slit filled to the brim. At that point, it was a matter of principle. Why not make her work for it?

I took my seat again and watched. Her animal instincts for wanting my gift pushed Cynthia into a fury of pleasuring herself. Every moan and whimper echoed against the high ceiling. They filtered down the hallway that may or may not have had other people on the other side of the many doors.

She didn't pay any mind, going above and beyond as she arched her back and looked at me. Her lips parted with a hard scream. My first slave would be hard to top, and that's exactly what I considered Cynthia already.

Her thighs tremored harder with every stroke. Her shoulders rocked forward as Cynthia tried to watch herself. Her moans stuttered in fits as she finally climaxed. Then Cynthia's eyes clenched as her mouth stood agape, one long note filling my ears.

I felt proud of her as she came down and gasped for air. The smile on her face reflected my own. She knew her master thought highly of her.

Feeling my cock, it had swollen to an almost painful level. Cynthia righted herself, rotating to face me and crossing her legs in one fluid motion. “You look like you need help over there,” she said, gazing at my manhood like an idol for worship.

I watched her slide from the desk, taking two steps forward and pushing her hands against my thighs. Pulling her down by the collar, I forced Cynthia onto her knees. She pulled the lab coat off her shoulders and tossed it aside. Her breath against my length threatened to cook me off early.

She leaned forward, grasping my shaft with her breasts. I ran my hand inside her shirt in hunt of the bra clips. They snapped open as if by command. One tug at the straps and the white lace slid down her arms.

The tight skin on my dick coursed with the sensation of her mounds pillowing around it. She bobbed herself up and down, teasing me with the slowness and that look on her face. My right arm twitched again with a desire to grab her hair and force myself to the back of her throat.

Cynthia gave me a long, painfully slow stroke with her breasts and asked, “These are good enough, right?”

“They'll do.” Bullshit. They were perfect.

My fingernails dug into the arms of the chair as I watched my pet open her lips and inch toward my tip. Her breath alone could have set me off. Cynthia looked up and smiled at me.

“You promise not to come in my mouth? I've got somewhere else I want it.”

I stroked her temple and said, “I've never had a girl keep her glasses on.”

“You know you love it.” She let out a teasing breath, the warmth filling my lap as her fingers wrapped around my girth. She moved them down and back up as she said, “They'll stay on unless you fuck them right off of me.”

The image of Cynthia bent over her desk, whimpering as I plowed balls deep inside her, distracted me until I felt the wetness of her mouth take me in. Her mouth hummed around me and she began playing with herself again.

My head arched back. Her tongue dragged against the bottom of my cock, her mouth wetter and hotter than any pussy I'd had before. The leggy, insatiable slut crept more of me past her lips.

Cynthia only stopped when she ran out of length, my head planted against the back of her throat. She stayed down, defying the natural gag reflex and vibrating me into oblivion with her attempts to scream. I rested my hands against the sides of her head, not willing to let her back off until she finished. Every moan felt better than any man deserved.

I let her ride it out, keeping her lips around my hilt as her body contorted. Cynthia's entire frame rocked and shivered, she smell of her arousal filling my nose. The thought of parting her walls and filling her with my seed forced a bead of precome into the furthest reaches of her mouth.

She backed off slowly, letting my cock spring back into position as her lips popped with its exit. Figuring it was my turn, I moved to stand until Cynthia's palm pushed against my chest. She stood and turned around.

I watched her panties slide down her thighs, past her knees, and down to those heels. She stepped out of them and hiked her skirt. That tight, firm ass could kill a man.

Wrestling with my jeans, I tried getting them down only to be interrupted as Cynthia too a seat in my lap. She pressed my shaft against her skin, enclosing it in thigh. Her lips spread against my base, the wetness soaking into my jeans and boxers.

She ran a hand behind her, cradling the back of my head as she moaned, “Can I, sir?”

“Go for it.” I was ready to fuck her until I died of exhaustion.

“Mmh,” she lifted and I felt my tip press against her entrance, “you don't know how bad I need it.”

The walls parted as she took me in. My eyes closed on their own as I opened my mouth to speak. Nothing came out.

I let her swirl herself clockwise, pushing myself against every bit of her inside. Any way I can describe how wet, ready, and hot she was would be a shameful understatement. Her juices swirled around me, began for me to add my own ingredient to the mix.

Tangling my fingers in her hair, I pulled the tie loose and let every strand drape just past her shoulders. I pulled back, forcing her to weave her hips back and forth. It was building up to be too much, too fast.

She sped up and rocked harder. I felt paralyzed and ready to blow my top. The harder I pulled, the more energy Cynthia put into it, making my draw her head back even further still.

The last rush of blood swelled my cock even harder. She stopped and leaned lied her entire body into me. “Is it that good?” She giggled and added, “We can't let it end that fast.”

She had a point. I couldn't finish without banging her like a drum. After how she had acted before I took control of her will, I was ready to deliver that hate-fucking I had fantasized about all week.

I let her stand again, myself right behind. It didn't last long as I pushed against her shoulders, pinning my slave against the top of the desk. I didn't see anymore need to tease or hesitate as I lifted what little skirt there was.

I found home with no trouble. Cynthia yelped as I plowed back inside, our bodies smacking together. She was getting exactly what she deserved, both for being such a bitch, as well as for pleasing me so well.

I pulled at her collar again, the loose buttons down past her breasts letting it open up for a nice handle. The extra leverage helped send every pop of our bodies resonating through every corner of GeneFactor's office.

Cynthia whimpered and screamed with every thrust. I reared back with her shirt, arching her back and shifting the contours of her passage just right. She started to climax again, far too easily.

Ready to burst, myself, I summoned my willpower and fought through the exhaustion. Beads of sweat gathered on my forehead. I wasn't much longer for this fuck.

But Cynthia had beaten me to the punch. As I felt the last lap closing in, she erupted without any warning. She clawed at the desk, failing to get a grip on the polished surface as she quivered and tensed.

I let her ride it out. Still buried as deep as I could go, staying there would have been enough. But how has it been this easy? No girl comes that fast.

Cynthia had caught her breath, getting back into the action by rocking herself back and forth. I pulled her back up to my level and asked, “Do you always come that fast?”

She reached back and cradled my face against hers. “Patrem Delta has a lot of ingredients.”

I pulled out and turned her to face me. “Like what?”

Cynthia tipped her glasses down and then slipped the finger next to her mouth. She said, “Aside from the drugs that strengthen the temporal load and male fertility, we made sure it has a few other side effects. Pheromone precursors, performance enhancers, and certain hormones, for instance.”

I kinda knew what each entailed. “So it's the super version of those pills for guys in their mid-life crisis.”

“Those don't help with bedding a woman, first of all.” She started to play with her clit, tempting me back in to finish what had already started. “Aside from being irresistible to any woman who stays close for too long and bending wills, imagine the kind of fertility that guarantees a conception.”

“So I'm a glorified breeding stud.” It was a term I hadn't used since I had helped my uncle at his cattle ranch a few years back.

Cynthia pushed her ass back onto the lip of the desk. “Your body will start to change too. In a month, you'll look like you've been hitting the gym without even trying.”

The results I had seen already could get the stuff to sell for thousands per dose. But given the reason for my hire, I don't ever see GeneFactor mass-marketing Patrem Delta. Every dweeb, dork, and teenager would be on the stuff. It wouldn't have taken long for every perfect ten who dared go into public to be a worn out shell of her former self. But I still had to finish wearing the good doctor out.

She had leaned back, spreading her legs to give me the scenic view. Perfect breasts and the swollen, glistening mound between her legs begged for me to come back in. Who was I to turn it down?

My cock ached as I spread her lips with the tip. Leaving it in the cold air felt too wrong, like there actually was a second, more dominant brain in that thing. I gave in, holding onto Cynthia's thighs as I put her calves over my shoulders.

I pushed back inside her hard, forcing a yelp of pure delight from her mouth. It felt like home. The problem is, if her pussy truly was my house, I was already rearing back as a one-man wrecking crew.

The second thrust had set the ball in motion, her pussy feeling like tight, wet, pulsating silk. Her body knew what it was getting ready for. Even the blush on her cheeks pleaded for me to finish the job.

Her ankles wrapped around the back of my head. I started crashing into her body even harder than when I had her bent over. I looked down to see the shaven, flawless skin just above her slit rise every time I went deep.

Cynthia slammed her eyes shut as I pulled at her shoulders. Having her folded almost in half, I had the perfect angle to set her moaning again. She pulled tight against me, doing every thing she could to force me deep inside.

I fought against her, slamming ourselves together like we were applauding with our hips. She tensed up and dug her nails into my shoulders. Cynthia's teeth grated as she seethed, “Don't fucking stop!”

I never wanted to. Every part of my body feeling that final rush of adrenaline signaling the inevitable. My shaft felt ready to burst from its own size and hardness.

Had Cynthia been her normal self, I'd feel like I was about to hurt her with that kind of fucking. But she was keeping pace, begging me to fill her to the brim with my seed with every part of her body. Even my own wanted it more than oxygen itself.

I felt the contraction in my sack, every bit of plumbing going at full pressure. We clashed harder still as I let out a moan. My body started to feel drained, forcing me to ram out the last few times out of desperation.

The first jet of come burst out of me like an open tap, feeling like an entire orgasm rolled into one spurt. Cynthia gripped me tight with hands and legs, not letting a single drop miss the target. A second burst out as strong as the first.

My entire world had shrunk down to two bodies with the third jet. It kept coming, leaking out around my girth and draining me to the point of near-collapse.

I fell forward with the last one, cradled against incredible breasts and gripped by immaculate thighs. I could tell I was still inside, hard as steel. My body was trying to pump more inside Cynthia, but the tap was as empty as my mind.

Having lost the battle against gravity, I couldn't pull myself up. Cynthia helped, easing me up and pushing me back to the chair. I crashed as she stayed put, marveling at the pearly bliss seeping from her folds.

“You really beat,” she paused for a breath, “my expectations.” Cynthia looked at me for a moment and then back down. “Jesus.”

I couldn't even think of talking. Even forcing my head back was almost too much work. I sat and stared at the ceiling, spots from total exhaustion dancing along the tiles.

Within what could have been seconds or minutes, I heard Cynthia slide from the desk and drop in front of me. It was total overload when her lips sealed against the head of my dick, begging for even a drop more.

I felt like I was going to crush the arms of the chair as I felt her tongue dance along my shaft. Cynthia was relishing every bit, not letting any of it go to waste as she cleaned me up. By the time she had finished her second sweep, I was ready to give up consciousness.

Mercifully, there wasn't a third round. I heard Dr. Clare shirt and lab coat back in order. Finally, I had rested enough to open my eyes. She looked like we hadn't done anything more than pecked cheeks, aside from two nubs pointing against her shirt. The bra still lied on the floor next to her panties.

“You know, Grant, this qualifies for the standard payment.” Back to business.

“Don't tell me you're back to normal already.”

She grinned and blushed, trying to hide behind the clipboard. “No, but I still have a job to do. We still have a meeting on Monday.”

“Could we do that again, like, Monday?”

Dr. Clare dropped the clipboard in my lap and removed her glasses. She was a different but equal kind of stunner without them. She leaned over me and said, “If you don't mind the appointment being after seven PM, I can make a house call. Sound good?”

I felt myself getting hard again already. “I guess I still need to test this stuff out all weekend.”

The back of her hand brushed my teeth as an almost evil smirk came over her face. “You'd better rest up for Monday night instead.”


BIMBO CODE 2:

STOLEN PROPERTY

Dr. Clare was licking me clean just like before. This time it was even easier to claim her, and I felt like I had fully recovered in seconds. In fact, I was rock hard and ready to go another round by the time she finished.

Things had gotten a little more acrobatic at my place. My bedroom was a wreck from the crazy romp we'd had. I was shocked the neighbors hadn't called the police already. Even from the sidewalk, it wouldn't have been hard to tell someone was having either a bad day, or a really good one they'll brag about for decades.

I sat up on the edge of my bed as Dr. Clare put her oversized sweater and the same sort of skirt she had worn for work back on. It was a shame to hide that body, but outside of sheet-clawing sex, the girl was all business.

The giant binder Dr. Clare had brought was still on the floor where she had left it to pursue more important matters. With that out of the way, she handed it to me and said, “This is the guidebook for selecting Prime Recipients. I hate to say it, but we'll need information on every woman you...” she trailed off, cheeks flushing red.

“Have sex with. Got it.” I pulled a form out of the front binder pocket and gave it a quick glance. “Wait, this kind of thing has paperwork too?”

“Of course. How else do we know you're not making these women up? We have to screen and then follow them to check for birth for your payment to clear as well.” I watched her sit back down and start working on getting her hair back in a bun. “I'm sure you'd like to get your full pay.”

“So they get tested too?”

Dr. Clare sighed and scooted right up against me. “Everyone has had blood drawn these days. A genetic test and background check isn't hard for us.”

I don't know why I looked for a pen on my bed. “So I need to fill one of these out for you.”

“Already taken care of. If an overseer for GeneFactor witnesses it, we can report it.”

“I'd say you had a pretty good view of what happened.”

The ice queen's exterior cracked with a little more blushing. “Will you drop that shit? It wasn't like I intended for it to happen.”

“You sound like you regret it.”

Her cheeks were on fire after that. “I never had a first-hand experience with our treatment. Now I know exactly how well it works.”

“So you totally wanted it.”

“You know what I mean. It just, I don't know, turned into the only thing I wanted out of life.” The shame was about to break her. “And I know exactly how it happened too.”

The iron was hot. “I thought you had some of it in you when we first met. No woman is that serious unless she's repressing something.”

“You're calling me a slut.”

“No, just my slut. I don't see any shame being that for one guy. Hell, I think it's admirable.”

“It's your fault.” Cynthia lied back on my mattress and ran her fingers down my back. “Besides, it's my job is to turn you into a man-whore. There's not many things admirable about those.”

“Unless you're a man.”

I watched the skirt slide down her legs beside me. “Will you shut the fuck up and show me what's so great about being a slut again?”


I hated to see Dr. Clare leave in the morning, and she hated not going for another round after we'd dried off from an incredibly steamy shower. The only thing left in my day was taking my daily dose of Patrem Delta and trying to bust through that guidebook. After my meeting on Friday and cashing my first $5,000 check, quitting via a text to my shit pile of an ex-boss was perfectly justified.

Starting from the front cover, I had worked my way through half of the binder by late morning. The genetic requirements for a Prime Recipient felt impossible to judge until I had gone over the physical signs. The shape of the body, symmetry in the face, and every other quality in a woman was covered.

It wasn't until I got to the example portion that I realized men have a built-in nose for this sort of judgment call. When you see a perfect ten, you know by instinct. The only exceptions to that rule are a special class of women who may or may not be Prime Recipients, depending on the male they're paired with. It explained the women who drive you insane, but you can't figure out why. We'll call them 'your type.'

By the way, my body was in fact changing from the treatment. I wasn't out of shape in any sense of the term, but I know I didn't have abs a week before. Like I said, Patrem Delta was a miracle drug, and I still hadn't seen the last of its effects.

But with the evening in front of me, I was ready for a second victory. The only problem was finding a perfect ten on a Monday night.


I was driving around town trying to figure out that ancient question: “Where all the hotties at?” A fifteen year old Mustang didn't draw girls in like it did when I first got it, so it was time to get out and search on foot. Wandering around the mall was my last option, but it stood a better chance than anything else I could think of.

With only an hour until closing I found a parking spot close to the main entrance. A few clothing stores had a policy of only hiring people who look just as good as the ad models. The way my shoulders widened and my hips narrowed over the past several days left me needing clothes that actually fit anyway.

I kept an eye out the whole walk to Burlemire & Fitz. I could afford to be picky, but I wouldn't turn down a solid MILF who met the criteria. Back in college, giving a sympathetic ear to a cougar in a nightclub fresh off the wrong side of a divorce was the easy way to get a night that'd grind your pelvis to dust. A few good eights tempted me, but this wasn't my usual night of desperation hunting. Settling meant I didn't get paid.

The store was as dimly lit and dim-witted as I remembered. A few girls browsed in their section. Two sixes. A quick look through the mens' side made my eyes roll. Even if I was in my late-twenties, I was a decade late for this stuff. A guy my age dressing like a teenager, driving the same car he had as a teenager, would make a mid-life crisis look like a sniffle.

I turned around to leave when I spotted a blonde, flannel wearing deity carrying a tower of shirts walking right at me from the stockroom. She passed right by me and I almost broke my neck catching a look at her backside. The motion of her heart-shaped ass in those tight jeans made my nuts fizz as much as her front.

She had everything the guidebook called for, right down to being the kind of girl I went apeshit over. The only question was if my powers could make her go all the way with a complete stranger. I'd met Cynthia before I took control of her, and it was just the two of us in that entire building. This was going from zero to banging, in full view of at least seven other people in the store. But I couldn't let this one go.

Even with my new abilities, the same butterflies you always feel when reaching out of your league stomped at my guts with combat boots. No fucking way I'd have tried this before. My palms felt slick and the metallic taste of adrenaline filled my mouth. I started toward her, fighting to breathe normally.

She hummed a pop song I'd heard a few times as she organized the t-shirts on a display table. Looking for any excuse to talk, I grabbed the first pair of khakis off a rack that I could grab. As soon as I took my next step, the pair slid from my grip.

My target stopped when she heard the hanger clatter against the tile floor. I was on it like money on a golf course, snatching the pants out of the floor before I missed more than a step. Her grin at me said everything up to and including dumbass.

The rush of color to my cheeks had dragged me from augmented alpha male back down to the bottom in an instant. I'm still fucking this up? What the hell's the matter with me? I almost jogged to the changing rooms, ready to hid from the world, or at least the blonde I'd let have the best of me with a glance.

I locked the door behind me and sat on the changing bench. The next few seconds was me staring at myself, cussing under my breath that I was still scared shitless about even approaching a girl out of my league. The pants I had grabbed were too big for me anyway.

You know you can make her do whatever you want, so why is it still so fucking hard? I felt like butterflies were going to war in my stomach. The look of pure terror in the mirror eased into embarrassment.

Every person has a point in their lives when they decide to give in or give it their all. This was mine. The only thing stopping you from fucking that girl silly is yourself, and you know it. I clenched my fists and started building the pressure behind my forehead. Even if it doesn't work, at worst you'll look like a fool in front of a girl you'd never see again anyway.

I pulled the front of my shirt up and admired the changes in my body. I wasn't the same man I was before Patrem Delta. My body was made for bedding any woman I wanted, but the mind would need work for a long time still.

I could fuck her on the counter if I wanted. The fuck am I standing here for? I grabbed the khakis and marched out of the dressing room. The blonde was still working on the display as I put the pants back on the rack. Her quick glance didn't faze me this time. You'll never be able to ignore or intimidate me again. I was pissed with myself already.

I gathered myself and took a deep breath. Closing the distance between us, I locked in on her eyes, blue as the California sky.  A mix of confusion and apprehension spread over her face as I planted my hands on the display, it being the only thing between us. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere.

A bubble of pressure released in my head. Spots drifted in my peripheral vision for a moment. The blonde's head bowed enough to let me know it had worked.

I moved to her side of the table as soon as I knew I wouldn't pass out. Part of me wanted to go at her right then and there. I put a hand on her shoulder with no reaction and asked, “What's your name?”

Her voice was sweet, like she had met a walking dream. “Zoey May.”

That was easy. “When do you get off work?”

“Nine o'clock.”

I pulled a dollar bill and a pen from my pocket and scribbled my address and apartment number. I handed it to Zoey and ordered, “Meet me after you get off.”

She leaned in close and took a breathe. It was adoration in her eyes. “Yes, sir.”

“And don't be so formal.” It was creeping me out.

“Okay.”

That wasn't much better. Even if Zoey was putty in my hands, she sounded dumb as a second coat of primer. I leaned in and whispered, “Try to act sexy, alright?”

She grinned and twirled a lock of hair. “Right now, or later?”

Shit. “Around me, anyway.”

I let Zoey nudge against me and felt her nibble on my earlobe. She buried her nose in my neck and said, “Why should I wait?” The tickle of fingers danced on my crotch. “You're hard right now.”

“At my place.” I started backing away. “You might want to keep your job.”


I sped home, hard as a Louisville Slugger. Even the pictures on her social media accounts were wank material. Zoey was definitely the kind of hot blonde you pulled up among friends just to say, “Yeah, I hit that.” Her bikini shots from last year almost put my jaw on the floor.

My apartment seemed pitiful compared to what a girl like her would expect, but the kind of control I had made that irrelevant. If Zoey would follow any order I gave her, the framed baseball jerseys and shot light bulbs wouldn't matter. Banging her would get me enough money to finish paying off my student loans and pay the deposit on a far swankier place than that shit hole.

I filled in what information I could on my paperwork with the last few minutes. Scribbling frantically, I was already imaging what her clothes hid from me. It was the first time I'd gotten a boner from filling out a form.

Two sharp knocks rapped out from my door. I unbuttoned my shirt and let my new abs show. If I was pumping out pheromones like Dr. Clare had said, I wanted them getting to Zoey as much as possible.

I opened the door and almost fell over at the sight of her. Her cheeks were already blushing. A good four buttons were undone on her shirt, showing that pink bra and cleavage to the world.

Zoey stepped in without saying a word. I slipped back into my old patterns and asked, “How about a drink?”

She looked at me for a second, admiring the line of abs going down my torso. Her fingers drifted under my shirt as her arms wrapped around my waist. “I'm fine, but I can make you one if you'd like.”

This idea will be important later, but I hadn't even considered that Patrem Delta would let me turn any woman into an outright servant. Turning them into sluts I understood, but this was news to me.

“I'm good,” I said, wondering what to do with this girl. I cracked a smile and joked, “Blowjobs are always welcome in my house.”

Zoey returned the smile and dropped to her knees. It wasn't until she was fighting to get my pants open that I realized what I had done. I ran my fingers through her hair and let my newest toy have her way. I had the same level of control over her as I had over Dr. Clare.

Those pouty lips parted to take me in, Zoey letting her tongue rub hard against the underside of my cock. I leaned my head back and moaned, letting Zoey know she was acing it.

Zoey backed off and wrapped a hand around my shaft. She cocked her head and took me back in. I didn't know if this dick-sucking of a lifetime was born from practice or natural talent. And I didn't care one bit.

I let Zoey suck to her heart's content as I stared back down at her. There's nothing to stop me from doing this with any woman I want. I thrusted to the back of her throat, filling her mouth completely.

Zoey returned the gesture, rocking herself back and forth like she was mad at my dick. I let her do it, admiring the expert way she kept her teeth away from my skin. A few more minutes of this and I'd have been done.

But I had a job to do. I eased her head back and asked, “A little enthusiastic, don't you think?”

She let my tip go with those lush, ruby lips. “I know you're not complaining.” The way she enjoyed stroking her hand along my length with that little bit of twist was almost too sexy.

“You're good, I'll give you that much.” I watched the look of pride light her face up. “I bet you can do even better lying down.”

“My boyfriend never complains like this.” It was news to me. Sucks to be him now, I suppose.

She gave another pump on my shaft, making me shiver in place. I put a finger under her chin to guide her up as I said, “I hope he likes to share.”

Zoey giggled at the idea. “He'd kill us both.”

It made the idea of coming inside her even better. I released the few buttons remaining on Zoey's shirt. She started on her jeans and kicked off her flats. I let her finish and said, “Lie down on the coffee table.”

This girl's body was incredible. Perfect legs ended in an ass that could kill a man with a weak heart. Her breasts invited me to bury my face in them, almost pouring out of that pink bra.

Zoey swiped the magazines off the table and lied back exactly as I told her. I stepped over and saw her eyes begging for me to claim her. She was almost too perfect.

I got on my knees for a change, ready to return the worship. Grabbing at her waist, I pulled Zoey down the table until her ass rested on the edge. I hooked my fingers around the waistband of her panties and slid them down her legs until they were at home in the floor.

A cute little landing strip of blonde let me know Zoey didn't get her hair color from a bottle. Below it was a sight that made angels weep. Her tight pussy lips called my name.

I leaned in and teased around the edges. Zoey gasped and cradled the back of my head with her hands, her thighs resting on my shoulders. She had a warm embrace like a blanket right out of the dryer.

I traced the line of her slit, teasing another gasp out of Zoey. I let my tongue lap against everything but exactly what she wanted. Within seconds Zoey was whimpering for me to stop toying with her.

Backing away, I parted her folds with my fingers. Zoey's tiny clit almost pulsed. I toyed with it only enough to be cruel.

Her fingers tangled in my hair, pulling me forward and right into that furnace of a pussy. I went ahead and granted her wish, lashing my tongue against her pearl. Zoey moaned her thanks, driving me to lick harder and faster the louder she got.

The grip on my hair tightened as her thighs closed around my head. I felt Zoey arch her back, screaming loud enough to wake the neighbors. Going at it with all I could summon, I worked Zoey up until her body flexed like a single band of muscle.

She was as close as an arrow through your heart. I slid a finger inside her, feeling the insane wetness that barely contained itself inside her body. Zoey rocked and tensed up as her voice echoed in my tiny apartment.

I gave it one last push, curling my finger and wearing my tongue out. Zoey burst out in a fit of tremors, losing her voice as she tried to moan in triumph. I stood back as she shook out the last of her climax.

At some point during all this, she had managed to get her bra off. And what a great pair she had. This was exactly what I was born to experience.

Zoey quivered with the tail of her orgasm and looked up at me. She got up and loked like she had gotten a blessing from above.

I was still on the opposite side of the table. Instinct told me to lie her down on my couch, but my cock was too impatient. I got to Zoey and spun her around, pinning her breasts against the wall with a hand between her shoulder blades.

The head of my cock pressed against her entrance as I let my pants and boxers fall. Zoey gasped and braced her arms against the wall, trying to break free. Something wasn't right.

I let go of her and stepped out of the pile of pants on the floor. Zoey spun around and said, “Wait, I'm not on birth control.”

Every part of me wanted to hike one of her legs up and start fucking her anyway. “You know you still want it.”

She bit her lip and settled back down. My control of her will overrode any concerns she had. “You mean you don't care if I end up having your baby?”

It was the point of what I was doing. “It's the only thing you want.”

Zoey's eyebrows shot up. “I don't know why, but you're right.”

I pulled my shirt off and stepped out of my socks. Zoey's hands went right to my abs. I ran my fingers down the curve of her waist. “Tell Brad it's his baby. He won't have to know any better.” I felt a twinge of guilt over it, but it was my job.

Her fingers wrapped around my dick again. Zoey pulled me into her, letting go and jumping to wrap her legs around me. My shaft found home as the hot, slick walls of her pussy took me in.

Zoey's breath was just as warm and she whimpered into my neck. I wrapped my arms around her, thrusting like I was trying to stab right through her. She was right back to screaming when I got into the rhythm of it.

I pulled her higher up, using that new strength in my arms to bounce Zoey on my shaft. She fit me like a tailored glove, tight enough to send a bolt of electricity up my core every time she slid against the length of my cock. She was too wet, too hot, and too ready.

I kept her bouncing on me as I stepped backwards to the couch. We fell together, her on top and riding me like nothing had happened. The way Zoey swished her hips quickly to the right, then slowly back to the left almost blew my fuse.

Zoey was going for it, enjoying the sex but working on finishing me off as soon as possible. She started working herself front to back, massaging me in just the right places with that tight piece of heaven. She leaned in and whispered, “It's alright, come inside me.”

I was ready and willing, but letting it end as soon as it started would have been a damn shame. Grabbing Zoey by the shoulders, we almost fought over who was in control. Wrestling her onto her back, she squirmed with her back against the cushions, still trying to milk me for what she wanted.

My balls tightened as I felt precome slick her up that much more. I was nearly cooked. Zoey picked up the pace, ripping her hips underneath me.

I pulled back and out of her without warning. Zoey still clung onto me with her arms and legs, desperately trying to get me back inside her. I peeled her off of me and let her drop back into the couch.

She looked heartbroken as I stood and looked down at her. She already had her fingers between her legs, keeping herself primed and ready. Breaking off at the last second like that had already set me on a direct course for a case of blue balls from hell. But Zoey had to work harder than that to get what she wanted.

“Come on, you haven't finished yet,” she begged.

I pulled her hand back up, leaving her pussy criminally neglected under the circumstances. Forcing her to stand, Zoey was already trying to get back on me until I said, “Bend over the arm of the couch, now.

She left both feet on the floor, presenting her ass as her breasts pillowed out from underneath her. I propped a foot on the cushions and lined myself up. Zoey was already wiggling her rear with excitement.

I didn't lollygag, sliding my tip between the folds of her pussy and easing my way back in. Her head rocked back as she moaned, “That's it, hurry up and come for me.” I pulled back and then rammed hard. “Fuck yes!”

That little bit of rest I got didn't dampen my fire at all. I crashed against Zoey, giving her a swat that rang out and reverberated around the room. It only got her hotter as she looked back, her face as flush as the hand print I'd left on her ass. It was a look of possessed bliss in her eyes.

I groaned as I felt the rush of come rising in my loins. She got one more thrust before I pulled out again. It was too late.

Zoey rose up and whipped around, dropping right to her knees. A thick rope shot against her tits. “No, that's not where I wanted it!” A second jet streaked across her cheek as she tried to get my cock in her mouth.

She took me in to the base, my load emptying down her throat. The look of disappointment she gave me told me the story. I shuddered with the last few spurts, Zoey letting the come go down as her consolation prize.

I pulled myself out of her mouth, seeing the thick coat of pearly goodness on Zoey's tongue. She licked the top of her mouth and swallowed. “I thought you wanted to come in my pussy.”

“I'd planned on it, but damn. I fucked that up.”

I caught my breath as Zoey stood and fondled my junk. “But you're still hard. How in the hell does that happen?”

She was right. Every part of me felt drained, but my cock was still ready to go. Chalk it up to yet another benefit of Patrem Delta.

Zoey cocked her head back at the couch and then gathered the shot on her face up with a finger. I took the hint and sat down. She towered over me, licking her finger like it had fresh cake batter on it.

I watched as she leaned down and said, “I'm not done with you until you come in this pussy.”

It felt like if I ran, Zoey would give chase and tackle me. I've been in worse positions in life. She turned with he back to my face and took a seat in my lap, my shaft ending up wedged between her thighs.

Zoey scooted forward to get me in position and then back again, filling herself with the erection that shouldn't have been there. We both leaned back as I cupped her breasts, admiring the slight give in each copious handful.

Her waist and hips rocked to some silent rhythm as I got the lap dance you really want at the strip club. I was overloaded, sensitive as always after coming. Zoey didn't care, taking every grunt as encouragement.

I clawed at the upholstery, hanging on for dear life. I craned my neck back, gasping as the world around me went electric, my vision shrinking to a tunnel. Every nuance of how her pussy felt against me felt like it was designed to torture me with too much of a good thing.

A desperate moan for her to stop just seemed to piss her off. Zoey shimmied in place, making me think I was getting close to death. What a hell of a way to go it would have been.

It's too much. Fuck, fuck. Fuck! I was on the verge of passing out as Zoey kept taking liberties with my spent cock. My family jewels twitched, as if my body knew I wasn't getting out of this alive if it didn't give Zoey exactly what she wanted, and plenty of it.

The life force drained out of me as the rise continued. I barely registered the words as she said, “That's it, come again for me.”

Zoey's fingers curled around my sack when she spread her legs. It let her rock forward and lean against my knees, using her legs for some good old-fashioned up and down fucking.

Her voice went up and octave as she screamed at the floor. I could tell Zoey was almost as spent as I was. Her walls contracted against me, wet and shivering with a biological need for what only I could give her.

“Fuck, that's it!” Zoey pulled at her own hair, almost crying as she went berserk. “I'm coming. God! Fucking come with me!”

My senses exploded as Zoey clamped hard on my shaft. Somehow my body still had enough in it. The instant my first jet of come erupted inside her, I felt like I was on the verge of a coma.

Zoey shrieked as her entire body rocked back. She had me deep, taking the second pump at the limits of her pussy. She leaned her face back against mine. “Fuck yes, get me pregnant!”

The words sent an incredible shock through my body, forcing it to exhaust every bit of reserve in a quest to fill Zoey to the brim. My arms went limp with the third and fourth, as forceful and plentiful as what she had swallowed.

My mouth opened on its own as my lungs spasmed. The last thing I heard was Zoey whispering as she took the last load, “Mmh, thank you.”


I opened my eyes, noticing the light coming through the windows showing it was just after sunrise. Zoey had wrapped around me, her skin as smooth and warm as I remembered. Neither of us had a shred of clothing on our bodies, but she was plenty of cover.

She roused at the same time, between myself and the back of the couch. Somehow, my body had recovered. I wanted to cuss at my dick for chubbing up already.

“You had a workout last night,” she whispered, rubbing my left pec with her hand.

I guess I did the job last night. Damn, that was rough. I put my arms behind my head and looked to make sure there truly was a stunning blonde lying naked against my body. It all still felt like a dream at that point.

Her hand trailed down to my dick, working on getting another erection out of me. “I promise I'll be good this time.” Zoey's voice was far too pleasant for this early in the morning. “But I don't even know your name yet.”

And you let me come inside you anyway. That's fucking awesome. A war started brewing in my head over going back to sleep or fucking Zoey senseless. “I'm not sure I've got it in me this soon.”

Fingers danced along my shaft, rigid and straight as a flagpole. “Your body can't lie.”

I wrapped an arm around her and nudged Zoey closer. My hand rested just below her belly button. I knew my seed was already going to work inside her.

“I can even do all the work again. I don't mind.”

Her hair felt like strands of silk against my cheek. I let my hand drift lower, taking a good feel between her thighs. “I'm sure my neighbors are pissed enough about last night.”

“Fuck it. Wake them up.”

She was already wet as I slipped a finger inside. Poor Greg at least deserved something. I focused on the inside of my forehead and said, “I'll go again, but you have to promise to be like this all the time, from now on.”

Dear god we left the place a wreck that morning.


BIMBO CODE 3:

BORROWED TROPHY

Life had started looking up for me as soon as the second payment of five grand cleared the bank. It was time to dump that hovel of an apartment. I'd gotten word of a swanky, mostly furnished place for rent just a block from the downtown area, which was so much more full of tens, it didn't seem fair. A massive one-bedroom with and open living and kitchen area was downright luxury compared the dump I'd been renting since I graduated college.

I was trying to find a place to park, which was damn near impossible on a good day. Parking meters had always rubbed me the wrong way, so I had already spent too much time circling the block, hoping someone would leave an empty for me on every lap.

And sure enough, the first clear parking spot had a fucking Corolla swoop in a few seconds before I had a chance. Projecting 'Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere,' was already second nature. The parking thief started pulling out of my way the instant I let it go.

Earning another payday was as far out of my mind as the macroeconomic impacts of basil in China. The new place I was determined to have had the perfect view of the nightclub and bar district from six stories up, at the corner of the building. We didn't have many structures over three stories in this city, so I knew at least tripling my rent was non-negotiable. But my control over people could probably talk the building owner down from quadrupling it.

I got out of my car and started down the sidewalk. The way everyone stepped aside had me walking tall. It seemed like every passing day, the effects of Patrem Delta were getting stronger.

My new place was still a few buildings down. Posh and expensive was the only way to describe the shops and restaurants I walked by. As I passed the jewelry store right next to my destination, the front door damn near clobbered me as it swung open.

I stopped with my nose inches from the frosted glass. I heard a woman's voice on the other side. “Let me know when they get it made.” She started easing out and added, “Put it on Randall's account, as usual.” She finally let the door close behind her, walking right past me like I didn't exist. It was the first time anyone managed to ignore me in a week, but I couldn't help staring at her in awe.

Holy shit. Scandalously long legs led up to the hem of a tiny, black dress. From there, the toned hourglass figure continued back to a hint of purple bra and ample cleavage. Her face did the rest of her body justice, those green eyes framed by raven hair slugging me in the 'I want' part of my brain.

I started whistling the tune to “Gold Digger.” Whoever Randall was, I figured the lucky bastard was more of a sugar daddy than a husband or boyfriend. The scowl on her face when she passed by confirmed it.

A sugar daddy was the only thing keeping a girl like that around here. No girl that young could be making a special order at such an expensive jewelry store, heading straight for a silver Jaguar convertible otherwise. She wasn't getting away without me getting a taste of what she had.

I jogged over to her. She already had the key in her hand, ready to step off the curb.  Ego sum alpha. She stopped in her tracks. Et genua parere.

The girl still had a look of contempt instead of the usual admiration I'd gotten by this point. “You've got some nerve,” she said, her jade eyes trying to bore a hole straight through me.

Mega-bitch. “I want you to do something for me.”

“Why would I do anything for you?”

I gave myself a headache building up all the willpower I could muster. Because you want to. Her look softened a shade or two. I put my hand on her upper arm and said, “I've got something to do, but you'll wait for me.”

“Right here?”

I started walking away. I turned my head back to see my new target waiting like she was rooted to the sidewalk. I stopped right before getting into my intended building and said, “Yeah, that's fine.”


“I guess you like the view down the street. You've barely even seen the rest of the place.”

I jerked my head away from the window. “I've got a friend waiting outside, so I'm just checking on her.” I mean, I did like the place. Bright, spacious, and fairly modern for an apartment. Everything from the whites and grays of the furniture to the creamy maple and marshmallow colored tile flooring reflected more light than the rooms had any business being.

The middle-aged man I had “convinced” to go down on the rent took his own look down on the street. “Why didn't you bring her up with you?”

“She had to make a phone call.” The quick lie worked, but I could have brought my new Prime Recipient with me. I started to realize I was the ass.

His stare down lingered for a while. The view down the top of her dress from six stories up was quite lovely. “I can go down and get her while you look around.”

Shit. I didn't know how she would act or what she would say with him. Too damn risky. “That's alright, she knows the room number.”

“Then let me show you the bathroom. The heated floor is really nice.”


I already had the keys to my new place, having paid the first two months' rent and the deposit upfront. Getting another payday meant I could upgrade what little I still needed for the place, without hauling my old shit that needed to be thrown out before I even had it. The greed was starting to get to me more than the power trip I had going on in my head.

Racing ahead of my new landlord, I got out the front door of the building and saw my new plaything standing in the same place. She didn't exactly look bored, more like she was awaiting the next command. “About time you came back.”

I figured she would have at least sat in her car. “It took longer than I thought.”

“Well then,” she began walking around the Jaguar, “I don't know why I waited for you. You're a real asshole.”

“Wait.” I knew she was right, and I still had a job to do. I almost strained my head regaining control. “Let me make it up to you.”

She crossed her arms and smirked at me from across the convertible. Her breasts heaved upward. “How, exactly?”

My brain scrambled for something. “Dinner?” I had the money, but I wasn't planning on dating my targets.


Luckily her favorite place was easier to walk to than to drive. I was out a couple hundred bucks, but I had some amazing filet and lobster for my trouble. At the very least, I could call it a legit business expense on my taxes.

Her name was Monica Cain, basically a kept woman for a high profile attorney in town, Randall Musgrave. The idea of being a sugar daddy myself crossed my mind, but I didn't want to tie myself down, especially with the kind of opportunity I had in my lap.

Besides, she admitted having a child with Randall was her planned meal ticket. It told me all I needed to know about how eligible she was for my next payout. She wasn't terrible company, at least.

We strolled back to her car, and the main entrance for my building. My control over her had grown, even during casual conversation. “I just rented a place on the sixth floor. Come take a look at it with me.”

“Okay, but you're not getting what I know you want.”

Keep thinking that. I wrapped an arm around Monica's narrow waist, keeping it there until we were in the elevator. As the door closed, I said, “You don't even know why you're here right now.”

She looked at me, her head cocked like a puzzled dog. “What do you mean?”

“You hated my guts the instant you met me.”

“I still do.”

We were passing the fourth floor. I poked her on the shoulder and asked, “Then why do what I say?”

The fifth passed and the elevator came to a smooth halt. The door started opening as she said, “I don't know. It just feels right.”

We stepped out and into the hallway. “I'll make a bet with you.”

Monica cocked on eyebrow and asked, “What kind?”

I focused my energy, more for a joke than anything else. “You'll come before we get to my apartment.” I released it and added, “If I win, I get laid.”

She rolled her eyes. “I told you not to get any ideas.”

Too late. We had only cleared the first of eight doors to go when I looked over. Monica's cheeks blushed and her eyes winced.

At the third every one of her breaths panted out. Her head bent down as she walked, starting to fall behind me. I slowed down. “Something wrong?”

Monica tried to lift her chin up. At the fourth, she asked, “How?”

I kept going. “What you do to men,” I shrugged with my hands at my shoulders,”I'm doing to you, I guess.”

At my apartment number, I looked back to see Monica at the sixth. She had one hand on the wall, her legs crossing as she whimpered at the floor.

“Problem?”

I knew she was fighting to put one foot in front of the other. Just one unit away, the poor thing moaned. I almost felt like I needed to be there to catch her with those legs quaking so badly.

Monica actually crawled within feet of me, her hair going into an unholy mess as her head shook from side to side. I knelt down and watched, thinking I should do this all the time.

Her limbs shook and her mouth trembled. I listened to every pant as Monica's back arched. It really was a marvelous sight, watching a woman come without even touching her.

She looked up at me, her cheeks pink from both shame and release. I let Monica catch her breath, still on hands and knees before me. The hate in her eyes only got stronger.

“Get up.” I wanted to hit myself for saying it that directly. “Let's get inside before my new neighbors start to think something's up.”

Monica shuddered in place for a moment. I put a finger on her chin and guided her up on unsteady, gloriously long legs. She stared at me, one hand braced against the wall. “What the hell just happened?”

I focused on her will and ordered, “Come on. You've got a bet to pay off.” I turned around, knowing Monica would be right behind me.

The spite behind Monica's green irises almost burned my skin as I held the door for her. I gave her a quick swat on the ass. Her demeanor never changed, only her face boiling over with a hard desire to slap the everliving shit out of me.

“You still up for this?” I guided her to the daybed next to the panoramic windows of the living room. I added, “It's not like I'll force you to.”

She took a seat, crossing her legs before I could even get next to her. “I want to, but I don't.”

“What's that supposed to mean.”

Monica drifted her fingers down my forearm. “Just fuck me and get it over with. I'll push you into traffic later.”

“I'm not sure. I could just send you home to Randall.”

Her face went dark, the hand on my arm balling into a fist. “You bastard.”

She's fun, in her own bitchy way. “I don't think you want it. Hell, you're just sitting there, fuming about it.”

I watched her arm shake, trying its damnedest to move against bonds even I couldn't see. Monica huffed and stared me down. “How did you do this to me?”

“It's a gift.”

“I'm not joking.”

I started to lie back when her arm finally moved. She had stopped me from going horizontal with one hand between my shoulder blades. A quick burst of will shot out as I said, “Prove you want it.”

She whipped around me, straddling my lap. “You've lost your mind if you think I'll act like I enjoy it.”

Monica tore at my shirt. The way she clenched her mouth and lowered her eyebrows said it all. I flipped the dress and bra straps off her left shoulder and said, “You'll be wrong again. Show me why Randall's so lucky.”

“Fuck you.”

I think I'll leave that part of her around. I haven't had a good hate-fuck in a long time. Monica got down to my last button, mouth agape at the six pack Patrem Delta had gifted me with. Moving right on to my slacks, it was like she was fighting the fabric itself.

I almost wanted it too much. Finally lying back, I stuck my hand out and curled my index finger at Monica. She walked on her knees, one on both sides of my torso. I stopped her once I smelt the perfume between her legs, light and sweet like a cantaloupe.

“Turn around.” Monica obeyed, finally giving me a view of that ass molded from perfection. I slid her panties aside. Holy hell.

Diving right in, I wrapped my hands around her thighs. She pushed against and rubbed my pecs, gasping every time I slid against her clit. The pure smoothness against my face was hot, like Monica had a fever well above safe limits.

I moved my hands to her ass, feeling her shift and heave as the whimpering grew louder. She danced and ground on my mouth, finally leaning forward with the first shout she dared to let fly.

Monica leaned forward. I felt a hand slip my pants and boxers down. Fingers choked against my shaft, rising up and down in rhythm with the shifts of her body.

The soft feel of her hair against my cock soon changed to the warmth of her breath. The jerking motion got faster as the air around my package got hotter.

I gave her ass a firm grip, squeezing as I heard a quick scream. Monica took me into her mouth without warning, taking in half my length in one smooth motion. I toyed with her folds, moving them around in my lips as her tongue ground against the topside of my dick.

Keeping up the pace on my end, Monica took me deeper with every bow of her head. One hard lash at her pearl forced her to let a hand take over, mewling at my waist as her thighs tensed against my ears.

She took over, using hand and mouth, taking the entirety of my length and wrapping it in heat that put me in danger of boiling over. I felt her back out slowly before bobbing up and down again, her breasts heaving up and down between my chest and abs.

Lips danced against my tip before one final suck of hard vacuum. I dipped one finger inside her. Monica took me deep one last time before pulling that delightful pussy away.

Monica crawled forward like a slave. The wet shine of her pussy wiggled through the hem of her dress. As her hips moved above mine, I gave her ass another quick slap.

She flipped her heels off and rose up, planting her feet on each side of me. Her hand cradled my shaft again. The heat between her legs drew closer to my tip.

Monica pulled her panties all the way to the side. She didn't hesitate in pushing my spear against her opening. I felt the delicious wetness take me in halfway.

Her head rocked back as she gripped one of my thighs, then pulled it back to drop that tiny, black dress down to her waist. I put two fingers between her shoulder blades, popping the bra hooks loose. The purple lace fell onto my knees.

Dainty hands planted against my abs as Monica leaned back. She moved her shoulders forward, her hips back, taking me in the rest of the way. Her ass rocked back and forth, teasing me with everything she had at the very start.

I urged her on, both of my hands on her ass again, nudging her to go faster. The noise rose in her throat as she hit the accelerator. Her cunt ground against me, my cock filling her completely. Between gasps of pleasure she let out, “Fuck, this is what I wanted!”

Her hands moved further up my chest as Monica started bouncing, hard. I closed my eyes, moving my grip up to her waist. Her yelps went louder, shorter, and up and octave.

She almost came before stopping and turning her head to look back at me. Her fingers played with my sack, then moved up to her clit. The rhythm in her hips came back as she gave me an uneven grin.

The little bitch is good. Monica wanted me to know she hated me almost as much as she loved my cock inside her. The last drop down to the hilt had intention behind it.

Monica leaned forward, gripping my shins and letting her hips do the work. I loved the way her ass bobbed back and forth. She started moving side to side, getting my nuts to fizz like a shaken beer.

Just watching my cock disappear inside her, topped by that bountiful yet tight ass almost had me in love. She started twerking it, gushing her juices around my skin as her inner walls held onto me like a glove. I let her keep going, feeling her thighs and pussy tense up.

“Fuck yes,” she screamed, “I'm so close!”

I put my hands on sides of her thighs, forcing her to keep going faster and harder. I gritted my teeth and fought to keep myself under control. Monica kept getting wetter, hotter, and louder.

“Holy shit!” She ripped her head up, grinding myself into her. Her fingernails glanced my sack as she rubbed her clit. I hoped like hell the walls weren't as paper thin as my old place.

Monica seized up, her scream turning into an orgasmic moan. Her walls pulsed and then constricted around me. The entirety of her body shivered as her hips jerked forward a few times.

I rolled over and cupped a breast as she fell to the left, my staff still anchored deep inside her quivering slit. Her legs went parallel to mine as I helped pull the dress back up and over her head.

She eased me out of her, staying on her side. The exhaustion took hold of Monica, forcing me to help slide the panties down her legs. I leaned over for a look, seeing that perfectly trim, barely-there racing stripe I hadn't even felt with my chin earlier.

The poor girl struggled to catch her breath, both of us on our sides. Her breasts flushed with color as I got back in position behind her and moved a lock of hair out of her face. Monica caught the tip of my thumb with her teeth, giving it a slow sucking motion that almost made me come on the spot again.

I grabbed the base of my shaft, rubbing the head along her valley. Monica reached back, cradling my jaw and the stubble I'd built up since that morning. I pushed back inside her, enticing Monica into a slow moan that grew louder with every inch.

The rhythm of my body started to match hers. Monica's hips shifted back every thrust, forward with every pull back. I grabbed her right leg behind the knee, forcing her to spread wider.

As she lied back, hips sideways and shoulders down, I cupped a breast and took a mouthful. Her hand never left the back of my head, urging me to keep pounding and sucking. She nuzzled her face against mine, open mouth gasping every time I made a drive toward home.

Her voice suddenly crackled with volume, going up in pitch as I slung myself into her harder and faster. Her breasts got red and her nipples felt hard enough to break concrete. The pop of our bodies colliding and the echo of her own voice filled the room, high ceilings and all.

I started to grunt, allowing myself to go with it. Precome dribbling out of my tip, slicking up her tunnel like a fresh squirt of lube. My shaft tensed up. I was about to come, but I had some fun at Monica's expense planned.

Thrusting harder but slower, my voice went deeper with every breath. I pulled away from that lovely pillow of a breast, making sure I could watch. The side of her face was buried in the upholstery, yelping with every bone-jarring push inside her.

Monica finally turned her head, between whimpers getting out, “If you come inside me,” I drove hard to prove a point, “I'll fucking kill you.”

I grinned and kept plowing into her, forcing her eyes shut. I paused to ask, “Do you really think I would?”

“I know you want to.”

And who wouldn't? I stopped and pulled out of her. “Get up.” I knew Monica still had enough willpower to stop me, and I wanted it that way.

She rose first, looking back at me with a crosswise glance. Fully nude and standing before me, she really was a damn goddess in the flesh. Fuck, I want to come back to her a year later.

I watched her start toward the kitchen island, the s-curve of her torso twisting, that ass rising on one side with each step. Randall really had hit the jackpot with this one.

Pulling my pants down as I got up, they flew off my legs along with my shoes and socks. I had pulled my shirt off by the time my ass left the day bed. Monica was already in the kitchen, the open-concept letting me get a full view of her as she leaned against leather and metal a bar stool.

Monica twirled around, resting her ass and hands against the counter top, smiling like a devil. As soon as we got within reach of each other, both of us put a hand on the back of the others' neck. She leaned in, pressing her lips against mine as my cock prodded at the stripe of hair between her legs.

Fingers wrapped around my staff again. She twisted her arm and rand her closed hand down my shaft, lingering at the base to tease my balls with her fingers. I let my free hand rub her breasts, her tongue slipping into my mouth.

I made a gradual pinch of a nipple, increasing the pressure until her face back away from mine. I let go when she turned around, her eyes never opening. Monica leaned against the blonde wood of the counter, her legs straight and vertical.

Her right leg went up, knee and foot resting on top, the left leg still standing against the floor. I pressed my dick into her entrance and shoved right in, pounding away like we hadn't skipped a beat. Monica grabbed her ass on the right side, bobbing in pace with my own body as she reached back for a fistful of my hair.

I shut my eyes as her voice got louder. I worked my whole body like a single band of muscle, crashing my tip against the inside limits of her passage. I had, tops, a few minutes left before I'd explode.

Monica had her way of screaming in a way that cheered my on. Her thighs clenched as her ass tensed, giving me the perfect place to plant a hand. I ripped myself in and out like I was trying to hurt her, just pushing her even closer to another peak.

She erupted all at once, pushing her forehead against the counter and seething through her teeth. She had locked around me, hard. The way her walls milked at my dick begged me to come without saying a word.

I let her ride it out, catching my own breath. Is this the right? She gets what she wants with Randall, and I get paid.

Pulling out, I let her gather her senses. She finally rose and turned around. “Christ, I haven't come that hard in months.” Her cheeks faded to a normal amount of blush as Monica rested herself on a bar stool.

I watched her scoot forward, spread her legs, and then lean back, arms resting against the island behind her.

The invitation wasn't one I'd ever pass up. I gave my shaft a quick spit-polish and plunged back in. Monica's legs wrapped around the small of my back, drawing me in to the hilt. I rested there for a moment, wondering if her climax had bought me time, or if it just brought me closer.

Monica's eyes rolled back in her head as I pulled out and pushed back in. Her lips parted just a little and she let out a sultry, “Fuck, yes.”

I gave her another round, slow and deliberate. She writhed in place, letting me know she felt every fraction of an inch creep along her passage. I cupped her jaw with my fingers and asked, “You know how this will end, right?”

“You know I can't let you do that.” She got another lingering push. “No matter how much you want it.”

Fuck this. I reared back hard, then forward with enough force to jar her back a few inches. You're not just a cock-tease, you're a damn come-tease.

“You can come anywhere you want, just not inside me.”

Ego sum alpha. “You'll let me.” Et genua parere.

“But—,” I interrupted her with a fast jam of my shaft, “I said you can't.”

I paused and grinned like a kid up to no good. “You did, didn't you?”

That's when a shred of Monica's normal self broke through. A twinge of panic in her jade eyes grew into fear as I got close. And splitting her like firewood would end in that great fear of all women fucking around on her man: The baby wouldn't be his.

Myself? I couldn't have cared less. I pushed myself between her walls, feeling them tighten as I rubbed her clit with my thumb. Monica's head bobbed in motion with what I was doing to her, every breath coming out more ragged than the last.

Her legs flexed and kept me from pulling out more than halfway. I replaced power with speed. The surplus of wetness threatened to gush out of her, giving me just enough friction to feel it.

Every vessel in my cock felt like they were about to burst. My trunk felt hollow other than the tightening of my family jewels. Even the room around me seemed to disappear, only myself and Monica's dripping, ready cunt filling my universe.

I shot a thick rope of come, deep inside her. Monica's jaw dropped, trying to speak through the first breakers of climax. Her arms pushed against me with the second, trying her hardest to keep the damage to a minimum. If only her body worked that way.

Focusing my thoughts and projecting them always puts a strain on me, but damn this one was tough. I let the next few shots fly and felt the front of my brain go hollow. You want this more than anything. You know I deserve it.

I almost gave out as she unwrapped her legs from around my back. I fought to keep standing up as Monica slid a finger down to inspect what I'd left behind. She felt the raw volume both leaking out and sticking inside, knowing she had served me well.

The weird thing about being a glorified breeding bull, is that you just know when you did the job. By this point, Patrem Delta had made me as potent as putting an entire packet of seeds in a flowerpot, then watering daily. I took as step back and admired my handiwork seeping from that cozy little slit. God, Monica's a nice fucking specimen, too.

She finally looked back up at me, fighting between a frown and a smile. I knew she loved the feeling, living up to her body's ultimate purpose. “You're an ass.” Emphasis on 'ass.'

“Don't worry,” I focused on her again, having regained some of my strength, “if Randall ever wants a second kid, you know who to call.”

“Fucker.” She slid off of the bar stool and marched for her clothes. “I can't fucking believe I let you do that.”

I wasn't far behind her. Reaching for my boxers and then slipping them on, I asked, “But you wanted it.”

Monica was already reaching behind herself, clasping her bra. “The thing I still don't understand is why I did it.”

“That doesn't matter.”

She leaned to one side, arms crossed. “Why is that?”

“I'll tell you what.” I paused to pick up what little of a black dress there was in the first place, then tossed it to her. “Have Randall take you out somewhere nice this weekend. In fact, give him the fuck of his life when he does.” I didn't need to tell her that, because any girl like Monica knows how to milk a sugar daddy for all she can.

“Gladly.”

“Oh,” I snuck one last peek of that amazing figure before the dress slid back on her. “We never met.”

It never hurts to cover your ass, especially in my line of work.


BIMBO CODE 4:

RESCUED KEEPER

My sixth Prime Recipient of the week moaned as I pulled out. By this point, I had cleared more money in the bank than I had made in the past four years of working my old office job. Not bad for a month of being GeneFactor's test subject.

I had figured nailing a redhead would spice things up a bit, but it just felt pointless. Five grand heading to the bank. At least she looked satisfied.

“Something wrong?”

I shook my head and crashed next to her. Staring up at the ceiling, I put an arm around her and said, “It's fine.”

“You're acting like you didn't have fun.”

I went limp and huffed into the air. “Listen Trish, you need to get running.”

“I was that bad I guess.”

The hell with it. “You were great.” I looked at her face, cute as could be, and then focused. Leave, and forget this ever happened.

She was dressed and heading for the door within a minute. I rolled over and grabbed my phone. Three of the girls I'd kept in contact with wanted to come over that night, but I needed a break. I tapped out 'check with me later in the week, sorry' and sent it to all three.

It started to feel meaningless. Twenty-one women in the past thirty days, some more than once just for the fun of it. But now, it actually felt like a job.

I should have been having the time of my life. Living the kind of fantasy every straight guy dreamed of should have felt more special. At least, I expected to feel like it wasn't routine after years, much less a single month.


I had taken up a habit of trawling new places for perfect-tens. This time I'd gone away from downtown, heading for a place that would have made my wallet cry for mercy before all of this started. When hunting Prime Recipients, I followed the money, but I wanted to treat myself to some good food more than anything.

Portage Tavern was a known place for people who could drop the average car payment on a meal, and as soon as I pulled into the parking lot, I knew it was full of rich bastards and their arm candy. The low-end of the car line-up consisted of BMW, Mercedes, and Audi. The closer spaces for reservations was a lineup of fantasy cars. After all, the kind of man who drove a sparkling new Ferrari tended to have a Ferrari of a wife, and a mistress who was even more exotic.

My Mustang had more years on it than any car I could see. I had thought about paying for something more luxurious, but I still had a few hundred grand to go before I could match the average price of the parking lot. Either way, I thought about hitting up the decent eight of a greeter to head home with me if the mood struck, just to have a back-up plan. My body could handle it easily, but the mind and soul just weren't willing.

We passed by the back of the bar. Expensive bottles of liquor glowed from the color changing LED's beneath them, tempting anyone heading toward the dining area with a shot that cost more than an entire bottle of mid-shelf. Even the instrumental cover of the pop song of the week added to the pretentiousness of the place.

My potential target showed me to my table overlooking the lake, rimmed by mansions I still couldn't dream of putting a down-payment on. I noticed the table full of men in suits to my left. Balding, middle-aged, and talking about a Reverend Boyce. I flipped the menu and tried to ignore them. Holy rollers never were my thing, and I felt like the waiter would never show up after a few minutes of overhearing their jabber. At least the sunset was nice.


I had finally ordered the pesto shrimp and a bottle of Stella, the cheapest beer Portage dared lower itself to carry. That's when I noticed the gaggle to my left turning in unison. I looked to my right and saw a young man, dressed in a suit that fit him like he was cut for the measurements instead of vice versa, stepped onto the deck. The fucker reeked of charisma.

“I can't wait to tell him about the mission drive.”

“Reverend Boyce won't be happy about the construction delay on the youth wing.”

“But he's getting married next month. I'm sure he'll be forgiving as The Lord Himself.”

I looked back down at the table and rolled my eyes. I guess that's him. You could hear the confidence in his stride as he passed me by.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She finally turned her head a bit, still keeping it at a respectable angle toward Reverend Wonderful. Her lips drew inward on the side of her face I could kinda see. They ring of idjits kept droning on.

I focused my irritation into clear intent. Act like you have to go to the restroom, but meet me at the main entrance. I'll be there a minute after you get there. Fuck her, nut myself in her pussy, get paid. All while hubby is none the wiser. It was a fucking drill by then.

The girl approached the reverend and leaned into his ear. She turned, her face red as she walked behind me again. I couldn't help sneaking another look, her magnificently tight ass bobbing with each step.

I gave it a moment and then decided I'd leave a hundred on the table. It was worth it just to get away from hearing the shit a table over. I can only handle so much of grown men dick riding another man like preteen girls screaming over a boy band.

The air of mild depression still loomed over the half-empty bar of Wednesday night drinkers. I nodded and smiled at the greeter from before on my way out. She was cute, but I wanted to get paid.

I left the air conditioning and stepped back into the humidity. My new target stood just to the side of the door, exactly as I commanded. I took one step toward her before I noticed she was trying her damnedest to ignore me.

“Brother Boyce is a little full of himself, don't you think?”

Her lips curled in a frown. “He's an amazing man, and I'm not supposed to talk to you.”

“Whoa,” I took a step back, “I get that you'd want to take up for the guy, but what's your problem with talking to strangers?”

“Strange men.” She looked away. “Loyalty starts with removing temptation before it happens.”

Weird chick. “Is that a church thing?”

“You're welcome to join us. Sunday service is at eight and ten.” She kinda looked in my direction, averting her eyes away from mine. “Have you heard of Unity Fellowship Baptist?”

You couldn't miss it from the highway passing through the city. The place looked like a shopping mall except for the giant cross facing the road. “I'm familiar.”

“Then we'd love to welcome you to our family,” she started inching toward the doors, “but please, I need to get back to Travis.”

She grabbed the brass handle. “Wait.” Do what I say, and stop acting so damn creepy. “I think I can do you a favor.”

Her baby blues finally looked at me. “And that is?”

It'd be a shame to let her go to waste on a self-absorbed holy man. “I think you're not living up to your potential.”

“You don't even know me.”

I grabbed her hand, feeling her arm tense up in a failed attempt to jerk it away from me. “I know enough. Come on, you're going with me.”

“But,” her face had that fresh-from-the-tent-revival look, “that would be the start of sin.”

Ego sum alpha. “Drop the choir girl act and let's go.” Et genua parere.

I swear a spark of thought twinkled in her eyes as soon as I drove her will the way I wanted it.


Mansions turned into suburbs as I drove nowhere in particular. She had kept silent, looking straight ahead for the past three miles. I finally hit a red light and asked, “So what's your story?”

She didn't avert her gaze from the road ahead. “I'm getting married soon, and I'm happy to serve Travis as his wife. It's what I was raised to do.”

Holy Hell. “Say that again?”

“My parents raised me to be a good wife. Beauty pageants, cotillion, Bible study. It's taught me to be a good person.”

The weird vibes pulsed from this girl. “Pretty, polite, and submissive, you mean?”

“How else is a wife supposed to be?”

“With a mind of her own, for starters.” The irony wasn't lost on me, but this was downright creepy. “Why shouldn't you have a life of your own?”

“Ephesians 5:22,” I watched her mouth form a knowing grin, “Wives, submit to your own husbands, as to the Lord.”

I'd dealt with this sort before, but not in a Prime Recipient. “You really think that?”

She skipped a verse. “Ephesians 5:24. Now as the church submits to Christ, so also wives should submit in everything to their husbands.”

“But you're not even married to the guy yet.”

“You play like you practice.”

I was on the verge of driving right back to Portage Tavern and dumping her at the entrance. “The Bible also says it's a sin to cut a beard. Travis is pretty damn baby-faced.” I was too, but this girl seemed beyond reasoning with.

She looked at me like I had just farted. “Travis was chosen. Certain things have to be done to convert sinners.”

Alright, fuck this, I'm telling her to get out at the next light. I looked at her, knowing when to cut my losses. “It's been nice meeting you, but—” I watched her flinch in the seat, putting her arms in front of her face.

That's when I heard a sickening crunch and shot forward. I felt like I'd just been slugged in the jaw. My ears rang and I couldn't see anything. The only thing I knew for sure was that I smelled something like gunpowder.

“Hey,” something jarred my shoulder. “Hey!”

I opened my eyes and looked toward the voice. A veil of smoke made everything blurry, but I saw her face. Her plush bottom lip stuck out and then shifted to a relieved grin.

“We just hit another car.” A warm line traced over my forehead, gradually cooling off as it dropped to the side of my nose. “You're hurt.”

Fuck. The air cleared, but that smell you never forget remained. “Are you alright?”

“Yeah, I saw the other car.” Her eyes locked on mine and softened a bit. “They didn't give a turn signal.”

I was still trying to figure out why I'd gone from driving to feeling like I had just lost a fight. “Are you sure you're fine?” My face stung as it slid against the airbag. They're rougher and harder than you'd imagine, especially after slamming into one.

“I'm sure.” Her fingers caressed my forehead. “Where's your phone?”

Leaning back for the first look at the rest of situation, I dug through my pocket and pulled it out. “Let me guess, Travis keeps yours.”

I started flipping through for my insurance company's number as she answered, “How did you know?”

“Not hard to guess that one.” Insurance, police, and summoning a ride the rest of the way home. It was a load of stress I didn't plan on dealing with.


“Shouldn't I call Travis and let him know I'm alright? I'm sure he's worried sick.”

I led her into my apartment, going right for my couch and collapsing into the upholstery. I tossed her my phone. “Go for it.” The impact had made focusing my will a tad more painful than before. You're calling to tell him goodbye. I held it until I couldn't stand it anymore. It's for your own good.

She wandered to the floor to ceiling windows overlooking the city. “Travis, it's Elena.”

I heard screaming on the other end, even with all the distance between us. He's an asshole to boot. I wonder if this chick even has anywhere else to go.

Her voice cracked with sadness. “I know, I'm sorry.” She stood looking out the window as the angry voice from the speaker got louder. It finally subsided as she responded, “Listen, I won't be coming back.”

Travis's raving was almost intelligible now. I really am doing her a favor. Jesus. Elena's shoulders drooped further every second she took the verbal beating.

“I don't know what I'll do next, but I think it's for the best.” She walked back toward me with a devastated look on her face.

“Hang up on him.” She did, already taking my orders like they had come from above. “Sit down, I need to talk to you about something.”

“What do you mean?” Elena handed my phone back to me and sat on the other end of the couch. “I don't even know why I just did that.”

“Is there anywhere you can go now that you've ended it with Travis?”

She looked at the floor, her hands clasping in her lap. “No. My parents already said they would disown me if I messed up the marriage.”

“You're living with them until the wedding, I guess.”

“It's the Godly thing to do.” The weight of what I had done finally rested it's massive ass on her shoulders. Tears slid a track down both of her cheeks when she looked at me. “What do I do? What did I do?”

You break it, you buy it, I guess. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “Drop the crazy religious nuttery and stay here with me.”

She went from utter despair to confusion in an instant. “I don't...” I knew I had turned her entire world inside out, from her future to the principles that guided every action.

“You've got nowhere else to go, and I don't mind at all.” I couldn't think of any other kind of beauty I'd rather have trotting around the place.

“So you're fine with it?”

“It was my idea, so there's no reason to ask my permission.”

“But I don't even have a job. The wife of a reverend like Travis has to serve at home.”

I scooted to the center of the couch, right beside her. “You can do the same here. I make enough on my own.”

She didn't try backing away, leaning against my shoulder. “Thank you, but I'm not your wife.” She looked around, seeing all of two doors. “There's no second bedroom, is there?”

“I guess that means you're bunking with me.”

Now she tensed up. “But I don't even know your name. Are you seriously asking me to live and even sleep next to a complete stranger?”

I'll be buying a whole new wardrobe and paying bills for a complete stranger. “I'll tell you what. I take the couch tonight, you get the bed.” I still felt like I'd been tossed off the top of my building, but I didn't want to completely destroy this girl's psyche in one night.

“I suppose.” It's not like she had a choice to begin with. “Thank you.”

“Pick a shirt out of my closet to sleep in.” I rolled my neck around as Elena stood up. “The bedroom's the door on the right, bathroom on the left. I'll get us a ride first thing in the morning so we can get you something to wear.”

I kicked my shoes off and didn't even bother with the rest of my clothes. Crushing a throw pillow behind my head, I lied down and settled in for sleep that would murder my back.


Is that bacon? I opened my eyes and immediately shielded them with my arm. The light combined with the smell and sound of crackling pork. She's useful, I guess.

My body popped and ached as I rolled onto my side and then upright. I looked behind me to my right. Elena was slaving away over three pans on the stove. “You didn't have to go through the trouble,” I hollered.

She ignored me as I started her way. I cleared the kitchen island I had always used for fucking more than actual kitchen duties. Elena finally broke away from the pans of bacon, eggs, and hash browns. She tip-toed to reach the higher cabinet over the stove, letting a sliver of pink and white striped panties show beneath the blue business shirt she had slept in.

“Herbs and such are in the next cabinet to the left.” She looked over and smiled. I figured she would be more bashful with her body, but she did say she was in beauty pageants. Those are a human meat market if I've ever seen one.

“I didn't know if you like your eggs runny or well done, so I'm settling in the middle, if that's alright.”

Everything looked and smelled amazing. “How old are you?”

Elena did the reach again, pulling the flaked parsley and thyme down. “Nineteen.”

No way. “How did you learn to cook like that so young? I still fight to not burn things in the microwave.”

Her eyes watered just a little. “It's something I needed to know to be a good wife.” If I were in the market for marriage, what a find.

I patted her on the shoulder when she had the spatula back in her hand. “I don't expect you to be a maid or a wife.”

“But I have to earn my keep, don't I?” She doused each egg with the herbs and flipped all three of them. “If I laze around the house all day and do nothing, I'll go insane.”

Taking a step back, my neck popped loud enough for Elena to hear it. She looked back at me as I said, “It's alright, just stiff.”

“Sit down at the bar, it's almost ready.”

My stomach growled like a bear on steroids. Skipping supper the past night to take Elena away from that creepy preacher had caught up to me. “Looking forward to it, and thanks.”

Her cheeks blushed as she smiled. Elena turned back to the stove and said, “It's the least I can do.”


The food gave me the energy for that marathon of shopping we had just finished. Three trips out and back, racking up a hellacious fares on my ride sharing app. Six different drivers, every single one of them unable to take his eyes off of the rear-view mirror. As it turns out, I was the one people assumed was a sugar daddy now.

I was, having spent an entire payment from GeneFactor on this girl. She was just bright enough to hold a decent conversation, but incredibly sheltered. It made some of the shopping awkward at first.

That yellow skirt she had on for the second day wasn't modest, but Elena wanted to pick things that belonged on a church lady. I had to put my foot down. “Try this on instead,” I'd say, picking something that would leave my jaw in the apartment below on her. By the time we closed the day at the lingerie store, Elena was almost shameless.

She worked on putting away all the clothes in what used to be my nearly empty closet. I was getting out of the shower, noticing how the double-sink already had her claim staked the left side furthest from the door.

When she's got more stuff in your bathroom than you, it's official. I wiped the fog off of my side of the mirror and looked at myself. What the hell happened? I thought I wasn't keeping any of them.

But what else was I supposed to do with her? From how she talked, her entire social world revolved around her family and that church. It was take up with a guy like me or a night on the streets. I wondered if all I accomplished was to fuck her life beyond repair.

I lathered up a ball of shaving cream and spread it on my face. A knock on the door made me jump and cut myself with the first swipe. Fuck. “Yeah?”

“Are you decent?”

“I guess so.” The towel around my waist was cover enough for me. “Do I need to hurry up?” The blood turned the shaving cream on my right cheek pink.

“No, I just want to get a shower.”

“Come on in, I'll be done in a minute.”

Elena opened the door and stopped. “You're bleeding, and I wouldn't call that decent.”

“Just a nick, and this passes for decent around here.”

She pulled a tissue out of the holder between the two sinks. “Here,” she stepped to my right and dabbed the cut. “I'm sorry if I made you do that.”

“It's fine. You shave, you cut yourself every now and then.” I had finished up my right side, moving on to the left. Elena poked the tissue against my face again. “Go ahead and start the shower. It'll still be nice and warm from my shower if you don't let it cool off.”

“Okay.” She went right to it. The shower head hissed back to life as I peeled the cream and stubble from my chin.

“Towels are in that closet. I'm done here, so have at it.”

I winked at her and stepped out, closing the door behind me. A long, hot shower fixed me right up after getting slugged by an air bag and all that walking. I made my way into the bedroom and opened my underwear drawer before slinging my towel onto the bed.

The sudden realization that I'd forgotten my phone on the bench next to the shower hit me. Shit. I had planned on following up with my car insurance before their office closed. The alarm clock showed a quarter to five.

I could hear the change in the sound of the shower. Elena was in it, meaning I might be able to sneak in and out without her knowing. It's not like I'd be able to see anything through that frosted glass and a bunch of steam anyway.

Fuck it. I trooped right back to the bathroom door and opened it as slowly as I could. Elena's silhouette alone made me want to jump right in there with her. I crept closer, seeing my phone exactly where I thought I had left it.

I leaned over and grabbed it, just feet away from Elena. A hard splash of water hit the shower floor and then I heard the pop of a shampoo bottle opening. That's when my phone buzzed to life in my hand.

Freezing in place, I tried to silence it at first. Then she'll know you're in here, dumbass. It was the insurance adjuster, the one person I absolutely had to talk to.

That's when the shower door cracked open. Elena poked just her head out and locked eyes with me. She backed away just as suddenly, slamming the door. “Grant, what are you doing in here?”

“Sorry, phone.”

“You could have let me know. Don't do that again.”

I dashed out and left Elena in peace for the rest of her shower. Smooth Grant, you've already pissed her off. The thought of bending her mind to like that sort of thing occurred to me. Hell, I bet she's still a virgin too.

Either way, I had an insurance claim to see to. I called the number back, sitting down on the bed and wondering exactly what I'd do with Elena as I waited for an answer.


“Alright, sounds good. I'll swing by and pick up the check Monday.” Ten grand was way more than I expected for that car, but who was I to complain? I already had forty-five thousand still sitting in the bank, courtesy of GeneFactor, so I'd finally have enough for the Porsche Panamera I'd had my eyes on. The ruby red exterior and cognac colored leather on that thing made for a car I almost wanted to fuck.

I hung up as Elena let herself into the room, ashamed of herself in that towel. “I hoped you wouldn't be in here.”

I was still in my boxers, finally feeling dry. “We share an apartment. It's gonna happen.”

“Could you step out there while I get dressed, please?”

Kicking me out of my own bedroom? I gave it a moment of thought. “No, just do your thing and I'll check my email. We're grown-ups here.”

“Grant, I'm not joking.”

“I'm not either.”

She rifled through the drawer she had claimed for panties, drawing out a tiny, red flash of silk. I hoped like hell that towel would fall off. Elena pulled out the matching bra from the next drawer up and turned around. “I'm serious. Out.”

I stared back, my look just as serious. “Put those down and come over here.” My brain hurt a little as I put energy into my thoughts. “We need to talk.”

Elena hesitated, but she couldn't resist a direct order like that. “No man's ever seen me like this. I don't like it, especially since we barely know each other.”

“This is that weird thing where you don't mind being seen in a bikini at the pool, but covering yourself that much with a towel in front of me bothers you?” I patted an area on the bed to my left. “You're like a nervous kitten figuring out if it can trust someone.”

“I'm not exactly comfortable parading myself around like this.” Elena tried to hide her face with one hand, the other keeping that towel wrapped tight.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do?”

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

“So you think I'm that great, huh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her old self came hurtling back. “Please, let go.”

Leaning closer to her face, I felt the burn of an order building up in my forehead. “Not until you let go of your past.”

The poor girl wriggled her hands loose of my own. She hurtled back, lying down turning her face my way. I stood up, my erection clear as day behind my boxers.

She really was bald and smooth as a crystal ball down there. “Care to tell me why you shave? I thought you were saving yourself for next month.”

“I've always tried to stay clean.” Just talking about it turned Elena's face beet red.

“Let me guess, cleanliness is next to godliness.” The way it stayed smooth, all the way down to the discrete, narrow slit had me licking my chops. It was an argument for divine inspiration.

I got down on my knees. Elena spread her legs just a little. If being too flawless was possible, she'd have met the standard.

Pulling her feet from the floor and resting the backs of her knees on my shoulders, I finally got the full presentation. The dainty pink line peeped out from two pillows of porcelain. I grabbed for my phone to her left. Motherfucker, I need a picture of this before I wreck it.

The shutter sound from my phone almost echoed through the room. Elena didn't react like I thought, spreading thighs a little wider. She actually likes this.

My fingers danced from her belly button, creeping down to that wonderful mound that looked as virgin as deep rainforest. She jerked when I spread the lips, seeing the pale membrane. I started circling a fingertip closer to home, teasing her like I wish I had the last inexperienced girl I romped with almost fifteen years prior.

I felt the barrier to her entrance. An intact hymen is a thing I hadn't broken since high school. I wasn't ready to claim it just yet.

Crawling forward on my knees, my lips met with an inner thigh. Elena reached down, running her fingers through my hair as I teased away. I had her pulling me closer within seconds.

I pulled myself back and asked, “Do you really want me as your first?”

Her hips moved closer to me as I looked up. Her back was already arched, her head tilted back. I felt the tension on my hair as Elena forced me back against her. “Please.”

I explored with my tongue, finally reaching her valley. Running from bottom to top, I caught her clit hidden under the hood. Elena gasped with the first touch her clit probably ever had, even from her. It didn't take much to get her going, the whole experience as new to her as the day at dawn.

Brother Boyce probably would have shagged her, came, and then passed out as soon as he finished. That'd be a fucking waste. I took my time, rubbing my taste buds against her as lightly as I could. Her pussy felt like a treasure, ready to shatter if I didn't take the utmost care.

Elena writhed her body, breathing like she had just run a sprint. Her grip on my hair eased, letting me play with her as I wanted. Every second of it pushed her further into unknown territory, and I fucking loved the way she showed it.

Her body heaved as I picked up the pace. I reached up for her breasts, filling my palms and reaching my fingers out to grasp the whole package with each hand. Elena grabbed onto my wrists, whimpering as her grip started to hurt me.

I squeezed harder, pinning both nipples between knuckles. Her legs went into the air and then wrapped the back of my head. I slowed down, which only made Elena push with with her ankles, begging me to finish her off.

The way she moaned made my dick hard enough to scratch diamonds. I fought against the temptation of standing up and just fucking her raw. Elena knew what she wanted, but damn I tried to drag it out as long as I could. As soon as I felt her start to quiver, I backed off, fighting the push of her legs against my head like an arm wrestling match.

Elena shook against my face, her hips dipping down and back up. The way she begged without saying a word was kinda cute. I teased with a hard lash of my tongue. She stopped mid-heave, and then kept moving herself, trying her best to get what she wanted.

I kept my tongue going. The poor thing's never had an orgasm before. Time to give her one she'll never—

Her ankles pressed against my neck, forcing me against her slit. Elena cried out, the beat of her fists against the bed getting faster the moment she let go of my wrists. I squeezed her breasts, feeling the heat rising all over her body.

The way her voice went from one note to another kept me going. She was tossing around in fits, to the point I had to hold her waist down to keep it up. She fought against me, trying to break free as I punished her for living up to the most unnatural fetish of all: Chastity.

It might have been a moment of weakness, but I finally pulled my mouth away from her. As I broke free of her legs and rose up, she had the sheets balled in her fists, knuckles white and face red. A hard smirk spread across my face.

She rode it out like a champ. The quaking of her body subsided as I picked my phone up off the floor, hit the red button to start recording, and propped it upright against the lamp on my nightstand. I knew I'd want to relive this one.

I got back to Elena. She stared at the ceiling, still processing the overload she had just felt for the first time. I leaned over and asked, “You gonna make it, champ?”

“What was that?”

I gave her a crosswise look. “What was what?”

“I couldn't stop myself. It felt so good.”

“Wait, you don't even know what an orgasm is?”

She looked as confused as a puppy trying to piss outside for the first time. Elena kept looking at me, trying to figure it out on her own. Her shoulders finally shrugged, having given up on finding the answer in her mental notes from Bible school.

That's fucked up. “How?” I shook my head at her. “I mean, you've never heard of an orgasm at nineteen. I can't even imagine that.”

“Sex is a sin, unless it's for making babies.”

Wow, she's deep into this shit. “That wasn't exactly sex, in case you had the wrong idea.”

“I know, but why did it feel so good?”

I stared down at her, wondering why I was explaining basic sexual mechanics to anyone older than twelve. “Who the hell taught you about sex?”

“My Sunday school teacher.”

“How old were you?”

“Seventeen.”

What the fuck is wrong with these people? I felt like I was teaching her to run before she could even walk. “Are you alright with all this? I mean, do you know how this works?”

Elena put both hands over her face. “I'm sorry.”

“No, don't be ashamed of it.” Your parents should, but not you. “Do you even know what's next?”

Elena pushed herself up on her elbows. “I think so.”

I knew I'd prevented the most awkward wedding night ever, assuming Brother Boyce was just as clueless. Knowing that type, I highly doubt it, but son of a bitch if that wasn't fun to imagine.

“Well,” I stopped myself before I scared her too much. “I'm gonna lie down. What do you think happens after that?”

I tore my boxers down my legs as fast as I could. Elena's eyes grew as wide as saucers, seeing a cock for the first time. “Is that what I think it is?”

My head crashed into the mattress. “You tell me.” Does she even know which hole it goes into?

Elena stood up, her throat pulsing with a gulp. If it weren't so sad to see, it'd have been cute. “So that's a penis...”

I wiped my face with my hand, battling to keep from laughing my ass off at her. “Yeah, what's the next step?”

Elena stared at my soldier standing at full attention. You could almost see the gears turning in her head, I fucking swear. “That,” she pointed, “goes inside me?”

“It's not a coat rack,” I said, “so you're heading down the right path.”

I waited for her next move. A bead of sweat form on her chest, flowing right between her breasts. “That?”

“Where does it go?”

“You tell me. Bible school gave you all the answers you'll ever need, right?”

“Uhmm, I think so.” She sounded like an airhead for once. “That thing can fit in my monkey?”

Fuck these people. I cocked an eyebrow and asked, “Monkey?”

“You know, the place God holds most sacred of all on a woman.”

I looked at the wall behind me, rolling my eyes from the left, to the floor, and then to the right. I could tell she was breathing hard, not sure what to do. I guess it was a moment of mercy, but I'd had enough.

“Listen,” I propped myself up on my elbows, “sit in my lap.”

Elena had no problem with the order, but hell if her face didn't clue me into all that confusion going on between her ears. Her knees landed around my thighs, the heat from her cunt emanating against my shaft. I put my hands on her shoulders and hoped she'd know the drill.

Of course, she didn't. “Elena, honey, listen.” I pushed every strand of hair away from her face and rubbed the back of my hand against her cheek. “This,” I motioned down with my head, “goes between your legs.”

She lowered her hips closer to mine, the distance so short I could have thrust right inside if I wanted to. “Are you sure this isn't wrong?”

“Does it feel wrong?”

“I don't know.”

Her slit pressed against my shaft. Fucking thrust into her already. I talked myself out of it. “Fair warning, it'll hurt at first.”

Elena took my cock between two of her fingers, directing it right toward home. My head pressed against her hymen, begging to be unleashed and tear through it. She bent her head down, our noses almost touching. “Grant, I'm scared.”

My hands gripped the top of her hip bones, guiding her down until I felt the final wall of her virginity press against me. “It's alright. Take your time.”

The pressure against my tip got stronger. I felt the snap as Elena's eyebrows shot upward. I fought against the instinct to rush all the way inside, knowing she wouldn't be able to handle it without going at her own pace.

I let Elena ease herself down the rest of the way. The feeling when our hips met left me in awe, like I had just explored uncharted territory. Her tight cunt felt like a boa constrictor, the walls trying to choke the life out of my cock.

“Easy, it still kinda hurts.” She planted a hand between my pecs and leaned back. Her eyes closed, the first cock she'd ever had rocking against places even her fingers hadn't explored.

I couldn't take my eyes off her, watching the corners of her mouth drift upward. Her other hand landed on me as Elena bent forward. “Easy, don't hurt yourself.”

“But it feel so good.” She lunged forward even more, her lips meeting my left ear. I fought against making myself come at the first opportunity, her tight walls gripping me like a perfect mold of my shaft. “Am I being a bad girl?”

“Do you want to be?”

Elena stopped in place, the back wall of her cunt crushing the head of my cock. “But it's wrong.”

Heaven would be this, right now, for-fucking-ever.  I gave her a quick thrust, making Elena surge forward and scream into my neck. She pulled herself back, planting both palms against my abs, not sure of what to do next.

I wrapped my arms around Elena's back. She slid against me, pushing the walls of her incredibly tight pussy against me. For the first time, I believed I'd be happy raising kids.

I quieted the voice of biology, lowering myself and thrust back in. Elena hugged around my waist, tensing her thighs until her knees knocked together. The poor girl had come so far already, but I felt like the test drive hadn't even gotten to the road.

Her breath steamed against my ear. “Why does it feel so good?”

I stabbed another thrust into her. Elena collapsed against my chest, whimpering as her passage gripped me like an undersized rubber. I fought to pull it back, finally getting my length out against the pull of her cunt. “Roll over.”

She did. I gripped Elena's throat between my thumb and the rest of my fingers. She tried to say something, but it only came out as a ragged breath.

This is mine? I must have been a saint in a past life. Elena wrapped her hands around my forearm, forcing my palm harder against her neck. I never knew that kind of naïve mixed with wanting to be used so well.

I pushed back inside her, fighting against the traction of her walls. Elena closed her legs around me, the balls of her feet pushing against my back. I finally reached rock-bottom, her lips opening into a hard moan that put a lighter to my fuse.

“Put a baby in me,” Elena drew me in with everything she had. “Please!”

I felt the twitch under my cock. Fucking do it, she's begging you. I pulled back and watched her writhe her shaved, perfectly tight walls against every inch of me. Everything from the finger dipping between her lips, right down to the way she wrapped her feet around my neck told me to just let go with it.

I looked at my phone, knowing Boyce wouldn't be able to tear his eyes away. I focused back on Elena, giving her a hard plow right into the heartland. “Is that what you want?”

Her fingers wrapped around my arms as I plowed into her. Elena tried to speak, her voice warping around the force of what I'd just driven into her each time. She was too beautiful and innocent to even comprehend, no matter how hard I buried my cock in her.

Fuck, I want to come in this pussy so bad it hurts. I fought back the urge to just go insane, slowing myself down and wrapping my hands around Elena's waist. Damn it.

She didn't seem to mind. I drove in slow as her chin flew back, the sound of outright pleasure ringing out from between her lips. Elena had thrown my fantasy of fucking her in the garbage, replacing it with the kind of screw I couldn't have imagined, even if I tried.

Precome almost dribbled when I pulled out of her. She gripped at my ribs, trying to bring me back in. “Easy, champ.” I flipped Elena over to her side, putting her left leg up on my shoulder. It had spread her as wide open as she could get.

“Don't stop,” Elena put her fingers on her clit as if by instinct. “I want it back inside me.”

“Why?” I spit in my palm and rubbed it down my length.

“I want your babies.” Elena pinched her clit and went to town on it. “That's all I want.” Her head rocked back.

My dick pulsed in my hand, begging to get back into the game. I stared at my phone and gave the lens a shrug. This'll fucking kill him.

Elena shot her leg up, crashing the back of her thigh against my neck. “Now, please.”

She kept rubbing her clit like an eraser against a mark that shouldn't have happened. I leaned forward, gripping her jaw and holding her head steady. “What do you want?”

“You know what I want!”

One hard thrust, my abs hitting the back of her thighs, drove the poor thing wild.

“God!”

“Tell me what you want.”

Elena went with the flow, her mouth staying open, every push forcing a scream out of her throat.

I slowed down and pushed her face into the bed as I tired impaling her entire body on my shaft. “Tell me.”

She whimpered into the sheets, burying her face in her hands and the mess of covers. Everything about her cunt begged for me to lose myself.

“If you won't tell me, tell him.” I pointed at my phone, knowing Elena had no idea what I was doing.

“Don't stop!” Elena yelped again, fighting against my arms to clamp her thighs tight. The rush from my sack welled up. Don't you fucking do it.

I wanted to leave it in and just let the come go. Elena curled herself inward and buried her face in her hands. It just drove me forward, threatening to set me off before I even knew what was happening. Fuck it, just knock her up already.

A thick rope shot across her body, making a line from her hips all the way up to just beneath Elena's tits. My fingers wrapped around my based, every part of me wishing I'd have just left it inside. I could tell she would have wanted that too, the look in Elena's face changing from pure happiness to sadness in an instant.

The last dribbles flowed out and I put my hand on her shoulder. Her fingers wrapped around the back of my hand. “Why did we do that if you weren't going to put a baby in me?”

Hell, I don't have an answer for that. I cocked my head. “Maybe you weren't ready for it.” She really wasn't, but the ache in my nuts from saying it almost killed me.

Elena rolled onto her back, her hair still wet and soaking the comforter. The perfection in that girl's body was almost enough to make me a believer. Whatever designed her certainly loved mankind.

I knew the video was still rolling. Elena looked me right in the eyes. “You owe me after that.”

“Owe you what, exactly.”

She smiled and rubbed her stomach. “Even if it's not for God, I still want a baby.”

That was the one part of her old self I let stick around. You haven't lived until you've had a girl begging to be bred, and it was a fucking fight not to come inside her, every damn time.


I leaned back and clicked the link for Unity Fellowship's live stream. The record of what I did to Elena was sent as soon as it wrapped up, but I was on pins and needles waiting for Boyce to get to his pulpit.

He sulked into view and planted his hands on the corners of the damn thing, gripping with all he had. “As you may already know, my dear Elena has left the congregation for a life of sin and debauchery.” The shit-eating grin on my face went wicked. “Pray for this lost soul, and beg The Lord for her deliverance from evil.”

I pulled the earbuds free of my head as Elena started on Sunday brunch. She cracked eggs into the skillet as I made my way over to her. She turned her head as I put my arms around her, my hands diving below for a feel. “You look happy this morning.”

That was an understatement. She had rocked my world several times already this weekend. I couldn't think of a single surface in the apartment I hadn't fucked her on by that point.

“Just happy to see you.” Bullshit. I was obsessed with her by this point. I snuggled close and drifted my fingers past her panties.

“Your little friend down there is too.”

“You think so?”

Elena reached her free hand behind her as she stirred the eggs for scrambling. Fingers wrapped around my shaft on the other side of my boxers. “I'm sure he is.”

Our bodies smashed together as she tried to keep cooking. I put my mouth against her ear and asked, “Kinda hot in this kitchen, don't you think?”

She nuzzled her cheek against mine. “It's perfect to me.”

Life is pretty fucking good right now. “Don't mind me.” I backed away and slid my cock out of my boxers. As I leaned back in, I pushed Elena's panties to the side and teased with the head. My perfect little fuck doll didn't mind a bit as I pushed inside her, now or whenever.


BIMBO CODE 5:

ROUGH LIMIT

I had been lying low since Elena moved in. We had made all of two trips outside of the apartment since Reverend Boyce's sermon. I hadn't told her about it, thinking it would be best if Elena could leave her past life completely behind.

Lounging around the house and having my way with her was fun and all, but I knew the savings I had built up would be wiped out after I replaced my car with a definite upgrade. And I'm not even getting paid for fucking her unless I knock her up. I didn't have it in the cards for her anyway, no matter how much Elena begged for it.

The only odd thing was her reaction to music, or any other bit of culture, that wasn't based around religion. Listening to internet streams that weren't controlled by her parents or ex blew her mind. Elena was naïve enough that navigating the outside world without me would be dangerous.

Elena was perched on one of the bar stools, her left foot pulled onto the seat as she painted her toenails a milky pink. The habits of keeping herself looking flawless at all times and taking care of food was payment enough, especially since I had free use of Elena's body any time I pleased.

It's time to tell her, though. She had asked how I made my living. Waving the question away worked the first time, but having to project my will to shut her up started wearing on me.

I poured a glass of water out of the fridge. Elena didn't pay me any attention as I took a sip and placed the glass down behind her on the bar.

She took a moment to finish a toe and looked back at me. “You're awfully quiet.”

“If I tell you what my job is, you probably wouldn't believe me.”

“That was sudden.” Her shoulders rose as she continued. “I'm sure there's a good reason you've got money. Nobody can drop a few thousand on a stranger without providing something people want.”

Not sure I'd go with 'something people want,' but whatever. “Have you heard of a company called GeneFactor?”

Elena abandoned the nail polish and spun around to face me. She shook her head and then asked, “What do they do?”

“To be honest, I'm not completely sure myself. The only thing I do know is that they pay me well for what I do for them.”

“And that is?” She rested her hands and elbows on the counter top, her shoulders squared at attention as she leaned forward.

“I guess the best way to put it is...” The description on the tip of my tongue was right on the nose, but damn is it hard to get out. “I'm a sperm donor.”

Elena's head shot back. “No.” She frowned and narrowed her eyes. “What's your real job?”

I reached for my glass and took another sip. “Have you seen me go to an office or anything since we met?”

“You own stock in them or something.”

My hands gripped the other side of the bar as I leaned toward her. “I get five thousand every time I make a donation. Hold on while I get something.”

I had kept the binder tucked away under the bed, hidden in a tote full of random bachelor junk and notebooks from college that should have been thrown out years ago. I got in there and bent down, sliding the bin out and opening the lid. It felt thicker than I remembered, even though I had used and emailed snapshots of a little more than twenty of the forms inside.

Tucking the binder under my arm, I got back to Elena. “Here, read through this.” I sat the binder on the stool next to her. “It's basically my job manual.”

She had started on the other foot, but the pinky toe she had already finished would be long dry before she would get to the rest. “You need all of this to tell you how to jerk in a cup?” She hadn't started cussing from being around me just yet, but 'jerk in a cup' was a definite landmark for her.

“There's more to it than that, but it explains the medication I have to take as well.”

She put the cap back on the nail polish and put the tome on the counter. She flipped open the cover, seeing the red 'confidential' stamp on the first page. “GeneFactor Human Optimization Program,” she read, “The viewing of all contents contained herein requires signature of non-disclosure form 189-C.”

“It's not like they'll know if you read it.” The whole explanation reminded me that Cynthia had called and wanted to see me that afternoon. I looked at the ornate clock I had bought and hung on the wall. Ten minutes late already. I gave Elena a pat on the hand and rushed toward the door. “I've gotta run out for a few hours. Go ahead and read some of that.”

Whether Elena would still be there after reading it, I didn't know.


My ride slowed down as it got close to GeneFactor's office. The driver made the final turn and asked, “On the right or the left? My GPS doesn't recognize the place.”

“Left.” I saw a news van from WKNF parked on the street. “What the hell is this?”

“Don't know man,” the driver was ready to boot me out to pick up his next fare. “Maybe I'll drive you back home later.”

The Prius came to a halt. “Yeah, maybe later,” I said as I got out, never taking my eyes off the van and the broadcast dish up top.

What kind of fresh hell is this? I crossed the street and slid between parked cars, walking as fast as I could toward the door.

The practiced voice of a small-market reporter rang out. “Excuse me, sir?” It got louder. “Sir?”

Heels clacked faster behind me as I picked up the pace. Don't even turn around, just get inside. I had my fingers on the handle when I saw the microphone shoot in front of my face.

“Can you tell us what GeneFactor does, and why it's funding comes from undisclosed sources overseas?”

I looked over, the brunette in front of me almost knocking me over, both with questions and the way she looked. The lone cameraman had the usual neckbeard you see on those guys. I turned back around, knowing better than to say a word.

The door closed behind me and I made a few steps into the lobby. The sound of the lock clasping shut made me turn around. Dr. Clare took her fingers off the knob. She had been right inside the entry the whole time.

She tipped her glasses down like I expected her to. “You're late.”

“I had to catch a ride. I totaled my car last week.”

Dr. Clare power-walked past and then ahead of me. “Come on, we need to talk about something.”

“I think I can guess what.”

I followed Dr. Clare into the same unnaturally bright hallway, “Yes, I'm pregnant, but that's not the issue.” She passed by her office and the exam rooms. I watched her punch some numbers into a keypad on a door on the right, and then I heard it beep. “What you're about to hear can't leave this building.”

Fuck, another one of these hallways? It led to a single door at the end, paintings hanging one each side of the passage. I recognized Prometheus Brings Fire to Mankind from an art history elective several years back, but the rest of them were new to me. Lots of gods and deities in them though.

Dr. Clare stopped me right before we went in. “Don't make yourself out like even more of an idiot than you've already been.”

Am I in trouble or something? She led me in, sticking behind me this time.

Solid wood wainscoting and marble adorned the entire room. A single desk sat in the middle, flanked by an entire wall of books. But nobody was there.

“Where the hell is he? That man's just as unreliable as you are, Grant.”

“What man?”

“Just sit, I'll go find him.” She left into a passage off to the side.

The studded leather of a black baxton armchair squeaked under me. I guess he's higher up the totem pole. At the very least, I was damn glad I hadn't risked bringing Elena with me.

I sat there for a while, twiddling my thumbs and staring at the antique globe to the right of the desk. The lack of shine and the hilariously inaccurate shape of anything that wasn't Europe told me it was centuries old. Whoever this guy was, he could certainly afford to pay me what he had.

I finally heard Dr. Clare's voice again. She was quiet and a bit away, but definitely getting closer. It went from murmuring to something I could make out. “What do they know so far?”

An Australian accent was right there with her. “Only enough to be irritating.”

“It's still a mess we need to contain.”

“Right, but it's not an emergency, yet.”

He entered first, his white button-down looking like it had never seen an iron. Brown cargo shorts and dock shoes made him kinda hard to take seriously, right along with his shaved head. Dr. Clare was right behind him, holding a folder she didn't have before.

The guy looked at me as he neared his desk. “I hear you put an ankle-biter in the good doctor here. I got a laugh out of that one.” He didn't sound like the rural, different kind of redneck stereotype exactly. He seemed classy in that 'I'm so rich I give no fucks' way, despite his outfit. He was off to a decent start with me, either way.

I grinned and took the hand he offered, doing that weird ritual men do where we see who can grip the hardest. It was roughly a tie. “Grant Jensen, sir.”

“No need for all that. I'm Janus Rickard.” We finally let go of each other. “I run this little outfit, and I sign off on your checks.”

“I remember the name from the guidebook.”

He got behind his desk and leaned back in his chair. “I know you read it, because you haven't missed the mark yet.”

“Then what's this all about?” I watched Dr. Clare sit in the chair next to mine, her legs crossed and hands covering the folder in her lap.

Janus put a foot on the edge of his desk and started twirling a pen. “Word is someone's gotten wise as to what we're doing. It's being chalked up a conspiracy nutter right now, but we can't let anymore leak out.”

“In other words,” Dr. Clare interjected, “keep your mouth shut.”

The head honcho grinned at me and said, “Unlike Cynthia's legs there, right mate?”

He's alright. “Anything else I should know?”

Dr. Clare's irritation didn't hide itself. “There's a matter Dr. Rickard wants to discuss, but he won't let me know what it is.” She got up and handed me the folder. “Your eyes and ears only.”

It didn't have much weight to it, but seeing Elena Roberts on the tab jump-started my pulse. Dr. Clare left with a slam of the door.

“Moody little bitch, isn't she?” Janus relaxed even more. “I should'a figured our first Donor would nail her.”

“She did tell me to experiment.” I tried to keep from staring at Elena's file, giving in and just asking. “What's this file on Elena?” I opened it. What looked like a few surveillance photos sat on top.

Janus nodded toward me. “She's stuck around your place a bit. Care to tell me why?”

“There's nowhere else she can go.”

“After that preacherman saw you shagging his woman, it's no wonder.” He paused to smile, “Good catch, though.”

“So what about her?”

He pulled his foot off the desk and leaned forward. “Be careful around these people. Travis Boyce isn't one to go about fucking with.”

“You know him?”

Janus got serious. “I know enough. Just because he's a man of God doesn't mean he'll turn the other cheek. He'll be out for blood, whether it's from you or her.”

I believed it. The way he screamed at Elena over the phone, plus all those blind ass-kissers ready to serve him hand and foot was all I needed to know. “What do you suggest?”

“Do you love this girl? You haven't turned in a report on her yet.”

“I just met her last week. Of course not.”

“You put her in this mess, so you may as well act like it, for her sake.” Janus narrowed his eyes at me. “It'd be shitty of you to dump all the consequences on the girl.”

“We'll lay low, then.”

“Good answer. Doing the right thing won't hurt you around here.” He reached down to pull his phone out of a cargo pocket. “Take an advance on ten grand, travel for a bit, then come back when the heat's down. You can still do your job, no matter where you end up.” Janus tapped the screen a few times with his thumb. “There, it'll be in your account by the time you leave here, but you've got to work it off.”

“Thanks,” I didn't know what to make of it, “I guess.”

“Besides, if you've got hundreds of kids with the same father running around the place, in twenty years they'll start inbreeding each other.”

“I signed a lease on my apartment less than a month ago.” I ran the numbers I remembered from the contract through my head. “It'll fuck me hard.”

Janus laughed at me for a moment. “You can claim it as an office and write it off as a business expense, you know?” He looked at me like I should have already known this. “When the revenuers come knocking, I get someone to replace the bed in my condo with a desk, and I'm peachy keen.”

I really wanted to quiz the guy about the tax cheats of the rich and famous after that. “Give me a few days, and we'll be gone until everything dies down.”

“Just in case that reporter's connected to Reverend Boyce somehow, I'd be scooting tonight.” Janus bent over and opened a drawer. “You pull one thread, it's fine. But if it's connected to another, the whole damn thing unravels.”

“I gotcha.”

“And here,” he chucked a massive pill bottle at me, landing right in my hands. “Three months of Patrem Delta. We'll overnight more to wherever you are when these run out.”

I got up, ready to figure out exactly where the hell I'd run with Elena. “By the way, Mr. Rickard, this is the best damn job I've ever had. Thanks.”

“I put something I've been researching myself in that folder as well. It might come in handy later.” Just as I was leaving, he shouted, “And you're a lucky bastard, that's for sure.”


I stopped before entering the apartment. She might still be here, she might not. Janus's warning had me urging my driver to hurry up. The news van was gone when I left, but I had kept looking behind me, suspecting any car that stuck around for more than a few traffic lights or stop signs. It had proven more than I rationally needed to do, but I took Rickard's warning at face value.

My keys jangled as I looked back toward the elevator one last time. Nothing. I gathered myself and turned the lock, not knowing how Elena would have taken the news.

I walked in and realized I still had her file in my hand. She wasn't around, the whole place still and silent as a crypt. Shit.

“Elena?” The binder was still on the counter top, flipped to about halfway through. I tossed her folder and the cache of Patrem Delta on top of it, just another log on the fire. “Hey, you here?” She hadn't left a note anywhere obvious.

My pace quickened toward the bedroom. Fuck, fuck, fuck! The door was wide open, the bed a mess from the fun we'd had earlier. I almost prayed that it wasn't our last time.

Only one room left, but now she didn't mind at all when I walked in on her. I put my ear against the door and heard water running. Damn, she scared the shit out of me.

I reached my hand out to go in, then I heard a knock to my left that made me jump. “Who the fuck is this?” I got back to the front door and looked through the peep hole. This bitch again?

The same reporter from out in front of GeneFactor stood there, a moleskin notebook clutched in her hands. If she weren't so irritating and dangerous to me, I'd have already had that navy blue pencil skirt and blazer on my floor. She let loose with more knocking. “Mr. Jensen, Brooke Harwel, WKNF.” She gave it a second. “I'd like to speak with you.”

“Go away, it's none of your business.”

An eye stared back through the hole, blue as the clear sky. “What is the connection between GeneFactor, yourself, and Elena Roberts?”

I waited and made sure nobody else was around her when she backed off. Coast is clear, other than her. I unlocked the door and slowly opened it.

“Thank you.” Brooke straightened up and pulled a tape recorder out. I grabbed her wrist and yanked her inside.

She tried to speak, but her back was against the door, shoulders pinned back with both my hands. “Who sent you?”

“Sir, I just want to know the connection.”

I reached down and snatched the recorder from her hand. Easing off, I said, “Come, sit down.” I pulled the battery cover off, letting the double-A's fall and then roll across the floor. “I'm holding onto this until you leave, and you'd better think fast.” I felt Brooke squirm against my grip. “Tell me what you know.”

She blinked too fast for my liking. “Nothing more than what you'll tell me.”

A ball of fire lit behind my forehead. Do what I say and tell me.

Brooke tried looking away, giving in and putting her eyes on mine. “Reverend Boyce has contacts everywhere in this town. He knows your address, and he can see your bank account.”

Fuck. “So what doesn't he know?”

She tried to drop down, the only way out of the hold. “Who pulls the strings at GeneFactor, and what you do for them.”

That crazy Aussie bastard knew more than he let on. I lowered myself and put my eyes within inches of her own. “What's his next move?”

“Local police, welfare check.” Brooke gulped a bucket of frogs down her throat. “They're taking her away, claiming you held Elena against her will.”

That son of a bitch. “What time?”

“Midnight.”

I looked back at the wall clock. Hours from now. So much for bothering with getting Elena a passport or any other kind of document Boyce didn't control. Her not having an ID meant we couldn't even board a flight.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It's for her. You know what to get.”

She looked at me, her forehead wrinkling as she got up. “Why does she get it?”

“We'll set her free, just like you.” I leaned in as she passed by, “But she won't stay with us, I promise.”

It brought a smile to Elena's face. “Good.”

I gave her pert ass a tap for good measure. “Hurry up, I'll need your help.”

Brooke had put her hands on a knee. “So, Grant, do you just order her around like that all the time?”

“Is it any different from what Boyce did to her?” I half-winked my right eye at her, thinking about how I should break the news. Pulling the wand from behind my back, I placed it on the end table next to Brooke.

Her nose curled as she stared at it. “At least with him, she had self-respect.”

“What you call self-respect, I call shame.” I bent down to eye level, staring Brooke right in the face. “You'll be the same way,” I raised the corners of my mouth, “and I'll make you know what's going on.”

Brooke tossed her hair to the side with a wave of her head. “And how's that? You can't make me do anything to stray from God.”

“Keep thinking that.”

Elena had just returned. She handed me the four wide velcro straps. Her hands lingered near mine.

I looked directly at Brooke. “Now, stand up.”

“You can't order me around like her.” Her face contorted into a smug bitch face.

I pointed at the floor between the ottoman and her. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “I said now.”

Brooke rose, her eyes darting between myself and Elena. “What kind of trick is this?” She was upright and hadn't figured the game out yet. “I'm leaving.”

“Sit on the ottoman and do what either of us tell you.” I guided her down by the shoulders, just a couple of feet from where she sat before. I got in her face and had emphasis on every syllable, “Do you understand?”

“No.”

“You will. Hell, I'll tell you everything.” I motioned for Elena to grab the wand from the end table. “Take your blazer and your shirt off.”

Brooke slid her arms out of the jacket, her eyes widening more as she started on the buttons of her shirt. She looked up at me as she worked halfway down. “What have you done to her?”

“What I'm doing to you,” I slid the white cotton off her shoulders, “but I was a lot nicer with Elena.”

“I'd never be your whore.” The pale green and black lace of her bra complimented her well as Brooke pulled her arms out of the sleeves.

I placed both hands under her breasts, judging the heft. Nice. We locked eyes as I said, “You won't be my whore, but you will be one. If that's the one kind of woman you hate more than any other, I can't think of a better favor I could do for you.”

She spit a wet streak across my face. “You're a lunatic.”

“Kettle, meet pot.” I put a finger on her waist. “Now take off everything beneath this point.”

Brooke's glare could have killed a man as her hands went under the waistband of her skirt. “Why can't I stop?”

I watched it slide past her knees. “You should worry more about how far I'll go, and how much you'll like it.”

Her heels came off with the skirt. Sitting pretty in bra and panties, Brooke stared back up at me. “Boyce will ruin you for this.”

A dull pain spread across my forehead. “Shut up.” I smiled as all the emotion left her mouth, diverting to make her eyes even more expressive. I looked over at Elena, “You get to use Mr. Shaky this time.” You know, named for how it always left her. She was adorable like that sometimes.

Elena's eyes lit up like fireworks, her face beaming. “But on her?”

Brooke couldn't have opened her eyes wider or put her brows further up her face. Her body had stopped all resistance by the time I guided her onto her back. I strapped her wrists to the legs of the ottoman and told Elena, “Go ahead.”

My favorite had leaned close to her friend, thinking she whispered where I couldn't hear. “I won't tell him, but time out is my favorite.”

I already knew it. As I moved around and had a strap around the first ankle, the wand buzzed to life. Elena scooted in beside me as I got the last strap locked in.

Brooke let out a nervous whimper. Her body had one last gasp of resistance as she squirmed, pinned down like she was on a specimen board. I stood and watched the tip brush against the front of her panties, her voice cracking out a desperate groan.

Elena looked up at me in her nude glory, on her knees and leaning over the nutjob reporter. “Am I doing it right?”

I met stares with Brooke, but kept my words toward Elena. “That's the lowest setting. Move it up a notch every once in a while and push it harder against her every time.” I crouched down next to our new toy. “And don't stop until I tell you.”

She did as told, getting up to setting two of ten. “And Grant, I read about what you do.”

“Explain to Brooke what that is.”

Her head bent sideways until I nodded her on. Elena looked at Brooke. “He makes a living by putting babies in women.” She gave me a concerned look, “I think in the bad way.”

“You know we don't judge in this house, Elena.” I sat on my rear behind Brooke's head and reached over to rub my hand on Elena's cheek. “Time out.”

“But she's already in it.”

I had always had a mean streak a yard wide, and a sexually twisted one that stretched a football field. “She can take care of you.”

“You mean...” That innocent look made me want to facefuck her right then and there, like, brutally. “That's what those evil women who hate men do to each other.” Maybe later on that facefucking.

“They're not evil, and I do that to you sometimes.” I looked down at Brooke and grinned like a Cheshire Cat during a bad acid trip. “Don't you agree?”

“If you say it's not bad, I can try it.” She hesitated before standing up, her perfect body and that oversized vibrator in her hand looking like a shot out of a porno I'd have blown it to. “Does Brooke want to?”

I stared back down. Say, 'please.' “Why don't you ask her.” Our stare at each other never broke, my smile getting even wider. I finally stopped and got out of Elena's way as she stood in my spot.

She looked down. “Is it okay? Do you want to?”

Brooke's eyes said the exact opposite, but her lips parted with a perfectly nice, “Please.”

Elena looked at me, giddy about it now. She lowered herself, the pussy I'd stolen from the reverend hovering above Brooke's face. Elena reapplied the wand and dropped the last bit.

Make her come when you do, or you're going with us when we ditch this place. I took a seat on the couch, my arms spread against the top of the back cushions. The only thing that would have made the show better would have been a cold beer and some buddies to watch with me.

But spectating wasn't my purpose. I waited until the stimulation got to a level I thought matched the paper's description. Elena and Brooke gasped as I heard the wand ramp up to setting three.

“I've got some instructions you'll follow when you leave here.”

Their bodies almost melted together, skin getting pinker.

“Abandon the church and leave GeneFactor alone.”

Elena's head rolled on her shoulders as she gripped Brooke's left thigh with her free hand. I barely heard the lapping sound between Elena's thighs over the dull buzz. She cranked it to level four.

“In fact, I want you to investigate Reverend Boyce.” I bent an elbow and inched a finger toward my lips. This was going lightyears past hot. “Your new mission in life is to bring him down in flames.”

Number five.

“Start with any connection you know of with city officials. Don't stop until he's broke and in jail.”

Brooke writhed as much as she could. She was keeping pace with Elena, the slow ramp-up torturing both of them.

“And now about you.”

Six pushed against her boundary.

“After tonight, you'll be the biggest slut you know.”

The seventh notch had my cock throbbing.

“Nobody and no act is too low for you. And you'll fucking love it.” My parting gift to the city I'd grown up in.

Elena started moaning hard, forcing the head against Brooke's panties like she was trying to put it inside her as eight hit.

“But you'll have to slow down after a month or two.” I leaned in. “For about a year. You'll know why by the time we're done with you.”

Number nine had Brooke fighting against her restraints. She screamed along with Elena, my personal playmate's cunt muffling her voice.

“In fact, keep it low profile with your family members, especially the new ones.”

The highest setting roared between Brooke's thighs. Both of them wailed and tensed up. Their bodies quivered like tuning forks.

“Now, come your brains out, both of you.”

Oh, what a glorious sight to behold. Elena knew how I expressed mercy when I edged her with that thing. She dropped it on the floor, leaving Mr. Shaky to skitter in random directions, as her entire body rocked.

Brooke fought against the straps even more, climaxing like she had been possessed by the coolest demon ever. Their bodies rocked together, blushing all over.

I unzipped my pants, letting my cock out before it popped the button right off the damn things. I stood up and patted Elena on the shoulder as her tremors subsided a little. “Did you like it?”

She didn't say a word. The second she looked at me, her lips pursed around my shaft in gratitude. Her hips ground against Brooke, pleading for her to start again as she took me in to the hilt.

“Easy, champ.” I caressed her cheek and brushed the drying hair out of her face. “You know I've got a job to do here.” My dick popped out of her mouth, bobbing up and down from how fast she backed away.

Her voice was uneven with the echos of climax. “You mean, with her?”

“She fits the profile you read about, just like you.”

Elena slid to the floor on the other side of Brooke. She had her legs splayed out, sitting frog-style. Her bottom lip stuck out as her head dropped. “But I want it.”

“I'm saving you...” I searched my brain for a plan that didn't exist. I came up with nothing.

“For marriage.” She looked back up and cocked her head to the side, smiling with her perfect teeth.

Whoa there! But if I told her otherwise, the split in her heart would have broken the poor girl in two. I tried pulling any response out of my mind like I was wringing a washcloth.

“I knew it, that's why you won't have a baby with me yet.”

Enough of the spell had worn off on Brooke from all that reprogramming. “You sick fuck.” She still had her attitude and opinion of me intact.

Elena stared at Brooke, and then back at me. The questions in her mind roiled like waves against a rocky beach.

It's fine, I promised Elena, she wants this too, but she's not special to me like you are. Really, Elena just had nowhere else to go other than with me. What the fuck have I just done? Still, she fit what I would have wanted like a perfectly machined screw.

“See, I told you he's good to me.”

Brooke rolled her eyes, stopping when they met me. “Well, what are you waiting for?” One corner of her mouth lifted and her eyebrows lowered. “I guess I found out what GeneFactor does.”

“You got it.” I unbuttoned my pants and stepped out of my shoes. As I lifted my shirt over my head, I added, “But you don't know why they chose me.”

“Highest bidder is my guess.” Brooke had stopped pulling against the straps.

“They tested a lot of guys to find someone with no genetic markers for disease, and a baseline of mental and physical traits they still won't share with me.” I pulled the socks off my feet and stood to drop my boxers. “I ended up being the lucky bastard.”

Elena cut in. “It would have made me really mad a week ago,” she clasped her hands between her breasts, “but I think it's an honor to be the one he's saving for himself.”

“For some reason, I want to do what you told me to,” Brooke stared daggers at me as I ripped the velcro from around an ankle, “but if you hurt her, I'll go after you even harder than Boyce.”

I knew she meant every word. Hell, I downright respected her for that. “Fair enough.”

“I'm serious, don't even think about it.”

It hadn't even crossed my mind. “Trust me, when I'm ready to settle down,” I looked at Elena's beaming smile and felt something click into place inside my head, “I couldn't find a better girl to join me.” Hey, it was an honest statement.

Brooke looked back at me as I got behind her to free her wrists. “The fact that you looked her in the eyes when you said it,” the strap marks were deep on her, “tells me you're not lying.” She leaned up as soon as I freed her completely. “A reporter can smell bullshit, and Travis's sermon did piss me off, as Elena's friend.”

“You're not half-bad.” All three of us stood, but I didn't plan on staying vertical long. I looked at Elena, “There's duct tape in the junk drawer. Far left one in the kitchen. Can you get it for me?”

She was perky and enthusiastic as always. “Uh-huh!”

“You know,” Brooke stepped a little closer, “I never thought I'd see her this happy away from Travis.” Brooke put her fingers in the waistband of her panties, sliding them to mid-thigh until they dropped on their own. “He was the center of her universe ever since her family joined Unity Baptist five years ago.”

I felt like something about that church preached cleanliness in a way that heavily implied a daily shave. My voice barely registered, even to me, as I leaned into Brooke's ear. “So he went after her when she was pretty young.”

“Yeah,” Brooke cupped a hand around my ear, “the deacons weren't too fond of how close she was to him.” Her voice got even lower, “Until she turned eighteen, and then it was like an eleventh Commandment to them.”

“That would have made for one hell of a scandal.” I saw Elena grab the roll of tape. “Don't drag her into it when you take Boyce down, alright?”

“Do you really think I would? She's the only truly innocent person I've ever met,” Brooke stuck her hands on her bare hips, “until she ran into you.”

I gave Brooke a playful shove into the couch. The way she crashed backward, begging me to go down with her had me beyond ready to go. “You're doing this of your own free will at this point.”

“Maybe.”

Elena got back to us, sitting the tape on the ottoman and looking down at her friend. “Should I watch?”

“For now, but you still owe me a time out.”

It was the fakest frown I'd ever seen. “But I wanna help.”

Really? “Alright, but you can't get too jealous.”

“What should I do?”

Holy fuck, I should have figured it'd fry her brain. “Do that thing I like.”

“Which one?”

It was a great question. “You know,” I tried to narrow it down to a single option, “the one where you play with yourself until I give up and take over.” Elena had tempted me into plowing her using that tactic earlier in the day.

She leaned over and picked up the wand. “Can I use this?”

Fuck, yes! I grinned as I put my knees between Brooke's legs on the couch. “Knock yourself out.”

“What have you done to her, exactly?” Brooke grabbed my waist and pulled me down to her. “You don't have her wrapped around your finger,” Brooke arched her back as her hips inched toward my tip, “she's wrapped around your prick.”

Brooke didn't need the whole story. “I set her free, and that's all I can say.”

Elena crashed into the sofa chair, ready to go at herself with the wand. She looked at me as I inched my shaft to Brooke's slit. Our little blonde spectator buzzed the wand back to life, rocking her head back as soon as it made contact with her.

My cock dove right in, pushing into Brooke like she had invited me. Her cunt was almost too ready. “Take your bra off.”

“Why?”

A little weird she's defensive about leaving that on. “Don't ask. Do it already.”

She let it drop on the floor beside us. I looked at Elena. “Hand it to me.” My tip pushed hard against Brooke's depths, making sure she wouldn't try anything.

She kept the toy against her clit as she slid down the chair, just within reach of it. Elena picked it up by the padding. “Grant, there's something hard in the cup.”

I opened my hand toward her. “Come on, now.”

Brooke gave one last attempt at hiding something, bracing her hands and pushing against my chest. It led me even deeper, the full limit of her slit matching my length.

I wrapped one arm around Brooke's waist and used the other to catch the bra. I delved into the fabric, feeling a solid line of under the stitching. “Elena, get a knife and cut this thing open.” The little bitch...

Brooke shot her head back at Elena. “I hid a wire in it, if that's what you're wondering.” She gazed back at me. “What? That bra's expensive.”

I gave her a punishing thrust. “So who's listening?”

“The cameraman.” Her eyes rolled back in her head a bit. “Mike, I know your jerking it in the van right now.”

“Elena, throw that thing in the bathroom and shut the door,” she was already turning to do it, “then come over here.” I pulled out of Brooke and sat up. “I knew you were keeping it on for a reason.”

“You know I don't plan on doing anything to help Boyce.”

I made sure Elena had gotten the wire out of audible range. “Offer that damn neckbeard a blowjob in exchange for letting you destroy everything you have on us or GeneFactor.”

“He wouldn't dream of turning it down.”

I pulled Brooke up with me and then grabbed the duct tape. Elena had just gotten back to us, standing right next to me. I gave her a quick pat on the ass, my hand lingering for a healthy grope. “Elena, do you know what the tape is for?” My plans for time out had changed.

“Because both of us have been bad?”

“That's right. I want both of you to stand right next to each other and face the wall.” The rip of tape coming off the roll filled the room as I sat down. I wrapped the first stretch against Elena's wrists.

She didn't try fighting back as I looped it around several times. Her fingers danced as she tried to keep from bouncing. I'd see to her too, but as I ripped the tape and made a few wraps between her wrists to keep it secure, she tried sitting in my lap.

“Elena, go sit in the chair again.”

Her shoulders dropped with her head. She turned to sit, looking at me like I had just pulled her heart out and thrown it in the trash. “But I want it.”

I'll have to give her a mascara-streaking fuck or seven after all this settles down. “Wait there.”

Brooke wasn't nearly as willing, putting a feeble effort into resisting. I popped a stinging handprint into her ass, settling her down just enough to keep me happy. I even used double the tape on her, just in case.

“Now, you sit down too.”

She crashed down next to me. “What kind of game is this?”

“Both of you want something, but only one of you can get it.”

Brooke leaned into my ear. “I know you're having fun by giving her hope, but that's just mean.”

I didn't bother making sure Elena couldn't hear me. “Maybe she'll end up winning.” I made sure I had locked eyes with Brooke. “You never know.”

She pouted a little and stopped acting like she didn't want it. “But you were inside me all of fifteen seconds.”

I ignored her, standing up and taking a few steps toward Elena. Picking the wand up out of the floor, I said, “If you last long enough, I might let you win.”

Her posture shot right up. “What do you mean?”

“You'll see.” I pushed her back and stuck the wand against her cunt. A few pieces of tape held it tight against her stomach and her pearl as I turned it all the way to ten. “Good luck.” A final piece went over her mouth as Elena whimpered and drew her knees against her breasts.

“You'll knock her out with that.” Brooke had stood back up, her hands still behind her back.

I stepped to the side and forced her against the arm of Elena's chair. Without saying a word, I got behind Brooke and took hold of her bonds like a handle. My tip prodded against her folds, ready to go.

Elena had curled all the way into a ball, Brooke's face against hers. She tried to scream through the tape, all to no avail.

If it gets to be too much for her, I'll step in. But I wanted to see how far Elena would go to get what she wanted more than anything. I knew it would make the time when I finally grant her wish all the better.

Brooke had tensed herself up, expecting me to rip against her any second. Her fingers tried wrapping around my forearms.

I slammed in like I was trying to spit-roast her. Both of them turned to whimpering messes as soon as I started the merciless fucking.

Her cunt took me in, trying to squeeze tight against my shaft and keep me in the furthest depths. I won out and slid back each time. Brooke was just too wet and I had ramped it up too hard, crashing my hips against her ass like I owned it. And at least for the moment, I did.

Elena was already at her limit, not knowing that she couldn't come until the vibrations stopped. Her toes and legs had curled as far as she could get them as she rolled onto her side. I watched her head shake, the tape holding back a racket that would have had the cops even sooner than Boyce's shitty move.

Brooke wasn't faring much better. I kept hold of the tape in one hand, grabbing a fistful of her long hair with the other. Her head jerked back as I pulled, using both grips to help me pay back all the hell she had caused so far.

I had both of them ready to climax as soon as the torture of too much pleasure stopped. It felt like I was taking all the air in the room into my lungs as I kept it up.

Brooke's fingernails dug into my wrists as I gave her my last reserve. Her cunt pulsed in tune with every ram and brutal draw. You wouldn't believe how wet and hot she felt, pinned against the chair and arched back as her friend's body shook below.

My cock pulled out of her with no warning. The cruelty of it came out as she screamed, “Fuck!” Brooke fell forward as I let go of her, face buried against Elena's side as her entire body quaked. Her hands balled into fists against her back, Brooke screaming against Elena as she fought her own hopeless battle to climax.

I stood back and admired what I had just caused. My dick was still ready to go, but I knew Elena was getting close to physically breaking.

Brooke slid back down the arm of the sofa chair, ending up on her knees. Her ragged breath and the hair over her face was too much to resist. I grabbed the back of her head and jammed myself to the back of her throat.

She tried crying out as I gave her mouth just as much punishment. I gave it until I knew she had gotten the point. Brooke still owed me, even if she was on my side now.

It was time for Elena's punishment to hit. I pushed Brooke's forehead back, leaving her gasping as a line of spittle dribbled down her chin. Elena would get some amount of mercy, but Brooke still had it coming.

I bent over the chair and kissed Elena on the forehead. It felt way too hot against my lips. Putting my arms under her, I lifted her up and walked her over to the couch.

Her legs never straightened as I laid her down. I looked over at Brooke, “You gotta get over here and watch this.” I'm sure neither one of them could have imagined ever being in this situation together before they met me.

Brooke stood over Elena, right next to me. She was still panting as she said, “Holy shit.” Brooke took a few more breaths. “I cant even imagine how hard she'll come.”

I got on my knees, pointing my shaft toward her buzzing cunt. It took me in with greed, Elena mewling as I pushed as far into her as I could. I kept myself planted inside her, the inside so wet and ready it was like I had stuck my dick under a running faucet.

Forcing Elena's thighs apart was like spreading a bear trap. I pushed my shoulders between her calves and pulled the top layer of duct tape away. The wand stopped vibrating against her stomach as I freed that end of it, putting it all into her pussy instead of wasting some of the force against her torso.

“You ready to see some crazy shit?” I hadn't been this cruel with forcing an orgasm with any Prime Recipients so far. I pulled the strip from her mouth and then cradled Elena's jaw with one hand, watching her lips open as no sound came out. I started lifting one end of the last piece of tape with the other. I finally gave it a quick rip, freeing Elena from that electric motor hell.

Her entire body went spastic. Every muscle in her body reversed, the contracted ones releasing, the relaxed ones tensing up in the fury of one incredible orgasm. I felt a wet rush shoot from her cunt as it squeezed and released my shaft over and over at a break-neck pace.

“I'll have to get my husband to make me squirt like that.” Brooke leaned her breasts against my back, her chin resting on my left shoulder. “Just look at her.”

Elena's walls almost set me off without any in-and-out action going on. Her voice finally came back in a squeal that should have broken glass. Her feet planted against the cushions, raising her Elena's hips and giving my shaft a new angle inside her.

Damn, I could just let go and knock her up right now. Just a few thrusts would have done the job. Elena's slick walls begged for it, massaging my length until I felt that rush in my sac.

It felt like a piece of my soul got left behind when I pulled out. I knew better. Still, the way Elena almost sobbed through the end of it tempted me to give in like I was a fat kid at a bake sale.

I leaned the side of my head against Brooke's. “I didn't know you were married.”

“Wearing a ring makes a lot of men lose interest, and making them think I might fuck them works wonders for getting them to talk.”

I looked back down at Elena, her jaw shivering as she fought to breathe. “That was fucking beautiful.”

“Thanks for not coming in her. God, watching her almost made me go off.” Brooke leaned back.

I followed, standing up to see her reclined against the back cushions. Elena's legs had moved into Brooke's lap as I gave myself a few strokes. “Elena,” her eyes finally opened and looked up at me, the side of her face against the upholstery and those cherry lips still open. “You don't know how close I got just now.”

Her voice was weak, “Then why didn't you?”

I smiled at her, my hand still rubbing down my shaft. “I couldn't do that to you.” I felt my own cheeks flush with heat. “Not yet, anyway.”

Elena turned to Brooke. “He always teases like this.”

She was telling the exact truth. The fact that Elena wanted it so desperately made it that much more hellacious to pull out at the last second. I already knew I'd fuck up and give in someday. How could I not?

But I still had business with our reporter friend. “So, is there anything else we need to know?” Brooke was already spreading herself when I got in front of her, that ass hanging off the front edge of the sofa. “I think you owe it to her, if you can't say it for my sake.”

“Travis is hunting you two down, and he knows you get payments from GeneFactor. That's all he knows.”

I didn't bother with politeness. Tossing a throw pillow in the floor and dropping my knees on it, I lunged inside Brooke again. “But what do you know?”

She tried speaking as I started drilling away at her. Brooke's hips tossed and twisted, riding me like I was a human bronco. She almost broke past the delight of it and got some words out.

“For the last time,” I tried hurting her with my cock, putting everything I had into the push. “What do you know?”

“That's it!” She tried to break her arms free. Instead, Brook hugged around my back with her legs.

I stopped and put my hand on her throat, squeezing just enough to get the point across. Of course, all it did was get her going even harder. I pushed down on her waist, making her stop.

“I can't give an answer I don't have.” She started again as soon as I let off her stomach. “Now just fuck me and shut up.”

Ego sum alpha. “Bullshit, you're holding back. Fucking tell me.” Et genua parere. “Now.”

Brooke shifted her waist, throwing me deep inside her. Her lower lip trembled in pace with her thighs.

I pulled out. “You know it'll drive you insane if I don't finish.”

Her eyes got as big as saucers.

“Tell me, and you get what you want.” I pointed to Elena, propped up on the other side of the couch, watching the two of us in all that bound sexiness. “She could suck me off and get what you're after instead.”

Elena scooted herself closer. I reached down for my pants and pulled the Case knife out of my pocket.

She turned around and presented her wrists. I cut her free and closed the knife before dropping it. Elena didn't bother with the tape still around her wrists but no longer binding them together. Her lips pillowed around my tip.

“I'm not joking, she'll do it.”

Elena rocked forward and took me in. Her tongue flittered along the bottom. She moaned with satisfaction as soon as she had me in all the way.

“Alright!” Brooke had defeat written all over her. “I know something that he doesn't.”

I put a hand on the back of Elena's head, tangling her hair in my fingers. I leaned my head back and groaned. Elena tried pushing me even further into her throat.

“Make her stop and I'll tell you.”

My head shook, but I didn't bother looking at Brooke. “You've got until I come,” my hips twitched involuntarily, “and she's doing a great job like she always has.”

Brooke's exhalations were loud enough that I could hear tehm. I cracked my eyes open to see her tits heaving, Brooke's face inches away from Elena's. She finally looked up at me. “Travis does have a secret that could bring him down.”

I felt Elena start working herself back and forth. “And that is?”

“Two things, actually.” She glanced at Elena, the envy on her face dripping like poison. “There's a lot of funny business going on with church funds, but you'll never guess the big one.” She watched Elena pick up the pace and got desperate. “He had a dishonorable discharge for sexual misconduct.”

The muscles in my legs almost gave out when Elena's hands came up to my abs. “Which branch, and when?”

“Army, seven years ago. A subordinate accused him of rape, but he struck a plea bargain during the court martial.” Brooke rested her head against my thigh. “Is that good enough to make her stop?”

Elena shook her head with me still in her, forcing me to suck in a breath. “Yeah.” I guided her head back, gently tugging her hair. Her lips popped off of me. “That was close.”

Brooke smiled as she leaned forward and took over, putting her lips over the side of it and trying to wrap her tongue around my girth.

I took one step back and picked the knife back up. Brooke was free with one stroke of the blade. “Now,” I looked at Elena, “you two have some fun together.”

The shock in Brooke's face could have zapped an elephant. “I'm sorry, but that's too far for me.”

Taking the iron erection in hand, I torqued myself and said, “What a waste, then.”

“Fuck,” she grabbed Elena's hands and rolled back, “but she's doing me.”

I stopped mid-stroke. “That's fine.” Elena already knew how to take it, but she'd have never learned if I didn't let her practice. “I'm sure she can figure it out after getting it from me.” That news about Boyce didn't even faze her. He really is dead to her now.

Elena dove right in, pushing open hands against Brooke's thighs as she dropped to the floor. She leaned into the couch, her face planted on Brooke's slit with the same enthusiasm she had for my cock. It didn't take her long to get her friend humming and twisting at the shoulders.

I started taking care of myself again. Watching Brooke's hands run through Elena's hair would have made for some wonderful porn. Just seeing and listening was enough to bring me right back to finishing myself off.

Elena moved her arm forward, sliding a finger or two inside Brooke, judging by the way her mouth opened. She moved her other hand down on herself. About the time Elena whimpered, she had Brooke panting and slamming her open palms against the couch.

Brooke pushed her shoulders up and crossed her arms just under her breasts. They heaved upward as her head turned sideways. She was hurtling toward the edge already.

I was ready to let it play out, not caring if Brooke's last climax with us came from myself or Elena. My limit was getting close too.

That's when Elena broke away. She ran a hand through her hair and looked at me. “She's ready for you.”

I watched Brooke's eyes plead for it. “Should I give her what she wants?”

Elena grinned and stood up. She brushed her hand against my dick, teasing just like I had taught her to do. “I'll take it if she won't.” She finally giggled and stepped out of the way.

Fuck, I can't wait to come in Elena. I pointed at the other end of the couch and pinched Brooke's jaw between my thumb and middle finger, guiding her to lie down the entire length.

Brooke wrapped her arms around my neck as I lowered on top of her. Her folds were beyond willing and ready, taking me in like it they had a magnetic pull. Her hips rolled, forcing me to bury my face in her shoulder.

“That's it.” Elena bit my earlobe. “She wants it.” I shoved my tip into the furthest reaches of Brooke's cunt.

I crushed myself against the promised land between Brooke's thighs. The sound of her screaming set my ears to ringing. Even Elena's fingernails dancing across my back pushed me further into overdrive, whipping my hips back and forth.

“God, I wish that was me right now.”

I know she did. I reared my head back and screamed, “Fuck!”

Brooke hugged me tight, milking every last drip straight from the tap. When she tugged at my neck and whispered, “He's been snipped,” it made it that much worse.

It's over for her. He'll know.

“But it'll just make him fuck me that much harder.” Brooke pressed her heels against my back, guiding me deep for the last shots. “He's into this kind of thing, but he only lets his best friend fuck me.”

I tried to speak, but my cock twitched with the last of my seed. My throat shuddered with a grunt as I looked up. She had the satisfied look of a cat after eating a salmon filet. I managed to rasp out, “Not my fetish.”

“I know, you'd never let anyone else fuck Elena.” Brooke moaned and leaned her head back. “I can tell by the way you look at her.”

Pushing myself up by my fists and forearms, I huffed and looked down at the girl I'd just conquered. What if she's right?

“But,” she looked back at me, “that's what made me want to help you.” Brooke whimpered as I pulled out of her. She leaned up before I could back away and then whispered. “Stop.”

I did as I was told.

“Travis Boyce isn't his real name. It's Sean Ryan.” She hesitated before finishing. “Don't you dare tell Elena.”

The reason wouldn't be clear to me for a while yet, but when I did learn the full truth, I knew that I was dealing with true evil dressed in preacher's clothing. I whispered back, “Then why did you ever follow him?”

“You know, I'm really not sure.” She backed off and spoke in a normal tone. “Some men just have a way to influence people, I guess. I'm trying to figure out why I ever did, myself.”


Elena and I had crammed what we could into my two suitcases. We had the basics with us, but not much else. Exactly how this would work out or where we were going, I didn't know.

I had found Janus's personal cell number written on the back of his paper under a scrawled 'Call when you find this.' He had picked us up in a black Navigator, demanding that we leave out the back door of our apartment building.

After filling him in on how Brooke spilled the beans and had turned on Boyce, his mood gradually changed from panic. By the time he had driven us to the Amtrak station close the edge of the city, he seemed proud. “You two travel for a while. I'll get back in touch once I find out how much this will hurt our mate Boyce.”

“So where the hell are we going? You said you already reserved our tickets.”

“Yeah, last train out of the station today. You'll be in Chicago by morning. Where you go from there is up to you.”

I had no idea where their tracks went. Turns out, the damn things were spread all over the continuous United States. “Thanks, and I'll send my new bank information as soon as I get something set up.”

“If the bastard's tracking your account, you'll need this if you plan on staying anywhere that isn't a park bench.” Janus handed me a card marked for GeneFactor's business account. “You use that for anything after you get a new account, and I'll skin you.”

“Fair enough.” I looked back at Elena in the midrow seat, knowing she didn't want to leave. It was the second time she'd lost her home and everything she knew in a week. “Listen.”

“Hmm?” She pretended to be happy, but you could see the truth in her eyes.

“We'll be fine. It might do us some good to go places we've never been for a while.”

She faked a smile but kept her hands in her lap. “I know.”

Janus turned into the parking lot and drove toward the unloading canopy for the station. “Best of luck,” he gave me a hard pat on the shoulder as he stopped the Lincoln, “I hear California's a good place to do your work.”

“Maybe.” I started leaning toward the door. Elena got out first and shut the door behind her.

Janus gripped my sleeve. He had one last thing to say before we left. “Hey, you shag a celebrity or two, I'll buy you a beer when you get back.”

The question is, when would we be back?


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM ARC TWO OF BIMBO CODE:

BIMBO TOUR: FIRST LAYOVER

Lydia finally rolled onto her side. She grinned like I had just told her an old enemy died. “Does she really want it that bad?”

I focused my intent. “You want it even worse.”

“Hmm,” her eyes were almost cat-like, “do you really think so?”

“Not really.” I felt the warmth of Elena's mouth wrap around my cock. I caressed behind her ear, letting her know I was pleased. “You're not showing it at all.”

Lydia's smile vanished.

“In fact...” I fought to keep my eyes open and my face straight. Elena had gotten that damn good. “She'll get it if you don't.”

Elena took me all the way in and shook her head. Backing off in an instant, she wrapped her fingers around my base. “Grant,” she looked up at me like a child begging for a puppy, “you know it's all I want.”

“See?”

Lydia was already working on standing. “You can have her any time. Why not me, right here and now?”

Elena was trying to pull me down on top of her. I stood firm and watched Lydia take the belt from my pants. “Then make me want to.” I let Elena win, easing over her and sliding my dick right inside her pussy.

Her legs wrapped tight. Breath like steam hit my ear as Elena whispered, “Don't stop until you fucking come inside me.” A few thrusts was all it took to have her wailing.

I should. In fact, I had convinced myself that this would be the time. My hips pumped with one goal, grinding the length of my shaft against Elena's sheer perfection. She had more than earned it.

Cold leather tensed against my throat. I couldn't resist the pull, lifting off of Elena against my will. I grabbed at the belt and knew Lydia finally meant business.

“I'm sorry, but you can't have it this time.” The tight leather finally released. Lydia crawled onto the bed in front of me, her new weapon still in hand. “Hold still, or it's gonna hurt.”

Now I had reason to want Lydia punished, but I couldn't bring myself to stop her. Elena stared up as Lydia crept both knees next to her ribs. “But—”

Lydia shot a hand down, gripping Elena's cheeks and contorting her mouth. “Shut up and roll over.”

Elena mumbled something unintelligible.

“No, it's mine.” Lydia let go of her mouth. “Put your hands up.”

Holy shit. I didn't mind watching Elena get dominated like this at all. I feel bad for her, but damn this is golden.

Elena finally got bratty. “Grant!” She wiggled in place, trying her damnedest to get away before Lydia could restrain her arms. “It's my turn.”

“Well, you need to prove you want it more than her.”

Lydia had already secured the belt in a loop, tucking the end inside a couple of times to keep it tight. That's when got up and jerked Elena onto her feet. She looked around for a moment, finally settling her gaze on the corner of the bed. “On your knees.”

Elena wasn't the type to really fight back against this sort of thing. She did exactly as ordered, looking up at me like I was supposed to help.

The pink bra on the floor got picked up, wrapping around the belt and getting tied to the right leg at the foot of the bed. Lydia then forced Elena's own tiny panties in her mouth. “You'll fucking watch.”

I knew I'd owe Elena an insane amount of pampering after this was over, but Lydia was just aggressive enough to get me foaming over. Whether she actually wanted it more than Elena, I wasn't sure. All I needed to know was she had won and was already lying back on the bed, one of her thighs draped over Elena's shoulder.

She's asking for the same kind of treatment. I towered over both of them, my dick throbbing at the open invitation to just run with it. No, she's begging for it.

Completely ignoring Elena's attempt at protest, I dove right on top of Lydia. She guided me in, her hands on my ass, pulling me deep and then motioning for me to start thrusting hard. The whimpers started immediately.

“God, he's loving it.” She ran her hands up to my head and through my hair as she let out an evil little giggle. “You know it's killing you.”

Elena sobbed at my side. She couldn't help watching. Something about it finally made me snap.

I forced my hand against Lydia's throat and leaned up. “You,” I clenched my fingers enough to get the point across, “stay right fucking there.”

She tried to speak, but the only thing that changed was the redness of her face. Lydia still wasn't fighting back, but I had plans to change that. To make her question whether she actually wanted it.

The suitcase beckoned again. I left them both and had the front pocket open again. It wasn't ideal, but the charging cord for my laptop would do.

Lydia was still obeying when I got back. She didn't know it yet, but I saw it as a perfect teachable moment for Elena. Of course, Lydia would be the unfortunate test dummy.

“Do you know what I want?” I made sure my stare drove the point home. “Put your hands out.”

She watched my face as the cord wrapped around her wrists. So far, she seemed to want it too.

“Well?”

“I don't know what you mean.”

The cord tightened as I made a quick knot. “You will,” I looked over at Elena and stepped her way, “and she'll help get the point across.” I started undoing the belt around Elena's arms and pulled the sopping wet panties out of her mouth.

Elena was all smiles and sunshine as she stood up. “I thought you were gonna let her be mean to me.” She rubbed at the broad ligature marks on her forearms.

“No, I think you had enough already.”

Lydia kept looking at us, the confusion fading into a realization. “So hurry up and fuck me.”

“Oh I will,” I gave Elena a quick tap on the small of her back, “but why don't you explain to her how this works.”

She already knew her goal would end up in Lydia. “I guess I know what happens.”

“Then fucking tell me!”

I gave Elena a slight push, forcing her to crawl on the bed and snuggle behind Lydia, her arms draping over our guest's shoulders. I couldn't hear it, but one whisper from Elena is all it took.

“There's no way you're serious.” Lydia wasn't exactly fighting against the cord or Elena's embrace. The hesitation in her face, though, told me her heart was beating out of her chest.

“He's serious,” Elena nuzzled their cheeks together, “but it should have been me this time.”

Is she happy to help now? I caught myself staring at Elena. I've totally broken and twisted this girl.

She wasn't done yet. “But you know what?” Elena's hands gripped onto Elena's breasts. “I know if I make him happy enough, he'll have to give it to me someday.” She looked up at me, the pure devotion in her face bordering on creepy.

Lydia finally let it sink in. “What did you do to her?”

“I saved her,” my eyes couldn't stay focused on them, “I think.”

“Grant,” Elena leaned back, pulling Lydia with her, “stop talking and get to it.”

The way Lydia's cunt begged me to return was too much to fight. Something about Elena's rush to get the ball rolling again had rubbed off on me. Why, however, wouldn't dawn on me for a while still.

My shaft was ready, every beat of my pulse surging through it. I put one knee on the bed and bent over Lydia. The lump going down her throat almost made me laugh at her.

Right as I had my tip poised against her entrance, Lydia made her thoughts known. “I don't even think I want a baby.”

Elena hugged her tighter from behind. “Of course you do. He wouldn't have chosen you otherwise.”

Lydia's concern melted away. “You might be right.” Her legs spread, welcoming me back.

Wait, Elena did that? I crashed myself forward, bracing myself up, the tip of my dick mere inches from the goal. Janus either wants to know about this, or he's got some explaining to do if he knows about this.
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