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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.
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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, she wants this.

* * *

Her tongue danced along Brooke's slit. Elena looked up at me, fishing for a compliment. I rubbed my hand against the back of her head. “That's good.” Our guest whimpered harder. “But try harder.”

* * *

They both looked up at me, two pairs of blue eyes begging for me to praise them. Neither of them had come yet. I focused my mind, splitting the intent between both of them. Unacceptable.

* * *

The poor thing shook on her own desk. Elena planted her hands against Brooke's thighs, forcing them apart like the covers of a book. “She's ready for you.”

* * *

“That's it.” Elena bit my earlobe. “She wants it.” I shoved my tip into the furthest reaches of Brooke's cunt. “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. He'll know.

“But it just makes him fuck me that much harder.”


COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM THE SERIES:

HYPNO STUD

I could tell it was becoming too much for her to handle without some sort of emotional breakdown. If it's possible to blue-screen a human being, I'm sure I had her on the verge of it. "But..." Her voice trailed off, knowing the futility of the complaint.

My mind tried to come up with new games to play with my sudden pet. Physical cruelty didn't appeal to me, but the mental side of it was driving me into high gear down below. "Do you want me to be nice to you?"

"It's your decision."

I unzipped my jeans again, seeing the hope rise in Bridgette's face. "Getting excited?"


She nodded her head. "Yes sir."

"That's quite a look you've got on your face. I take requests."

"But that's your job."

"Fine," I said as I kicked my shoes back off and dropped trow, "I command you to tell me what you want me to do to you."

Bridgette bit her lower lip. "Fuck me," she pleaded, "hard."

I pulled the rigid member out of my boxers and let it bob up and down. “Are you sure?”

“Yes,” Bridgette begged, “please!”

I stepped over and flipped Bridgette on her side, letting her bare ass face me. Her pussy was swollen and sopping wet. I slid the tip between the plush lips and toyed with her opening. “Are you positive?”

Bridgette broke into a sobbing fit as I felt the heat from her folds almost double. I pulled my dick away and pulled her legs up to untie the rope binding them. I had to see her face when she finally had her greatest desire granted.

I slung the extra rope into the floor and rolled Bridgette onto her back. The hands tied behind her propped her chest up enough to give her breasts a little more prominence than usual. I pulled off my shirt and slid on top of her.

As my boxers slid down, I caught Bridgette opening her eyes. The mascara had already streaked down both cheeks and onto the comforter. Her pussy felt burning hot, even as my shaft stayed inches away.

She looked up at my face with her big, brown eyes and begged, “Please, Trent. Make me come.”

I pulled a hand down and gave her clit a quick once-over. Bridgette jumped, almost trembling with a quick climax. I jerked it back, not willing to let her come without me being inside her.

The warm embrace of her entrance flowed around my cock as I pressed in. Bridgette's expression turned to pure ecstasy as I granted her wish, her gasp almost stealing the air from the room. I let myself settle deep inside, feeling her try in vain to pull her bound hands around to wrap around me. She pulled it off with her legs, keeping me locked inside.

I refused to move even a fraction of an inch, taking in the whole experience. Her hair ran through my hand as I asked, “Is it everything you wanted?”

“I want to-” I pumped out and back in, hard, “-come, Trent.”

The silky texture of her flesh slid against the skin of my dick, multiplying Bridgette's volume with each stroke. “If I let you come, you have to do something extra-special for me.”

I jammed myself deep. “Gah, fuck!” Bridgette's cheeks blushed a deep crimson. “Anything. Just keep fucking me.”

“What if you don't like it?”

Another forceful stab. “Tell me! Fuck me!”

I wasn't ready to spill the beans just yet, but I wasn't ready to be a completely evil bastard quite yet. I locked my elbows around her arms and propped myself up. Bridgette's voice rang through the bedroom with each explosive jolt.

With the warning of a lightning strike, Bridgette's orgasm burst through in steel lock of her body. I pulled out and felt the violent tremors underneath me. I had just enough time to dash over for the camera, snapping the tail end of the climax, her back and feet arching her ass a foot above the mattress.

Bridgette collapses in on herself, gasping for air as I stared on. For the first time since her binding, both mentally and physically, I knew she would be under my control until I specifically said she could be free. “That's a good girl.”

She couldn't respond, still trying to catch enough oxygen for basic functions. I put the camera down and curled up behind her petite body. Goosebumps rose on her arms as I stroked her cheek, letting Bridgette know that her master was pleased.

Bridgette tried to roll over to face me. I gave her a hand, pulling her onto her back. She looked at me and asked, “Am I being good now?”

I stuck my index finger in her mouth, letting her suck it off as I spoke. “Very good, but now you've got to do something else. Something that proves how much you want to please me.”
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