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BIMBO HEAT 2:

FINAL GAME

Both of my alarm clocks stirred under the covers. Elena and Callie had their way of getting me up in the morning, if you catch my drift. The at-least daily swallows had made the rare commands I issued stick like a federal conviction.

Elena hoarded most of the prize for herself this morning. Callie licked and cleaned what little she could, making my legs tense from the overload.

I threw the covers off, watching them stare back. They were like sexy kittens that just had to play under the sheets while you were trying to sleep. Cute, but not so conducive to getting a full eight hours.

“I think I'm spent, Callie.”

She backed away and sat cross-legged. Her blue tank top and pajama pants could only look special on a pigtailed girl like herself. “I get the next one. She's had three in a row.”

“That's between you two.” I looked at Elena as she gave a 'who, me?' look in that white button-up. “It works out for me all the same.”

“But she's taller than me.”

I dropped my eyelids almost shut. “She's five-six to your five-three. Try harder next time.”

Callie wasn't done. “Well, the girls you bring in for work get what we really want. That's not fair either.”

Christ, not this again. “I've already told you, this isn't the time for it.”

“Then when will it be?”

“After you finish that college degree I said I'd pay for.”

It shut Callie up. Her arms and legs tucked close, she sulked in the middle of the bed. The brat was strong in this one.

Elena stared down at the ring I'd finally bought her a few days before. “You know, he's making me wait, too.”

“But that's, like what, a year away?” Callie threw her hands against the mattress. “I'll just be heading off to college then.”

“Hey, you're the one who didn't want to start in the spring semester.” I'd have preferred she did since the tuition goes up every fucking fall. “At least part of that wait's your fault.”

“Fine.” Callie slid herself to the foot of the bed. She dropped her pajama bottoms and grabbed shorts from the dresser. “I'm going for a run.”


“Are you sure you want to do this tonight?” Elena caught me right as I was heading for the door. “What if someone finds it before the sermon?”

I had the briefcase in my hand, but it was still late-morning. Brooke promised to show me how it works. “You said Friday nights are when there's the least people there.”

“I know, but it's risky.”

“Everything we've done has been dangerous. The only thing even worse than this would be leaving Boyce with a following when he heads to court.”

Elena leaned against the wall and crossed her arms and legs. She stared out the windows on the opposite end of the living room. “Just promise it'll all be over after this. We're tired of living like we're being hunted, and I know you are too.”

“That's exactly why I'm doing this, but think about how this could have been avoided.”

She turned her head my way. “I don't follow.”

“The only way this wouldn't have happened is if we never met.” In fact, Elena and Callie had their planned wedding date with Boyce pass that past Saturday. “Would you trade your life now for some false security?”

I saw a little doubt in her face that dissipated with a moment of thought. “Even if I didn't realize what he was doing or how it was wrong, life with Travis was always a lie.”

“I hope I'm a better man,” my stomach always turned when I tried to make myself out as moral, “despite my work.”

“I've seen you skip over as many Prime Recipients as you've taken, just because it would ruin their lives.” Elena started smiling again. “Despite how easy it is to be selfish in your position, you're trying to do good things for people.”

“I don't think it's that simple.”

She cocked an eyebrow. “Why?”

“Boyce probably thinks he's saving the world, himself.” I looked down at the suitcase and reminded myself of the contents. “If he weren't a psychopath and a conman, Travis probably would be a good force in the world.”

Elena dropped her arms. “You? Speaking well of religion?”

“Not exactly. Even it can't make a monster of a person good.” I smiled back. “It's just one hell of a platform for whatever you want to do, for good or evil.”

Elena wrapped her arms around my neck. “Discussing philosophy is nice and all, but I'm making you run late.” She gave me a solid peck on the lips. “I love you, and make sure this works, for us.”

It's not like we've got a choice.


The electronic lock at WKNF's station released with a metallic snap. The receptionist knew Brooke was waiting for me. The blonde looked like a respectable nine, but calling her Prime Recipient material was stretching it.

“Brooke has a conference room reserved. Down the hall and three doors to your left.”

As far as she knew, I was here on legit business. “Thanks.” Carrying a briefcase and wearing a suit didn't hurt the illusion.

The swanky lobby gave way to utility as soon as I passed into the hallway. A few awards on the walls didn't fancy up the sickly fluorescent lighting or the asbestos tiles that had been there since the seventies.

I opened the door and saw Brooke sitting at the end of the table. The room was a little nicer than the hall, but she looked great enough to make a dumpster seem beautiful. “You sure you're going through with this?”

“I can't risk Boyce having a chance to recover, can I?”

Brooke slid a bundled HDMI cable across the table. “Just in case you don't have one already. The device hooks into the main feed for the PA system.”

“I get that it splices in, but I need to know where the main cable is.”

Her red blazer was unbuttoned enough for a breathtaking view as she leaned forward. “It should be in the metal cabinet. I got the tour of the media room once, and everything's labeled. Only an idiot could fuck it up.”

“But that means it's easy to fix. Don't you think I should put a lock on it or something before I leave?”

Brooke shook her head. “Any competent AV guy will check his stuff before he runs something. If you try something, make sure it's discrete.”

“I'm sure a briefcase sitting in there won't raise any alarms.” I wrinkled one side of my mouth. “No ma'am.”

“You take it out of the case, dumbass. It won't look out of place if you tuck it behind the cabinet.”

I already had a list of things to pick up. Socket set, screwdrivers, and JB Weld. “So you think I'd pass for the place?”

“If you do one little favor for me, you'll have free roam of the entire church.”

I still hadn't sat down, and I knew if I did, Brooke would turn one favor into many. “It'd better be worth it.”

“The head accountant is a close friend of mine, and she's about to get tangled up in this mess just by handling the finances.”

“Sounds like it's her own fault. She'd have to know something's shady.”

“Renata thinks Boyce can do no wrong, and he's probably controlling her anyway.”

“So you want me to fix her.”

Brooke leaned back in her chair. “I want you to get her to turn over the books in exchange for immunity. She's the biggest patsy in all this, and she doesn't deserve prison.”

“You think she'll be there on a Friday night?”

“The poor thing's been working herself to the bone trying to keep the financials above water. She barely leaves.”

I snatched at the cable, trying to get on my way. “I'll think about it.”

Brooke put her hands on the table and pushed her seat back. “I figured you'd like getting paid for this stunt. Renata's more than acceptable for your work.”

Still a maybe. “It's risky enough without fucking the accountant on her desk.”

She stood up, strolling around the table toward me. “I tell you what, let's sweeten the deal a little.”

“Go on.”

Brooke stood right in front of me. “I've got a conference for field reporters coming up in a month. You know it'll be crawling with Prime Recipients.”

“And I'm your honored guest.”

Her palms rested on my chest. “You got it. Think of all the money you could make in one weekend.”

I leaned my forehead against hers. “I can recover and go again every couple of hours. A hundred-eighty grand or so sounds like a good haul.”

“And I can find them for you. All you'd have to do is, well, you know.”

“It's a deal.”

Brooke tugged at my tie. I thought she wanted a round before I left. “Make sure you get her to dump all the numbers tomorrow,” she pulled harder, “otherwise you won't have the balls left to do your job.”

“I gotcha. Consider it done.”

Brooke gave me a backhanded tap to the balls. “Good.”


Unity Fellowship was even bigger up close than I expected. Glass doors and windows consumed the front entrance, rising at least five stories. How humble.

Even in the night, the inside was lit up like daytime. A few people wandered in the distance. I put on the cheap reading glasses I'd bought and strolled right in.

Chris Tompkins, Faith in Motion, Gainesville, Florida. That's me for now, I guess. If the disguise and alias didn't work, at least I had my powers to fall back on.

I took a left like Brooke had told me to. The concession stand, bookstore, and daycare center I passed by made it a world apart from the small church I was in as a child. The further I walked, the less palatial it seemed.

I finally got to a door that read Authorized Personnel Only. I knew Renata's office was back there in the guts of the place.

Unlocked and on the honor system, I didn't have any problems. I'd have had to come through here to get to the PA system as well. But for now, I had a favor to do.

Renata Schneider, Head of Accounting caught my eye. If it wasn't my stop or she wasn't there, too fucking bad for Brooke and her friend. I wasn't sticking around any longer than I had to.

I took a breath and turned the handle. Shit. It opened right up, ruining my chance of leaving in under ten minutes.

“Can I help you?” The voice was sweet enough, but it was the last thing I wanted to hear.

“You can.” I figured she might be passable, but I wasn't sure yet.

“If you're a solicitor, you'll have to schedule an appointment. I'm very busy.”

“So I've heard.” I ignored the way the redhead drew her head back and took a seat across from her. “Brooke sent me, assuming you're Renata.”

“About what?”

I hadn't thought that far ahead, not that it mattered. “I hear you've been struggling to keep the numbers squared up.”

“That's none of your business,” she pushed her chair back from the desk, “and what do you want?”

“A few minutes of your time.” I leaned forward and put my elbows on the desk. “Trust me, you'd be wise to listen.”

“Out.” She pointed behind me.

Et genua parere, ego sum alpha. “Sit the hell down and listen good.”

Renata was already obedient as Elena after one of her 'rewards.' She planted herself back in the swivel chair and brushed a lock of copper out of her face. “Then talk.”

“You know the finances here are shady. If you turn over what you have to the FBI field office, tomorrow, I'm sure they'll give you immunity for cooperating.”

Her face went white as the crowd at a Cracker Barrel. “What do you know?”

“Probably more than you,” I stood up, “or at least what you're willing to admit to yourself.”

“How do you know anything?”

“Well,” I knew I had a wicked grin on my face, “I'm the one who saved Callie and Elena from making the biggest mistake of their lives.”

“You're the man Brother Boyce has been railing about?”

“The one and only. He's going down in flames, but there's no reason you have to fall with him.”

“You're brave to even set foot in this church, but why would you want to help me?”

“Brooke asked me to.” More like threatened me if I didn't.

“I can't prove money laundering overnight, and besides, Brother Boyce would never-”

I slapped a hand on her desk. “Churches don't even pay taxes, and he's still managed to get the feds on his ass. You know something's not right, even if you don't know what it is.”

“You're asking me to betray my church, and my boss.” Renata crossed her arms and legs. “Faith and loyalty are more important than listening to a fool.”

“That cocksucker's gonna land you in prison. You know Brooke has ways of hearing about a bust like this ahead of time.”

Renata kept up the indignant front. “I can't believe you've turned her against God too.”

“People you trust are taking my side on this, and all I'm asking you to do is save your own ass.”

“Why would you?” She uncrossed her arms and rested her jaw against her right fist. “Everybody wants something.”

“You're an accountant, so I'm sure you know that better than most.”

It actually forced a quick smile out of her. “They all know who controls the purse strings.”

“And when the feds start charging people, they'll come after you for exactly that reason.”

“Travis has lawyers that can beat any false accusation.”

I shook my head and fought the urge to scream. “Two stupid things there. You're assuming the charges are false, and you think he'll pony up in your defense.”

“Grant's your name, right?” She was close enough to Boyce to know that, at least.

“Yeah.”

“So Grant, what would it take to get you to renounce your ways and turn to The Lord?”

“Don't fall back on that stuff.” I was ready to make her forget I was ever there and head to the AV room. “I'm only asking you to save yourself one more time.”

Smoking hot as she was, Renata was still a brainwashed holy-roller at heart. “If you're right, God will forgive us.”

Ego sum alpha. “Gather up whatever information would be helpful to the investigators, and then meet me in the parking lot in fifteen minutes.” Et genua parere.


Marching into the dingy AV room overlooking the chapel was a breeze. Figuring out where I was supposed to plug the damn console in was a different matter.

As I looked in the main cabinet, I could tell some were for audio, some for visual, and others were just external hard drives. It'd have been nice if Brooke showed me what I was looking for. As soon as the thought finished in my head, I realized it was dumb.

Main Feed had been written on a piece of tape on the front of the biggest console. I slid it out enough to check the back. It only took a glance to find the cable hooked into HDMI Out.

This shit had better fucking work. I unplugged the cable and then opened the briefcase. I pulled the cable Brooke had given me out of the briefcase, making sure the wire tie went in my pocket. I didn't want to leave so much as a trace in sight.

“Alright, this plugs into our box, and it's gotta hide somewhere.” I pulled a screwdriver out and checked the back wall of the cabinet for panels I could pop loose. “Bingo.”

I pulled the section behind the main console away from the wall a bit. The main feed's cables ran through a hole in it, so it was perfect.

I mixed up my JB Weld and put a bead on both sides of my cable after snaking it through the hole, making sure the connections themselves stayed clean. I did the same for the original cable and plugged it into my mystery device. The patch cable went into place last.

I pressed the buttons for the timer, trying to figure how many hours and minutes until the middle of Boyce's sermon. Thirty-four and a half hours is perfect. I'm a regular fucking James Bond over here.

With the box tucked among the cables and drywall, I snapped the panel back in place. I gave the HDMI cable a quick tug. That thing would never come loose.

With everything back in place, the only evidence I'd been there was the burnt plastic odor of the adhesive. But even that would be gone in an hour or so.


I was ready to run like hell as soon as Renata came out with her payload of documents. The problem was, she hadn't yet. My instructions were clear enough, but after five minutes of waiting past her deadline, I was ready to cut my losses.

“Sucks to be you, I guess.” I put my car in drive and eased out of my parking space. Seconds before I could turn for the exit, I saw her struggling with a file box way bigger than she should have tried carrying.

Lucky you, but now I feel like prick. I ignored the speed bumps, circling back toward the main entrance.

I threw the shifter back into park and got out. Opening the trunk on my way to her, I didn't want to linger a second longer than we had to.

“Come on, we're outta here.” I grabbed the box out of her hands, jogging it back to my car.

“I'm going with you?”

“Of course. We've got evidence to turn over in the morning.” I got back in the driver's seat and rolled down the passenger's window. “Hurry up.”

“But my car...”

“We'll get it after all this shit goes down.” Fuck, I didn't plan on yet another person sleeping at my place. “It's not like you can come back here if Boyce finds out something's up.” Even if he discovered my doings there, he was still getting the cuffs slapped on him.

Renata hesitated for a moment. Irritated and nervous as I was, I still couldn't miss the way her ass curved in that skirt.

I focused a little willpower. “Let's move!”

She finally got in. We were already moving by the time she had the door shut.

“There's something else I need to do for you.” I thought about just ordering her to spread wide as soon as we stopped somewhere.

“What's that?” She kept looking straight ahead. “You're awfully helpful for someone I don't trust.”

“And you're stubborn.” I pulled onto the road, gassing it as soon as we were straight. “It can wait for now, but I want you to tell me everything you know about that man.”


I pulled under Foster's Bridge and turned off the lights. This late on a Friday night, I was shocked it hadn't been claimed by teenagers steaming up some windows. Everyone who grew up here knew about it, and the underside had the graffiti to prove it.

“Really, this place? I don't know what you've got it mind, but there's no way.”

“Relax,” I realized how much of a canned answer that sounded like, “I'm not seventeen.” It was my age the last time I was there.

“But you're thinking like you are.”

Honestly, I just wanted to find a place where nobody could see or hear us. It was the first spot to come to mind. I tapped the flashlight app on my phone and said, “Show me anything on Camp Purity in there.”

We got out, the gravel and broken glass crunching under our feet. The fresh smell of the creek brought back too many memories. As soon as I popped the trunk, Renata got right on digging through the box.

She pulled tabbed folders like a machine. “I think you've memorized everything in that box.”

“It's my life, or at least it was.” She didn't have any new information that wasn't in the documents, but she sounded like Boyce was on the prowl for yet another barely-legal slave. By the time we'd pulled in, she'd heard enough to renounce him.

Renata handed me one of the folders. “What's this?”

“Invoices from an OB/GYN he's put on retainer for the camp.”

I flipped through it, stopping on one page in particular. “That's a lot of lab quality pregnancy tests.”

“They expire within a year, and there's far more than the number of campers the place can handle. Travis told me they were for a different outreach program.”

Even in the dim light, I could see the anger in Renata's face. “Hey, I told you from the start.”

“Why did I believe him? It's like he's speaking a new gospel, even about finances.”

Might as well. “Boyce has the power to rewire peoples' minds, among other abilities.”

“You've read too many comic books.”

“Can you think of any other explanation? He hooked you like a fish.”

“That...” Renata struggled to say it. “That bastard.”

Even Elena kept her language clean, outside of the bedroom anyway. “I take it you became a totally different person after meeting him.”

It was like I'd opened a tap of repressed personality with those words. Renata pooled it all into giant ball of anger, sadness, and relief. “I lived with my boyfriend back then. Well, ex-boyfriend now.”

“No cohabitation before marriage, huh?”

“I used to have fun on weekends, all the way through grad school. God, I've wasted two years of my life.”

“You're not the first person I've seen react like this.”

“Elena and Callie, they're safe?”

I nodded. “Callie's applying to college,” the smile was too big to hide, “and Elena and I are engaged.”

“You're kidding me.”

I tilted my head and raised my eyebrows. “It happened just a few days ago.”

“She's better off with anyone but Boyce.”

“Thanks, I guess.”

You could see the 'oh shit' moment in her face. “I didn't mean it that way.”

I gave her a playful shove on the arm. “It's alright, my work's not the most kosher job ever.”

Renata looked at my car. “You don't deal drugs, I hope.”

Time to get paid. “I'm a genetics donor.”

“Now I know you're full of shit, and that's the lamest way to dress up 'sperm donor.'” She leaned against the trunk. “Be honest with me. You're an attorney or something.”

Ego sum alpha, et genua parere. “I don't have any reason to lie to you.”

“And you brought me here.”

“This close to the end, I can't afford to let anything slide. If Boyce so much as has an ally, he might wiggle out.”

Renata placed her hands on the jamb of the trunk and leaned back. “No, I mean trying to take me back to the person I was before Boyce.”

I won't turn it down. “Why, is it working?”

“There's no way you didn't bring me here without that in mind.”

Whether it was Patrem Delta getting to her or years of pent up sex drive, something had her almost begging for it. “You understand what I do, right?”

Renata stripped her blouse over her head. “Do I look like I care?”

“You should. You're about to be out of the job.”

She stepped out of her skirt, not giving a damn about the dirt getting stomped into it. “When you're an accountant, whistle-blowing is seen as a virtue in some areas.”

She's not gonna accept anything less than getting plowed. “It's your decision.”

Renata took hold of my wrist and jerked me along with her. She stopped at the front passenger-side wheel and hopped her ass up on the hood. “What's it gonna take to make you quit stalling?”

“At this point, not much.” I had a redhead on the hood of my red Porsche, trying her damnedest to get in my pants. What did I have to complain about?

“Good.” She reached back and unclasped her bra as I tugged her panties out from under her ass. “You don't know what it's like to go three years without an orgasm.”

That long? I'd fucking explode. “You really were miserable.”

Renata spread her legs and leaned back. She guided me closer with her legs, high heels digging into my back.

I couldn't help thinking Boyce had done a sermon about shaving at some point. All four girls I'd turned against him were fucking impeccable down there. I teased along the outer edges with my tongue.

A tsunami of tension released all at once. No girls should moan that loud from the slightest tease. The first car since we'd arrived drove over the bridge, Renata's voice almost drowning out the noise.

Damn glad I brought her here and not some random alley. I took that first splitting lick, thankful it was forest and creek bed for half a mile in any direction. My tongue was even wetter afterward.

Renata twisted and writhed with every lash. Even if I had decided to be lazy about it, she would have acted like my tongue was a sybian. Curing that kind of neglect bordered on public service.

I pushed hard against her clit. Like flipping a breaker, it lit her up and set all the moving parts in motion.

“Oh my god!” Her fists pounded against the fiberglass.

If that was aluminum, I'd be pissed. Not that it would have stopped me. Eating a girl out to the point she beats your car like a hailstorm is something to take pride in at the body shop.

Renata shook her thighs around my head. I forced them back, opening her cunt and diving in like it was a mask. It made it that much worse, her legs pushing back like I was trying to set a bear trap.

Not even a minute in, I felt the tremors coming from her core. I gave her one last course and then pulled myself away.

Her breasts heaved as her back arched. It was a battle just to hold her from slipping off the car and into the gravel and mud below. But most of all, the moans echoed in the night until you couldn't even hear the rushing water behind me.

This girl I'd just turned into a human wreck had way more than neglected needs. Something coming from the same part of my head as my commands told me what was up. Her biological clock's ringing like a fire alarm.

I started unzipping my pants. If this is what Elena would be like when I finally pull the trigger with her, I'd need to make it somewhere just as remote.

“You gonna make it?” I cradled my shaft in one hand, already harder than Swahili calculus.

Renata tried to relax, still shivering in all her nude glory. All I got out of her was a feeble, “Uh-huh.”

“You damn near made me go deaf.” Fucking her in her office would have been a fatal mistake. I pulled at her thighs, pressing her slit right against my shaft.

Renata whimpered at just that much. As the tip pressed against her barely-there opening, I made out a smile in the moonlight. “Don't stop until you're done,” she sent her hands down and wrapped fingers in my belt loops, “please.”

I wish I had earplugs. My tip pressed against her, barely squeezing through to the white- hot, dripping goodness inside.

If it hurt, you wouldn’t have known it by looking at her. Some drives just can't be denied, and Renata was a slave to what her body demanded. “Don't tease me, just do it.”

Like squeezing into skinny jeans three sizes too small, my entire length struggled for each fraction of an inch. By halfway in, I was hurting. “Relax a little bit.”

She tried, looking as nervous as a virgin on prom night. “Don't worry about it, just fuck me anyway.” Her words didn't match her body's reaction one bit.

I put the tip of my thumb over her clit. “If you'd have waited any longer, you'd look like a Barbie doll down there.”

Renata pulled at my belt loops. “If I don't get it, I'll go insane.”

There's not enough lube in the world. I knew how good it would feel, so I wasn't ready to leave it at that. “You're positive?”

“Yes, now!”

I took in as much air as I could. Planting one hand over her belly button, the other clasping a thigh, I reared back a little and then surged forward.

Renata's voice cracked, riding the fine line between pleasure and pain. As it trailed off, I knew the bliss was winning out.

I put both of my hands on her waist, pulling her ass to the absolute edge of the fender. Skin and clear coat rubbed together with a skreent. That was the last thing I'd hear before my ears started ringing.

Even the slightest thrust had her wailing. Renata and I both pulled at each other, our bodies merged into this loud, chaotic mass of friction and the desire to create new life.

Whether it was her relaxing, or my dick tunneling a wider passage, I finally had enough room to start fucking her proper. Every divet and ridge along her walls coaxed me to push harder, grazing against my skin like her cunt was sculpted with me in mind.

“Don't fucking stop!” Renata couldn't get enough of it. Her legs folded around me, the small of my back starting to bruise from the constant pounding of her ankles and heels.

I had her right on the verge, flipping away at her bean and pile-driving my cock. The only problem was, I wasn't anywhere close to coming yet.

Without mercy, I pulled out and broke free of her legs' hold. With two steps back, I had Renata sitting up, looking like she was about to jump me.

“I told you not to stop.” Her voice seethed, bordering on psychotic hatred.

“Easy,” I put my hands in front of me, “there's more than just missionary.”

Renata turned her head toward the windshield. “Fine, but it'd better feel just as good.”

I opened the passenger-side door and got out of her way. “Your choice.”

The way she got on her knees in the seat, hugging the back and presenting her ass... I'm getting wood now just thinking about how she licked the headrest like it was the head of a giant dick.

Throw her in a frat house like this, and she'd flatline the whole bunch. I couldn't resist. Feeling the squeeze come back from her thighs pressing together, I fought to get back to where I belonged.

The bizarre reverberations of her voice against the leather filled the car. As Renata tucked her feet between my legs, she backed herself up. She knew how to give me the ideal platform for driving her mad.

It didn't take long to force her to give up on the headrest. Renata slid down, her breasts on the console, head in the driver's seat.

I rested a forearm on her ass, my free hand snaking around to press her clit between a couple of fingers. It was a strain on my wrist, but damn was it worth it.

A hard, railing jolt of my body had Renata's pleasure back in the stratosphere. I heard her fingers grip against the leather.

The ungodly racket that streamed out of her would have shaken that car by itself. The frame rocked from side to side, in perfect timing with the jarring slams of our bodies.

Renata had gotten plenty, but she had the nerve to beg between screams, “Let me fucking come!”

I responded by ramping up the thrusts and twiddling her clit even harder. The giant surge in my loins was too close to waste on her post-climax. I demanded she labor through it until I called it quits.

Renata's ass quivered and her thighs clenched hard enough to crack a bowling ball. Her entire body joined in as she belted out a shrill, “Fuck!”

The urge to bust and get it over with flooded over me. My mouth dried as sweat began catching in my eyebrows. That twinge in my shaft as it hardened up told me I was about to get paid.

She knew it as well as I did. Renata's screams peaked as she tried rising off her hands.

My head fell back as I gripped my thumbs on her back, the rest of my hands on her sides. As her climax exploded to life, I forced her to keep me inside. Buried to the trunk inside her twitching cunt, I nearly blacked out as the first release spewed forth.

Renata shuddered and let out this noise that verged on being animalistic. Her knees bent, driving her heels into my waist.

I almost hit my head on the roof as I bent down and forward. The smell of car leather and sex blended. For what felt like minutes, I gave my new friend a generous load.

Knowing it could only be measured seconds anyway, I fought to push out one last shot. The feeling of having total victory over Boyce drew a smirk across my face. Of course, finishing off inside a smoking hot redhead had some part to play in that grin.

I let Renata finish and get her senses back. She shook like she hadn't eaten in days, and then chugged a couple of energy drinks for good measure. “You don't know how much I needed that.”

I eased both of us back, only pulling out when I knew her slit was outside my car. Hey, I didn't want that stuff on the upholstery. “You know I gave you more than a hard fucking.”

Renata turned around and leaned her naked back against the paint. “I feel like those years weren't really wasted now. I'd planned on trying for a baby at this age, before I signed my life over to the church.”

“Boyce probably would have taken care of that, eventually.”

She turned her head to the side, looking like she wanted something awful to spit on. “And I'd have probably let the sick bastard do it.”

I got done zipping my pants back up and went for Renata's clothes in the trunk. “So why trust me with that?”

Renata craned her head forward as she twisted her neck to look at me, arms crossed. “You risked yourself to help me, a complete stranger. Besides, there's something about you that makes you easy to trust.”

“You mean the same thing that Boyce has.”

She lifted her shoulders a bit and smiled. “Yeah, I guess you're right.” Nothing about her showed any hint of fear or suspicion. “But at least you're trying to help people. It'd be just as easy for you to use everyone you come across.”

I thought back to the twenty-one Prime Recipients before Elena. “At first I was pretty fucking selfish with it, but I think you can guess who changed that in me.”

“I'm glad she's doing okay. Even when you're mad at someone for betraying what you're devoted to, you still worry about them in the back of your mind.”

I came back around and handed her clothes over. “If you wanna watch something fun, come to our place during the sermon on Sunday.” I thought about telling her exactly what I'd set up, but held my tongue and winked instead. “It'll be worth the time.”


Elena, Callie, and Renata were lined up on the couch, watching the live feed of Boyce's fiery sermon on the TV. I felt like it was a shame I'd let Renata become a paying Recipient, but I didn't have room for a house redhead. Besides, two Queen-types and one bedroom made for enough to handle.

The monologue droned on from the depths of betrayal, on to how only the true believers would find 'salvation.' Narcissistic and self-fellating as ever, you'd think Boyce was the world's whipping boy by the way he put it.

I leaned against the bar as I saw the projected backdrop disappear from the stage. I checked the time on the wall clock. Right on schedule.

Boyce turned around to see portraits of Elena and Callie as Brooke's voice asked, “What became of these two girls, and why did they leave Fellowship Unity?”

He staggered back a couple of steps. Making a cut-throat motion, he turned around and motioned at the AV room high above.

“For that answer, it's time to explore the true motive behind Reverend Boyce's pet project, Camp Purity.” I wished Brooke could have made it, but she wasn't missing the opportunity to do a live story on the raid about to go down. “And beyond that, we have to examine the hidden past of one Sean Ryan, who you may know as Travis Boyce.”

You couldn't deny the military portrait was Boyce, albeit several years younger. Good shit.

“Dishonorably discharged from the United States Army for sexual misconduct in 2011, Sean Ryan...”

And Brooke spared no details. Even the scope of Camp Purity's operation, which I'll be honest and call a forced breeding program, had me in awe. Could you believe the twisted fuck intended on impregnating ninety campers each summer?

We kept watching through to the details of shady financials. Renata filled in the blanks for us, and everything clicked at once: Boyce didn't just want to be fruitful, he intended to use that as a platform to start a foundation to care for the future single mothers he'd create.

I knew the presentation was wrapping up, and I was damn glad I thought of JB Welding the connections. “So why are the numbers so off?”

Renata shrugged. “Money just disappeared. Water was flooding into that sinking ship faster than I could bail it out.”

My phone buzzed on the counter. I checked, seeing Brooke's text. “Elena, turn it to channel seventeen, like, now.”

She had the number dialed in, and we waited for that painful second before newer TV's bother to respond. When it finally did, pure fucking overkill was up on the screen. Several black SUV's and panel trucks screeched through the parking lot of Fellowship Unity.

“Holy fuck.” I couldn't believe it was finally happening. “He's stepped in shit up to his shoulders.”

Renata sat up straight. “I could have ended up in the back of one of those. Good thing they offered immunity in return for testimony, huh?”

“No shit.” I watched as dozens of men in full tactical gear poured out of the vehicles and spread toward the several exits. A full column poured into the main entrance.

Brooke sounded like she didn't know she was on a hot mic. “What's that? From the loading bay?”

The camera spun around to catch a white Suburban tearing through another section of the lot. As it came out from behind a row of parishioners' cars, a bent panel from a rolling door was wrapped around the front bumper.

One of the black Escalades broke from the line, speeding to meet the runaway. As the two met, the black Cadillac clipped the white Chevy in a pit maneuver on the rear fender. In plain sight of the camera, the Suburban hopped a curb and overcorrected.

It rolled onto it's side, and then upside down, sliding on the blacktop. It slammed into the start of another row of cars with a gut-wrenching scroanch.

Glass was everywhere, but a troop of agents swarmed the vehicle. With more barrels than a firing squad pointed at it, two open hands came out the busted driver's side window.

A couple of the men in black rushed over, slinging the MP5's on their backs. They ripped Boyce out of the window, each with a shoulder on his back. They didn't mind at all that his face was right on blacktop on a hot, sunny day, and neither did I.

The agents got up, forcing their perp up with them. It was Boyce alright, his navy blazer torn at the shoulder and barely on him. They marched him off, hands zip-tied behind his back.

I had made my way to right behind the couch without realizing it. “I can't believe it's over.” The past several weeks had felt like a year.

All three on the couch looked back and up at me. Elena's look of stunned relief matched my own. “So we can wash our hands of him?”

I shook my head. “I'm positive you three will have to testify when he goes to trial.” And I wouldn't rule out having to do it myself.

Callie had turned completely around, her hands inches from mine. “What about GeneFactor?”

“I'm sure Janus would deny everything. You know to keep your trap shut about all that, right?”

She nodded. “If you can't do your job, who's paying my tuition?”

“Don't mention it, and if his attorneys bring it up, call it ridiculous.” It was exactly the advice Janus would end up giving later. “Nobody's gonna believe the truth anyway.”

Renata wiped a happy tear from her left eye. “Fraud and money laundering are all they need to take everything from him. After running like that, he won't get out for a long, long time.”

I had to close my eyes and take a deep breath. The thought of not having to watch our backs for once had me beaming. “So who wants to go out and live like normal people for the afternoon?”


The sound of waves and the warm breeze coming through the window should have been relaxing. I took a quick glance into the dark, the light of the moon glittering in a line across the water's surface. Two weeks on this isolated beach in Bermuda suddenly felt like the right choice for the honeymoon.

“Grant, why'd you stop?”

I shifted myself, my cock moving just enough to feel it. “Everything feels, I don't know,” I barely made out the confused look on Elena's face below me, “right.”

“Well, it should. Otherwise, why did we get married?” She thrusted her own hips, the embracing walls of her pussy pleading without words for me to keep going.

I shook it off. “I've got the kind of life men dream of, but it's not a happy feeling.”

Her hands braced against my ribs. Elena wiggled herself, keeping the feeling going. “Well, I know you're not sad.”

“I'm just confused.” I gave her a half-hearted pump. “Like, where do I go from here?”

“Do I have to beg for it?”

I pushed harder, knocking a quick gasp out of her. “Have I ever turned it down, coming from you?”

“Shut up and lie down.” Elena started pushing against me,

I pulled out and rolled over, feeling her weight shift to the center of the king size. Tucking my hands behind my head, I settled in for whatever she had in mind.

The soft touch of her lips on my tip forced my eyes shut. A quick tease of her tongue tasting her own flavor got me going. It was hard not to push her over and start nailing away.

Elena stopped for a moment. “I think you know what you want,” she gave a teasing lick up my shaft, “but you've been in denial so long, you forgot how badly you need it.”

I looked her way, the focus in her eyes coming across even in the dark. “You said you wouldn't.”

“And you promised me, 'after the wedding,' remember?”

That was about a year ago, now, come on! She had me by the balls, or at least the cock. “Can we talk about this?”

Elena sat up on her knees. “We already did, and I've decided my role as your wife.”

“I know you're not the type to nag, but this isn't any better.”

Elena straddled my hips, that hungry cunt sliding against my length. “No, I won't nag, but you do talk about things you need to do a lot.” She eased her entrance against my tip. “And then you never do those things.”

“I don't have the best discipline or memory. You've known that since we met.”

She began riding in earnest, thrusting her hips back to front and running her fingers over her breasts. “If I make you do all those things you come up with and just drop, imagine what all you'll do with your life.”

Most people call it procrastination, but you're getting all personal about it. “As much as I need that-”

Elena had a finger on my lips as she bent down. Her nose barely touched against mine. “You're gonna give me exactly what you promised, and you're not telling me to hold off until later.”

I couldn't speak, even after her finger lifted. Oh hell, I never gave her an order not to go through with this. I should have fucking known.

“And you know what I'm talking about.” Elena nuzzled herself against my ear. “God, it's so hard right now, I know you want it.”

I did, but I hadn't planned on it the very first night in this private hut in paradise. She hadn't stripped control of my body, but my lips were sealed. She knows me a little too well.

“Really, after doing it so many times for other people,” Elena started wiggling in random directions, “you can't expect me to wait forever.”

I put my hands on her thighs, hoping I'd get her to do it a little faster. Watching her tease like this had all the necessary parts snapping into place. I've got enough money now that I'll never have to stress about providing what the kid wants, anyway.

“You know what I'm talking about, don't you?” She ramped it up, even harder than I'd hoped for.

A baby, I fucking get it. Do your thing already.

Elena had her arms wrapped around her head, moaning with that tone that, well, it just does things to me. “You're gonna give it all to me,” she let out a quick scream and dropped her hands to my chest, “just because you love me.”

The shaved wonderland had my cock in a perfect hold. I put my hands on top of hers, tensing my ass just to get that tiny bit deeper.

Elena started orbiting her waist, knowing it was like a cheat code to speed things up. “I'll tell you what I want, but you have to promise to give it to me.”

I was amazed at the focus she could put on talking, as hot as her skin felt. That slight clench in her walls confirmed how close I knew she was getting.

Her head shot forward, a giggle mixed in with the whimpering. “I want to have your B-A-B...” A hard moan interrupted as her fingertips pulled against the skin on my pecs. “...I-E-S!”

I agreed to one for now, fuck! The thought of trying to hold back shot out of my mind as fast as it had shot into it. It'd be a shame to only come inside her once, though.

“That's it!” Elena was almost horizontal, making sure her clit rubbed into me. “Fucking come with me!”

I rushed past the point where I'd pull out. My teeth gritted and my legs straightened out.

Hot breath lapped at my neck. Elena wailed into my skin and gripped her thighs tight.

I felt my head go fuzzy, thoughts devolving into feelings and urges. Most of them faded into nothing. The only want left was giving Elena what she had waited so patiently for.

She jolted her body up, but her face never left my neck. “That's it, I'm coming!” Elena's cunt snapped tight and released, one round of alternating tension after another.

If I could have, I'd have grunted loud enough to call it a growl. A massive release of cum fountained out. My entire body felt like it wanted to keep going until I was hollow.

Elena pumped one last time, planting herself as hard as she could. She had me against her furthest reach, greedy for every last drip.

The strange thing about finishing inside a very familiar pussy for the first time, is that it's actually better than coming inside a new one. Especially considering how hard she had begged for it early and how much I had teased about it, it had to be the most memorable orgasm of our lives.

The dark came back into focus as well as darkness can. I knew I was only on my third burst, the long pauses and pulses dragging out like I hadn't came in months. After later study, Janus passed along how that's another power Queen-Types have over men. Personally, I think most of it was just wanting it so fucking bad.

Elena tried to hug close through her aftershocks. I knew creating this moment had been in the back of her head at all times, gradually driving her beyond baby-crazy.

It was too much for her pussy to keep in. A warm line crept down as she inched up. Still shivering, Elena gave up and came back down.

I felt my lips and throat start to cooperate again. “I'm proud of you for holding back that long. I thought I was a goner on our wedding night.”

Elena relaxed a little. “I know you wanted to that night.” She moved her lips up my jaw. “Every time, even when we first met, it killed you inside a little not to.”

She was right. But if I had given in the first time, would we have gotten to this point? “You're glad I waited, though.”

She finally had the willpower and strength to get off of me, but didn't. Elena rolled her hips again, overloading me with that just-finished sensitivity. “Thank you.”

“Now, of all times, you're thanking me?”

“It's not just giving me a baby.” She finally had her mouth at my ear. “I always knew it, but you just proved something to me.”

I draped my arms around her, resting one hand on hers. The generous stones of her ring had been a favorite thing for me to play with ever since the engagement. “If I proved I love you, I hope you thought that before now.”

“No.” She snuggled tighter, warming me better than a steaming bath. “You proved that I'm your special person, just by saving me for the right moment.”

You chose the time, not me. “Is it everything you wanted?”

I knew she was grinning, even though I couldn't see her face. Elena ran a finger down my waist. “You're giving me that as much as you can these whole two weeks.”

“You know, it only takes once.” It's the absolute truth. More than a three dozen deposits of ten grand in my account proved it.

Elena gave me a quick swish of her hips. “But now that we don't have to worry about preventing it, why would we?”

“Fair point.” My pelvis is gonna be shattered before we leave. It's exactly why, when I close my eyes and think of my fantasy girl, it's her with not a damn thing changed.

“But I've got one condition.”

I jerked a little. “Yeah?”

“Until we have to stop, I want you saving some for me when you get home every night.”

I could think of a better deal. “And every morning. I can't think of a better motivation to wake up.”

“Well, now that Callie's gone to college, I've got you all to myself at home.”

If we both didn't believe so much in my work, I'd have been content living off what we already had. She was more than enough to keep any man happy, even if he was used to getting any woman he wanted.

I hugged her tight, knowing I'd found the missing part that had me so distracted I couldn't concentrate on sex.

Elena returned the gesture, holding onto it for dear life. “Grant, you just said more than you ever have, without saying a word.”

THE END


AUTHOR'S NOTE: It took way more revision, cutting, and hovering between endings than I thought, but this concludes the final installment of Bimbo Code. I hope you got as much enjoyment out of reading it as I did out of writing it.

When I started writing this series in a hotel lobby in Columbia, South Carolina, I didn't know how this series would end, or even the number of installments. While I had planned on five, Elena's entry into the series pushed the plot forward to the point I believed I couldn't wrap it up in under fifteen titles.

Of course, once I took two installments beyond outline form, they felt like unnecessary filler that needed to get cut. And that mystery third that got cut? Let's just say nobody would care about Grant and Elena getting to the final scene. Trimming the series down might have cost me, but why would I burden those of you who made it this far with fluff?

With Bimbo Code ending at around five hundred pages, I don't have another novel-length erotica idea in me right now. Writing explicit sex that's beyond Peg A went into Slot B takes a toll on you, especially when you've got so much plot to juggle at the same time. Don't discount the idea of Grant and Elena making a cameo in the future, though.

As some of you may know, my next series Bimbo Academy is already underway. Just a heads up, it will be a five-part series.

BE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR:

BIMBO ACADEMY

The door finally eased open. When I saw the brunette in a red, thigh-split dress and heels on the other side, my cock was ready to stand at attention. Wouldn't it be a bitch if she was my grandmother-in-law?

“You are Alex?” Her Russian accent was undeniable.

“Uh, yeah.”

She smiled like I had given her a complimentary pass to Heaven. Her arms wrapped around me, squeezing like a woman twice her size had no business doing. “Good, let us go inside.”

“Nice to meet you, I guess.”

She finally let go. “You have so much to tell me about yourself.”

“And you are?”

“Your father never talked about me?”

He wouldn't even acknowledge my the question when I asked about our family. “No.”

She gave me a big, wet kiss on the cheek. “Your babushka is so happy to see you.”

Wait, fuck, WHAT? I jerked my head back and stared. “When did you marry my grandfather? Nobody told me about this.”

She cocked her head. “1958, before we left Smolensk for America.”

“Uh huh...”

A man's voice came from behind her. “Natalia, let the boy in.” Only a trace of accent was in his speech. “Let me see our grandson.”

I was beyond ready to turn tail and run from the pack of lunatics. “Are you sure this isn't a prank? I know I've never met my grandparents, but I know my grandmother can't look younger than me.”

The man finally stepped out, looking exactly like I expected my father to in thirty years. He pulled a pack of cigarettes from the breast pocket of his paisley lounge jacket. He pulled a tube out and hung it off his lip before saying, “You show up and act like this? Such a shame, Alex.”

Him, I could accept. “I believe you,” I looked at my supposed-grandmother and caught my eyes sneaking down to her cleavage, “but what kind of trick is this?”

He laughed and lit his cigarette with a match. The first puff blasted from his lips before he said, “Listen to your babushka and come inside. It is hot as hell out here.”

I could either drive three hours back home or figure out the prank. “No more tricks like this?”

My grandfather winked and held a hand out for a shake. “No more tricks.”

* * *

It was all black and white at first. Grainy photos of a peasant family through a couple of decades, and then I got to the war. I knew enough Cyrillic to figure out the note on the bottom of them read Stalingrad 1943. Bombed out buildings and total destruction was all there was.

“You fought for the Soviets?”

“Your great-grandfather did. I was the young boy in the photos just before that.”

I turned a few more pages, noticing my great-grandfather was missing from the family portrait. “I'm sorry he didn't make it.”

He stepped around and turned a page for me. Pointing to a man who looked about his age now, he said, “This is your great-great grandfather. Natalia and I left for America with him a few years after this picture was taken.”

“From Russia? I thought The Cold War was going on.”

“We were dissidents. My work, and my dedushka's work, was not welcome.”

Something paid for this place, but I couldn't figure out what. “How did you end up like this?”

“Our work,” he boxed my ear, “but I see your father kept his promise, just the same as your son will have to do.”

“To be honest, I think he hates you.”

“I know, and he should.” His face wasn't full of regret, just acknowledgment. “It is the way of our family.”

I was getting the hint, but it was too horrible to admit. “So every generation has to go out and make it on their own. I can see why you'd do that.”

Grandfather shook his head. “No, Alexei,” he put his hand on my shoulder and gripped hard. “We pass our work from grandfather to grandson.”

No wonder dad hates him. “What are you saying?”

“Your babushka and I are leaving the academy to you, after you prove you can handle it.” He turned to the next page and pointed. “That is your babushka before we were married.”

I looked down. No doubt, the woman looked identical to Natalia. “So where is she now?”

“Probably in her bedroom,” he let his hand off my shoulder and took on a shit-eating grin, “changing so you will stop eye-fucking her.”

“No way. I know there's plastic surgery and face lifts, but that girl's younger than me.”

I kept flipping through as grandfather took his seat again. As the pictures turned to Polaroids, and then to modern snapshots, my grandmother was still there. Only, as my father grew up and my grandfather aged, she looked the same.

“No fucking way.” My skin crawled as I got to the last picture. It was both of my grandparents, probably taken in the last few years.

“Now you see?” He leaned back and rested his hands on the arms of his chair. “I am a lucky man to have her.”

“How?” She had to be in her late-seventies, at least. “I see it, but I still can't believe it.”

“The wife of a copper mage doesn't age until her husband dies.”

“A what?”

“It is a skill passed down through the family, that skips a generation.”

If I could believe Natalia was really my grandmother, why not hear him out? “So you're telling me you're a wizard or something.”

“That is an insult. Magic does not come from a wand or a book.”

“And how does one make a living like that?”

My grandfather pulled a loop of brassy metal out of his pocket, identical to the one on Natalia. “For centuries, we peddled trinkets and jewelry that we had granted powers.” He tossed it my way just like the book. “Do not put it on.”

I eyed the thing. Other than the ornate etchings, it didn't look any more special than copper bands you see pitched on commercials. “I don't get it.”

“Our students wear these until they graduate. At graduation, a part of it is implanted in their body. We have never had one return to their old ways.”

The place was sounding more like an asylum. “So what do you teach?”

“I only discipline the students and look after the staff. Think of this as a reform school.”

“For the rich and famous, by the looks of it.”

His face lit up. “You are starting to get it now.”

“So you use magic to fix rich brats.” There's a sucker born every minute, and some of them are loaded, I guess. “That doesn't explain how you could afford this place, though.”

“The parents and future husbands of our students pay handsomely for our services.” He stood up and pulled another cigarette out. “Come, you will see.”

* * *

Grandpa's Academy for Young Lady Delinquents. Doesn't have a good ring to it. “So what do you teach?”

“Hmmph,” a puff of smoke flowed from his nostrils, “do you know what makes the ideal wife for the rich and powerful?”

It seemed easy enough. “Be hot, accept a pre-nup, and produce acceptable heirs for the estate.” As much as my family was oddly accepted by high society, you picked up a few open secrets.

“That is only the first layer.” Grandfather plucked the paper tube from his mouth and filled the immediate area with a choking cloud. “Obedience and a certain amount of, let's call it creativity, are just as important.”

Art and manners is all they need? “I don't follow you.”

“You will.” He tilted his head to motion toward a staircase to our right. “You're about to see how I met your babushka.”

“What do you mean? Was my grandmother a student here?”

I knew he was holding back a laugh and a slap across my face. “This academy did not exist then, but something like it did.”

“So she was a student.”

“Under the Soviets, my grandfather barely kept our tradition alive. Natalia was his last pupil before we had to flee for our lives.”

“So how did you build this place? The money had to come from somewhere.”

Grandfather slapped me on the back, almost knocking me down. “You train a few socialites with our methods, and word gets around those circles. Before I knew it, I could not piss the money fast enough.”

And I'm next in line? “So what am I supposed to do? I didn't even know this was a reform school an hour ago.”

He looked at me like I had just farted. “You train,” my grandfather took a long drag from his cigarette, the smoke pouring out as he added, “and get to know your assistant.”

“I have staff while I'm learning?”

Two girls in the yard suddenly tangled up, a tall blonde grabbing a brunette's hair in the start of a cat fight. My grandfather pulled a walkie-talkie from his breast pocket. “Code yellow in the courtyard.”

It really is a place to dump rich troublemakers. Two women who had to be nearing seven feet tall marched out, putting both girls in headlocks and lifting them off the ground.

“We'll see how you handle discipline for new students tomorrow. The brunette will be a good first test.”

I stared as she got hauled off into one of many doors. The girl looked familiar, but I couldn't place it behind the scowl and mess of hair obscuring her face.

“Until then,” his hand gripped my shoulder, “you have work to do.”

I imagined reams of paperwork, or maybe a toilet brush for the next few hours. “As in?”

His fingers loosened. “Just like Natalia was trained by my grandmother to help run the school, Anya has been trained by your grandmother.”

I was almost afraid to ask. “What kind of training?”

“Rules, procedures, and being an upstanding role model for our students.” I should have known what was coming when he let go and started walking off. “Like family tradition dictates, she is Russian, of strong blood.”

* * *

“Anya, this is Alexei.”

She looked up at me when I stopped just short of her. Thick as wax, Anya's accent made her even more exotic. “It is a pleasure.”

“Likewise.” I wrapped my hand around the fingers she offered up. Her wrist couldn't have been any more limp.

Grandfather noticed. “Anya, sledoyte za treneepobkoy.”

Anya looked at him, the slightest hint of resistance poking through the worry.

“Eto ranshe,” she jerked her hand back from me, “chem ya doomal.”

“Alexei, take out your bracelet.”

As soon as I had it out, Anya had to know what it was. She stood bolt-straight, yelling at my grandfather. “Natalia skazala, kto mne eto noosno!”

Even if I didn't know much Russian, his anger was clear as perfect English. “Ktot gneb dokazivaet, chto tebe kto noosno...”

She looked utterly defeated already. “Vi zestokiyi chelobek, Smolensky.”

She stepped between us, facing me. I wanted to grab her by the wrist and start running. The only thing stopping me was the resigned look she gave me. Anya knew it was futile.

Grandfather frowned behind her. “Znayi svoye mesto vetoy semve, Anya.”

Anya presented her wrist to me. “Do not make me regret this, Alexei.”

From the looks of it, she already did. I held the bracelet up to her arm, pulling the open ends apart. “Are you sure?”

“You still ask what I want,” Anya smiled faintly, “so yes.”

Alright then. I put the open end over her wrist, sliding it on her without letting the bracelet touch skin. The instant I let go and it hit Anya's wrist, it shone with a blinding, golden light.

I blinked hard for a moment, my vision marred with dark spots. Anya didn't seem fazed at all, or at least, what I could make out of her face. The band itself had closed to form a perfect loop around her wrist that would have been impossible to remove.

“You stared right at it, dumbass.” My grandfather grabbed Anya by the shoulders and sat her back down. “Give her a moment.”

“So that was how you work as a copper mage?”

“No,” he pulled yet another smoke out of his breast pocket. “That is how you get married as a copper mage.”

* * *

I won't lie, having her on top of me did feel amazing. The only thing worth frowning over was when I felt the fur draped over her shoulders and realized it was the genuine thing.

Anya pushed herself up, resting on her knees. She worked buttons loose all the way down and let the veil drop.

Did I wreck my car and die on the way here? Utter perfection is the only way to describe her. The black lace of her bra and panties didn't leave much left to imagine.

“You like what you see.” Anya beamed with pride. “I am glad.”

Grandfathers utterance of 'consummate' finally hit home. “Slow down a second. We met, what, not even five minutes ago?”

“We will have our whole lives to get to know each other.” Anya chucked the furs away, looking less like a Russian transplant and more like a Victoria's Secret catalog brought to life. “Relax, and I will show you how our students are supposed to behave.”

“That's what we teach?” Expecting me to teach the Kama Sutra was like expecting a drop-out to teach advanced trigonometry. I wasn't inexperienced at that point, but it was asking too much.

“You do not teach skills. You instill discipline and give final exams.” Anya spread her legs and sat herself right on my crotch. “Your staff and I teach the skills.”

It's the difference between a headmaster and a teacher, I suppose. But it still didn't explain the ravishing, blonde Russian straddling my package. Or why she agreed to be my wife before even meeting me.

“Now Alexei, tell me,” she stared down at me, those breasts catching my attention as much as her eyes, “do you like it slow, or would you rather be rough?”

The way she put the emphasis on 'rough' clued me in on her preference. “We should slow it down, period.”

“Teasing is the woman's job. Now tell me.”

It was time for a new approach. “Don't be a bad girl, now. Stop.”

“Bad girls need to be punished,” Anya put her hands on my shoulders and pinned me to the bed, “and I can be very, very bad for you.”

Now I knew what reluctant dates feel on college campuses everywhere. “You won't back down, will you?”

“Why would I? Your erection tells me it is working.”

It would feel even better inside her, but it still felt wrong somehow. “You looked relieved when I asked if you wanted this. What was that about?”

“Because I know you will be a kind husband.” Anya started pushing herself back and forth in my lap, making it that much harder to resist. “I was worried about the kind of man I was to marry, but you are not the sort of person I was afraid of.”

“That's good to hear.”

“No,” she picked up the pace, “it is awful.”

“Why?”

“A headmaster can not have a kind heart and a soft hand. Your dedushka is a cruel man, but that is as he should be.”
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