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BIMBO HEAT:

SECOND QUEEN

The final leg of our trip back home had to be more pleasant. Elena and I had picked up that Porsche Panamera I'd been saving up for. You know, the red one with the cognac interior.

It was nice driving a car of my own again instead of renting or taking Amtrak. Especially when it's a dream car. Better still when you've got a dream girl with her head in your lap while you're at it.

Elena almost had me finished off, lapping her tongue at the base. It was like she wanted me to wreck on the scenic route I'd chosen. The new oral fixation was lovely, but it was bordering on obsession. No time or place was off limits since we had left L.A.

Showing mercy, she backed off as soon as my phone started ringing in my pocket. Elena fished it out and checked the screen. “It's Brooke,” she grinned up at me and then looked back at my cock the second the phone was in my hand.

I tried to keep a straight face and one hand on the steering wheel. “Yeah?”

“Having fun, wherever you are?”

If she only knew. “You could say that.” Elena had her hand through my zipper, cupping my sack like she wanted to make it obvious on my end.

“You'll never believe this, but Boyce is getting married next Saturday.”

“What?” I knew I'd stolen his fiance and made her my own, but the guy moved as fast as me. “Who's the unlucky girl?”

“Elena and I both know her, but the church is in an uproar.” It was like Brooke was stifling a laugh for a moment. “You won't believe this.”

After all the shit I'd been through, that was a bold claim. “Try me.”

“Alright,” she took a breath and finally let the giggle out. “A good ten percent of the congregation walked out when they learned he's marrying a girl who just turned eighteen. It's backfired on him hilariously.”

“Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.”

“The people who stayed are taking it like the word of God Himself, so it's been weird there lately. Even I would have started having doubts after this, before you changed me, anyway.”

“Glad to hear it,” even the conversation couldn't hold me back. I gasped and tried to carry on. “So what's this mean for me?”

“This new girl is heading up Camp Purity. And it gets even weirder from there.”

“I'm not sure how you're finding all this out, but I'm listening.”

“I've,” I knew Brooke was smiling by the way she let it out, “got my ways.” From irritating reporter to scheming whore of Unity Fellowship Baptist. “I'm sure if I tell you she's at Camp Purity until the day of the wedding, you won't do anything untoward with that information.”

“Never.” I couldn't hold back my own grin, largely because of the miracles Elena kept working on my shaft. “Is she my type?”

“You'll like what you see.”

Elena sucked hard, finally delivering me from edge-of-climax limbo. I couldn't stop myself from groaning, the warm fuzzies of release washing over me.

“I guess Elena's with you.”

I caught my breath and saw my knuckles turning white against the steering wheel. “She's closer than you think.”

“Grant, you're the worst kind of pig.”

“Hey, I'm only getting married to a nineteen year old. Don't compare me to him.”

“Wait,” Brooke gasped on the other end, “what?”

“You heard me.” Elena gulped and got to cleaning me off with her tongue.

“You didn't.”

I couldn't resist patting Elena on the back of the head for her service. “What can I say? I'm a lucky man.”

“Maybe you're right, or maybe you're a prick.”

“You're still on my side, though.”

I knew Brooke had an eye twitching. “Listen, if you make it back home by Saturday, help the poor girl somehow.”

“By leaving him high and dry again, you mean.”

“When are you coming back, exactly?”

I thought about letting everything new spill out. Trusting Brooke completely would have been dangerous, though. “You'll know when it happens.”

Elena finished reapplying her lipstick in the visor mirror. She pressed the cap back on and asked, “Does she know?”

I went ahead and hung up. “Yeah.” I couldn't help telling a little, white lie. “Says she's happy for us.”

It lit up Elena's face almost as much as the proposal. “Good.” Then she got wistful just as fast. “She's the only link to my past life I've got.”

“Not for long.”

“What do you mean?”

I flipped the headlights on with the dim contrast of the latest part of the afternoon. “What's the fastest way to Camp Purity?”


Three more hours of driving and another serving of road head later, we pulled up to the locked gates of Camp Purity. Elena had already told me the layout, and her objections to even going. She tried voicing them one last time. “I know it's the only way to help Callie get away from Travis, but can't you think of another way?”

“I don't like it either, but if you know she'll be alone and where, he'll never see it coming.”

She got out and punched a number into the keypad. As soon as Elena got back in, she pointed beyond the opening gates. “There's a place to pull off right around the bend. Lights-out was about an hour ago.”

I eased the car forward, headlights off in the moonlight. “You sure you won't tag along? I don't like the idea of you being here by yourself.”

“As long as its only a few minutes, I'll be fine.”

The longer I try to convince her, the more likely someone will find us. I steered into the cutaway on the gravel road and killed the ignition. “Guess I'm off then.”

“She'll be in the bedroom of the admin cabin.” Elena had another shot of the past. “My old room here.”

I opened my door and looked back to make sure she would be alright. “Here's my keys. If anything happens, drive home.”

“But what about you?”

I left the driver's-side door open and crouched down to smile at her. “I've got legs.”

“Be careful, and don't hurt anyone, okay?”

I've met a few holy-rollers I wanted to slap the evangelism out of before. Permanently harming people was a bit beyond my twisted mind, though. “Don't worry. Twenty minutes, tops.”

I turned and started jogging down the gravel road. My eyes adjusted by the time I was out of sight of my car. The weird thing about running into enemy territory in the dark is you're not on top of the food chain anymore.

The trees and underbrush started thinning out as I caught sight of the camp's lights. If they've got cameras, I guess it won't matter. Boyce already knows who I am. It was my first time flirting with jail, but every attempt at revenge carries some risk.

I stuck to the edge of the light, passing behind every building. Nobody was out this close to midnight. At least, I hoped.

I was at the far end of the place, seeing what I thought was the staff cabin. The sound of a screen door creaking open stopped me in my tracks. I crouched behind a tree and waited.

A woman's voice got closer as she spoke. “So you think the first group of campers will suck?”

Another gal, higher pitched, was right there with her. “What I'm mad about is Callie getting the job. She's what, a month out of high school?”

“The same thing happened with Elena, but at least she signed on when we did.”

Their footsteps kept getting closer. I was having a hard time keeping my breathing quiet. If I moved, I was boned. But if I stayed there, it could have been just as bad.

They stopped, not twenty feet away. The higher one said, “It's bullshit with both of them. Getting engaged to Travis pads your resume awfully well.”

“Will you quit complaining? Someone will hear us before I even get the bowl packed.”

Awesome. I waited, trying not to laugh. Catching counselors at a Bible camp hitting the reefer reminded me of living in the dorms back in college.

The pungent aroma followed the flick of a lighter. One of them coughed into her arm, trying to keep it under wraps.

“Jane, you're gonna get us caught. You sure you've ever smoked this?”

She coughed again. “Sorry, it always makes me do this.”

“Well, pass the bowl and stop.”

I peeked my head around. Damn, they've all got to look this good. Ol' Brother Boyce had his pick of a litter of knockouts.

The lighter snicked to life again. I knew the anxiety and paranoia would start creeping into them. It was as good a time as any to clear my path.

Ego sum alpha. Someone's watching, go back inside before they figure out what you're doing. Et genua parere.

“Traci, come on.”

“Yeah, if we get busted, we're out.”

I waited until their footsteps were too far away to hear. The admin cabin had to be next to the one they were returning to. I watched them go back inside. How many of the girls here would be perfect Prime Recipients? Knowing Boyce, all of them.

With the coast clear, I snaked my way through the last few trees and crossed the open strip of field. I got to the backdoor and tried pulling the handle. Locked tight.

I pulled my driver's license out of my pocket and slid it between the door and the frame. It opened like the shitty lock at my old apartment. Sometimes forgetting your keys forces you to test that idea.

The little kitchen was fit for an RV. The door on the left side seemed more likely to be to the bedroom than the one leading further into the cabin. If I wanted to get Callie out, for a purpose I still hadn't thought of, I'd have to make it quick and quiet. I turned the handle as slowly as I could.

Really? The only thing I'd snuck into was a broom closet.

I opened the other door. Someone had decided an awkward office/living room hybrid was a good use of the area. I couldn't help checking the desk.

The drawer with human resources labeled on the front drew my eye. Thumbing through the folders, hired caught my eye. I left it on top of the desk to grab on my way out. Hey, even I had to score leads on future work.

The only other way that seemed likely was to my right. I held my breath and turned yet another handle, quiet as I could force myself to be. When I saw a light come on as the door cracked, I knew I'd fucked up.

Palms out and open, I pushed past the door. The girl I assumed had to be Callie was staring right at me. Between the braided pigtails, thigh-highs, and the way she'd curled up against the headboard in fear, I realized how creepy this looked.

Instead of screaming, she put her hands together and bowed her head. I had enough of a view to know she was a Prime Recipient indeed. But for once, I managed to tell the brain between my legs to cram it.

“Easy, I'm only here to help.”

Callie didn't pay me any mind. If anything, it only made her pray harder.

“Hey, I'm talking here.”

It was like the first time I met Elena. The girl was falling back on habits and programming, hard.

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “Quit talking to God and talk to the guy who just barged into your room.”

The steel-gray of her eyes caught my attention as much as I had taken hers. “This is a girls' camp. You need to leave.”

“No, your boyfriend's running this place for a reason I can't figure out. It's a cult dressed up in merit badges.”

She narrowed her eyes, her voice full of piss, righteous fury, and venom. “We turn young girls back to God. What would you know about saving sinners?”

“Plenty.” I focused my intent at her rankled forehead. “Shut your mouth and come with me. Elena's waiting for us.”

The room went blurry as I felt the inside of my head hollow out. My arms reached for the door frame. Next thing I knew, I was looking at the hardwood floor.

“You're the one who took her from us?”

What the fuck?

Callie was standing in front of me. I didn't remember her getting up, but there she was. “The one who tempted her into the life of a whore?”

Have you ever had a teenager in pigtails lecture you? It's a weird fucking feeling. “That's your view of it, not mine.”

The sting of an open hand against my face registered about the same time as the pop. “Travis wants to have some words with you.”

The room started coming back into focus. “I figured I'd have to be hot and barely legal for him to bother.”

Another round of pain on my cheek. Callie turned around and went for a nightstand. The phone hooked up to a charger let me know exactly what she planned on doing.

“Hold up.” She paid me no mind. “Hey!”

Callie turned her head, almost ready to pick it up. “What? You want to beg for forgiveness? It's too late for that.”

Fuck it. I channeled all my willpower into a pin point behind my eyes and spoke the code for the first time. “Ego sum alpha, et genua parere.”

Callie straightened like a board. I watched her turn around, a spark of thought still in her eyes. “Welcome back to the world of the living.”

She didn't say a word, her eyes darting around like it was the only part of her body she had any control over. Something told me she was still Boyce's idea of perfection in her head. But for the moment, I had her undivided attention.

“You're coming with me. Get your pants and some shoes.”

She nodded and bent over for a pair of jean shorts and sneakers on the floor. She kept trying to look at her phone the whole time she put them on.

“I know you're wondering why I'm doing this, but Travis isn't who you think he is.”

Callie shot me a look of pure hate as she tied her pair of Adidas. Everything about the girl screamed 'brainwashed.'

“Alright, we're out.” She kept staring at me, sitting right on the edge of the bed. “You're following me.”

I never had to directly order someone's body before then. Her mind was still intact, but incapable of expressing itself physically. I should have figured out what she was then and there.

I got out the back door with Callie right behind me and the personnel file in my hand. I couldn't help wondering how much harder Boyce would come after me. We had until morning before he'd figure out we were back again. The window of opportunity to strike was already narrow.

Once we were far enough away from the buildings, it was time to figure something out. “Be quiet with it, but tell me why you're getting married to him.”

We kept going, Callie not giving me an answer. By the time we were back in the cover of the woods, my patience was running out. The girl had to talk.

“I'm not suggesting you tell me, and I don't give many orders.” Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “Tell me why.”

Callie picked up the pace until she was right beside me. “Because he saved me.”

Even I was baptized and had found Jesus at one point. Problem is, it didn't give me the answers I was looking for. “I wouldn't marry someone for dunking my head in water.”

“I was in a bad place until I met Travis and Elena.”

“So you betrayed her by getting engaged to Travis after she left.”

“She abandoned us.” That old-time religion brand of scorn came back. “Went to be a harlot with the likes of you, from what I've heard.”

This'll be a fun reunion. “What if I told you Travis has the same power I'm using on you right now?”

“He would never use it for wrong ends.”

“So you know about it?”

She sounded like I'd ripped off an emotional bandage. “You're using it for your own gain. Reverend Boyce uses it to help and to heal.”

“Odd how he's got a camp full of lookers. Does he come here often?”

“This is our first summer at full capacity, so why would that be odd?”

A fair point, but Elena had shared enough with me that I knew Boyce was up to more than 'sharing the love of The Lord.' “You'll learn a lot about your preacherman in a few minutes.”

We rounded the bend, my car still sitting where I had left it. Elena stepped out as we closed the last fifty feet. I watched both of them break into a full-out run, Elena almost tripping in her heels on the gravel.

Neither of them said a word. Elena and Callie ran smack into each other and hugged it out like long-lost sisters. And here I was, expecting a cat fight, or at least a shouting match.


Elena and I broke it all down for Callie for the hour it took to get get home. Everything from Boyce's true identity as Sean Ryan, dishonorably discharged sex offender, to my involvement with GeneFactor. It had already sealed Callie's fate in staying with us.

I pulled my car into the parking garage under the apartment building, finally feeling at home. Throwing my car out of drive, I looked back at her. “I hope you're processing all that,” I noticed the ghostly tone in her face, “and welcome home.”

“Grant, you'll be buying her everything new like you did for me, remember?”

That's another chunk of money I'll never see again. I was happy to have enough in reserve that it wouldn't matter much. I pointed at the clock on the dashboard, closing in on one in the morning. “That can wait until tomorrow.”

I yanked the key out of the ignition as Elena leaned in my ear. “She believes you because I trust you.”

I shot a quick puff of air through my nostrils in acknowledgment. “Come on, I'm ready to sit on my couch and sleep in my own bed.”


The ride up the elevator, luggage and Callie in tow, felt like the most drawn-out part of the trip. Our new roommate hadn't said a word to me. It felt wrong somehow.

I had lugged the suitcases into the bedroom and shut the door. Callie and Elena were chatting it up on the couch. Some things never change between people.

“Colorado was fun, but I liked Vegas more than anything.”

“You? I'd have thought he took you there against your will.”

“It's great, and no, the devil won't steal your soul just because you go there.”

I had started toward the fridge, ready for a beer to help knock me out. Callie piped up and stopped me halfway there. “So you don't believe anymore?”

I turned my head to watch Elena's reaction. “I don't know.” The smile on her face said more than she could pack into a dissertation. “But other than a couple of rough days, being with Grant's been the happiest time of my life.”

It warmed the heart, but it was nothing she hadn't already told me. I wanted my beer and about ten hours of unconsciousness.

Callie's voice finally had some certainty to it. “You sound like you're doing good. I'm happy for you.”

I opened the fridge, just to have an unholy stench overwhelm my nostrils. “Fuck!”

“Grant, you can get beer tomorrow.”

I pulled a bottle out and slammed the door. “Not that.” I saw them both looking at me. “We forgot to clean out the fridge before we left. The last batch of leftovers has a civilization in it by now.”

“Do you want me to clean it out?”

“No, I'll take care of it in the morning.” I schlicked my bottle open and took a sip. “We'll eat out, get her some clothes, and go grocery shopping after that. Gonna take lots of baking soda to get rid of that funk.”

Callie put a hand in front of her mouth and giggled. “He's fun, at least.”

I took another swig and chucked the cap in the trash. “That plate looked like a petri dish. Not fun.”

Elena couldn't leave it until morning. I should have known already. “You clean it out, and I'll run to the store.”

“This late?”

Not five minutes home and Elena was back in housewife mode already. “If it's that bad, yeah.”


I finally had the bag of filth down the garbage chute in the hall. About half the fridge had expired and washing my hands three times turned into a fourth at the kitchen sink. I turned the water off and finished the last of my beer.

“So Elena's happy here, huh?” Callie sat with her knees on the couch, her arms folded over the back. She looked like she had even more to say.

“When she's not happy, she lets me know it, so I guess so.”

“No, I mean,” Callie leaned the side of her face against her forearms, “her smile is different now.”

“How so?”

“It's not this fake politeness anymore. I always thought it was a beauty pageant drill, like she rehearsed it too much.”

I tried to imagine it, creeping myself out with the image. “You're acting different yourself.”

“Have a strange man walk into your bedroom in the middle of the night, and you'll look different too.”

Despite the holy-roller part of her that had died by then, Callie was sharp as a good filet knife. “You're not trying to run, so something's changed in you since we met, too.”

“She would have never left me alone with another man before. I know she trusts you.”

“Even though you know what I do for a living, you're going with that?” I started pulling out a new bag for the garbage can. “I'm shocked she helps me do the work.”

“Is she like you and Travis now?”

“First of all, don't ever compare someone to him unless you hate them.” I packed the empty bag into the can and tightened the drawstring. “Second, I don't know what Elena's capable of.”

“More than you think.”

Huh? “What are you talking about?”

“When you broke in, you almost made a big mistake.” Callie got up and pointed at the couch. “Sit down.”

I started walking without intending to, feeling like a passenger in my own body. No fucking way. It hit me in full about the time I sat down at the end of the couch.

Callie got the words out before I could. “If you can pass on your powers, Travis can too.”

I knew better than to talk. If she had gotten a command out first, I'd be in jail already, or worse. I had to wonder what Boyce knew about Queen-types, and how he figured it out. Even more, why he was nurturing it in Callie, but didn't in Elena.

“Don't worry,” she walked in front of me, tugging at her pigtails, “I'm glad you got me out of there. I haven't felt like myself since I met them, and now I know why.”

“So now you're turning on me anyway.”

“Not you. I want to stay like this. Elena's a sweet girl and all, but I'm not like her.”

“She told me you were in a bad place when you met.”

Callie bent at the hips, smiling in my face. “They saved me from staying in juvie until I turned eighteen. But that goodie-two-shoes girl isn't what I am.”

“Sorry, we don't keep any crack in the cupboard.”

“You don't get it, do you?” She almost had the tip of her nose on mine. “I was looking for a free pass, and when I met Elena, I wanted her life.”

“You almost had it.” I dropped my eyebrows and grinned. “Sorry.”

Callie raised a hand in what I expected to be a slap. Instead, she brushed her hand against my cheek. “I can still have it.”

If could exercise the same kind of control I did, I knew I'd be up shit creek. “There's more than one way to get what you want.”

“I know, some old fart with money would be easy enough, even without this power.” Her hand drifted down my chest. “But you're not all wrinkled, and you're right here, right now.”

This chick is as serious as she is nuts. “You think fucking me a time or two is all it takes?”

“Oh, I know sex isn't what does it. I haven't done this in a few years.”

“If you were marrying Boyce, I know you're a virgin. Try again.”

Callie tugged at my zipper. “I meant sucking dick, you retard.” As soon as she had it down, she added, “Pull your legs up on the couch and lean back.”

Now you know me by this point. I'd never turn down head from an eighteen year old in pigtails and thigh-highs. That is, unless she's up to no good with it.

I was hard already and in no position to turn her down anyway. Callie had a hand running up and down my shaft as soon as it was out. She looked at me, her gray eyes holding a different kind of danger, “I know you like what you see. It's all over your face.”

If you make me come, the joke's on you. I had no intention of reprogramming Callie from the ground up, but I knew I'd have to if she was to stick around. “I bet you're awful at it.”

“Shut up.” Callie took me between her lips without hesitating. I couldn't do anything but try to enjoy the ride.

And you know what? She was awful at it. When she let her teeth make contact while raising her head, I had to do something.

“That's lovely and all, but it's not necessary. If you could just let me go to sleep, it'd be dandy.”

If she heard me, you wouldn't know it. If anything, it got her to try even harder. But the thing about trying hard when you suck, pardon the pun, is that it gets pathetic after a certain point.

I was trying to get myself excited. Callie was a girl right out of my fantasies, but even that sort won't earn points when she's that mechanical about it. My mouth bunched up on one side as I noticed my salvation had arrived.

I watched the door handle turn. The idea that my fiance would catch me getting a blowjob from a girl I'd just met should have terrified me. As Elena opened the door and saw what was going on, I expected the wrath of a second Queen-type.

She didn't say a word, easing the bag down so it didn't even rustle. Elena even took her heels off, stalking close and staring like she was about to choke the life out of someone.

All I could move was my head, and I sure wasn't saying anything. The only thing I dared or even could do was to stare back.

“Having fun?”

Callie jumped like a cat next to a lit firecracker. I was thankful, except for the way her teeth left a red line up my cock. I was thankful it didn't break skin.

She turned and crawled backward on top of me. “Elena, it was his idea.”

I sat there mobile as a paraplegic, my lip still bunched on one side. I figured the best option for me was to say nothing at all. Let her keep running with that rope.

“If Grant made you do it, why can't he move?” Elena crossed her arms and went right past daggers into staring swords. “You're going to listen to me, and you're going to let him go.”

Callie couldn't have ducked her head any lower. “Yes ma'am.”

“I mean seriously, right back to your old self as soon as he sets you free? You know what kind of path you were on back then.”

I was content to stay paralyzed and watch the show. On the rare occasion Elena gets mad, that submissive exterior drops, hard.

“And you know why I never do that to him, even though I could?”

“No.”

“Because he's only controlled me to help me, and only on the first night we met.” Well, on-purpose, anyway.

“I'm sorry.” Callie turned her head and nodded, freeing me from shitty blowjob hell. “It won't happen again.”

“That's right, you'll never use your powers on Grant again.” Elena bent over with her hands gripping the arm of the couch. “Have I made myself clear?”

Now that she wasn't a crazy teenage slut with mind control powers, Callie was quite enjoyable in my lap. “Thanks, I was afraid she'd bite the thing off.”

“And you're an idiot for letting her get the upper-hand like that.” Still a little ice queen left in her. “You had to know why she had taken over my old position at the camp.”

“Hell, I never knew that was why he put you in charge. Even you didn't know you could do that until a few weeks ago.”

She knew I had a point. “So how did Travis find out?”

“Hell if I know.” I stared at the empty spot where an engagement ring would have been, had I had one to give her. “He's got a thing for Queen-types, I guess.”

Callie finally worked up the nerve to speak again. “It's because,” she shifted her weight, taking my dick between her thighs, “he saw you as a test model.”

We almost asked the same question at once, but Elena beat me to it. “What else do you know?”

“Camp Purity is meant to change girls on a bad path in life, but after he proposed, Travis told me the reason why. He ordered me to help, if I wanted to be his wife.”

I was more than happy to let Elena keep interrogating her. “So why? What's the purpose of the camp he never told me?”

The final answer struck me like a baseball to the temple. “Travis thinks he's supposed to be fruitful and multiply, like The Bible says.”

Elena looked at me. “He worked for GeneFactor too, right?”

“He got kicked out of the program when it first started, about ten years ago.” I wished he was there with us, if only to let Elena have at him. “After that, they lost track of him until he showed back up under a new name, founding a church.”

“I can't believe it.” Elena stood back up. “Well, I can since it's Travis, but the whole church is a sham. I was so stupid back then.”

Callie slid back a little more, my dick wedged against skin instead of denim. “A lot of people were, and still are.”

I couldn't take the slow tease. Callie was either doing it on purpose, or she was directing all her attention toward Elena. I pulled her off of me and tucked myself back in. “It's not stupidity if you don't have a way to know better. He's a hell of a conman and a predator.”

Callie spun around to face me. “So what are you two gonna do with me?”

Elena still hadn't worked it out of her system. “My first thought is to throw you out on the street,” which was why Callie tried asking me first, “but you can learn from it instead.”

“As long as she doesn't try that again, we can find a way to make it work.”

“And even from behind, I knew that blowjob had to be dreadful.” Elena walked up to me from around the couch. “Here, let me show you what to do.”

“Hold up,” I wasn't quite objecting, “you're joking, right?”

She didn't bother responding, to me anyway. “Now get over here and watch.” Elena got on her knees on the floor to my left, Callie with hers on the couch to my right. Elena fished me back out of my jeans, the slow stroke taking forever. “Get him ready with your hands, nice and slow.”

Callie inched closer, enraptured by the lesson. Her lips parted a little.

“Here, you try it.”

I must have done something good today. The leftover feeling of Callie's teeth almost made me want to cringe. But as she wrapped her fingers around my cock, the delicate touch hit the right buttons.

“Good, now use your wrist and unbutton his pants. It's easier if you can get it all the way open.”

The pressure of my waistband went away as the button popped free. They both pulled down, exposing my boxers to the bottom hem.

“Now,” Elena batted Callie's hand away and put her own back on the head, “give it a lick with just the tip, like this.”

My fingers grasped onto the cushions out of reflex. As Callie took her turn, watching the two of them double-team it was foreplay enough.

“Good,” Elena finally looked at me, “now put it in your mouth and drop down so slow it'll torture him.”                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  

Callie wasn't paying any attention to Elena. I was fine with letting her keep it up. After all, what straight guy doesn't enjoy a girl in pigtails slobbering on his dick?

“Come on, up.” Elena almost broke my heart with that order, to warm it right back up. “You've got more than a mouth.”

Callie took her time, backing me out of those pouty lips like she didn't want to stop. She pushed against my thighs and broke me free. It was Elena's hands around her waist that broke the smile.

The button on her shorts popped loose in Elena's fingers. Callie's eyes widened as the pair slid down past her knees. Fingertips inside the waistband of her red boy briefs had her worked up.

“You don't mean...” Callie's mouth fell open as I caught sight of the flawless, shaved crease between her thighs. “I've never done it before.”

“Neither did I,” Elena forced them down her legs the rest of the way and then hiked up her skirt to flash her own, “until I met him.”

Elena's gonna make her fuck me, isn't she? I couldn't help staring between Callie's thighs. It was that damn smooth and discrete.

“Now,” Elena stepped her feet around mine, “watch and see how he likes it.”

She didn't waste time dropping into my lap. The way she took me in without effort against her walls sent a wave of bliss up my spine. It was like she had been planning it.

A quick moan leaked from her lips before she began rocking herself. “That's one way,” Elena began shifting from side to side, “and this is another.”

Callie stared on. If we were in a cartoon, her head would have exploded. But looking in her eyes, I thought I saw envy mixed in the shock.

Elena swirled herself in orbit around my cock, making me tilt my head back. “He loves this,” and then she started bouncing up and down, her voice cracking a little with the pleasure, “and don't just phone it in like this.” Elena stared in my eyes as she stopped and got off me. “If he wants something specific, Grant lets you know.”

What the hell did she mean by that?

The moment of thought dispersed as soon as Callie took Elena's place. She looked down, nervous about the dick at full-mast below her. She wavered for a moment, and then put her knees on each side of me.

I thought about gripping her shoulders and forcing her down as repayment for earlier. The grin spreading on my face made her even more nervous as she lowered herself. Lucky for you, I'm not a complete asshole.

My tip pressed against Callie's opening. Everything about the way it resisted promised the tight fit to come. The compression and stretch on those parts of our bodies increased.

The subtle pop against my tip put a look on Callie's face I'll never forget. It was the same nervous shock Elena had with her first time. Relief and a little pain came over her face as Callie tried easing down the first inch.

I saw Elena put her own hands on Callie's shoulders. The hard grip shot my eyebrows up, but Elena eased her down with all the care of a mother. I was able to relax and enjoy the once-in-a-girl's-lifetime moment I had stolen from Boyce, twice.

“There, see?” Elena hugged Callie from behind. “And it only feels better from here.”

I let the feeling soak in. Callie had all the tightness and wetness a man could ask for. Even the texture of where her thigh-highs ended made it all a powerful brew of sensory overload.

“Now, what did I show you?” Elena released the hug as Callie started bouncing in the first nervous effort. “Mix it up.”

Callie's lips parted when she began grinding herself against me. It soon morphed into her planting her hands behind her, right on my knees. She wasn't letting the fear ruin her good time anymore.

Elena took a seat next to me, crossing her legs and propping her head against a hand. She watched on, smiling as Callie got into it. With her acting as mentor again, Elena looked at peace with herself.

Callie switched gears, leaning into my chest. Her criminally tight cunt gripped against me as she sent her hips forward and back. It was more than enough to get her whimpering with each stroke.

Content as I was to sit back until I came, she was getting a little too comfortable. I wrapped my arms around her narrow waist, jack-hammering Callie against my thighs. Her pussy strained around my skin, the heat and friction almost too much for even me to handle.

When I thought she'd had enough to make up for her insolence, I kept going. Her screams pierced into my eardrums, vibrating them until I couldn't take any more. With one last pull downwards, I dug myself as deep into Callie as I could.

She wasn't done, though. Callie shook herself like she was trying to serve it right back. She had my eyes rolling almost backwards. Her hands pushed against my chest, searching for something she'd never experienced before.

From virgin to sex fiend, in the space of minutes. Elena had a talent for pushing people to the right track, alright. “That's it, don't let up on him yet.”

A sudden squeeze of her walls announced the discovery. Callie fell back into my chest as she screamed. I pushed her ass down, keeping her locked tight.

She came around my shaft so hard, I'm still amazed she didn't squirt. That's a talent she'd pick up later. But for the moment, the climax was like that first hit that leads to a lifetime of addiction.

I let her regain sanity for a moment. The poor thing was a wreck of her own making. According to Elena's story about Callie's life, that was her natural tendency.

“Grant, should I get Mr. Shakey?”

When a girl names her Hitachi, you know she enjoys using it. But that thing after what Callie had just done to herself? “Don't want to fry her that early, do you?”

Callie rode out the last of it as Elena responded, “If she knows her limits early, she won't overdo it later.”

“I thought the point was to make her behave, not break her.”

Elena almost laughed as she got up. “Breaking her in is more accurate.”

I let Callie get what rest she could. Christ, I'd hate to see what she'd do to me if I pissed her off tonight. Lucky for me, I was the innocent party for once.

Back in the world of the living, Callie leaned into my ear. “Whatever that was, it was great.” She started sliding herself around in my lap again, moaning like she wanted an encore.

“Whatever you thought that was, it's about to get so much better, or worse.”

“How's that.” Callie shifted her weight back, grabbing her ankles.

I looked down, seeing that perfect, smooth bit of heaven my dick hid in. “Elena wants to make it feel so great, you'll regret it.”

It was like a foreign language to her. “I can handle it.”

You poor, sexy little fool. “You're the one asking for it, not me. I'm giving you fair warning.”

“Shut up and take what I'm giving you.” Callie rocked hard and then stopped. “I can see how much you—”

“Turn around.” Elena's voice boomed in a way I couldn't have imagined. She was beating the business end of the wand against an open palm like a hatchet.

Callie couldn't resist the order, stopping her motion and rising up to turn and go right back down on my dick. It was as mind-blowing from the other angle.

The buzz of the thing going right to full power told me how it was going down. Elena didn't hem and haw about it, asking, “So you still think you can't get too much of a good thing?”

I knew it was about to go down like a kid having to smoke the whole pack of cigarettes, right then and there. Holding Callie still by her thighs, she fought in vain to keep moving side to side. The only thing we'd allow was taking what she'd earned.

She tensed up the instant it made contact with her clit. Heavy breathing turned to whimpering. Her shoulders tried working out the tension, failing to keep up within seconds.

All the tough talk didn't mean shit in the end. Elena and I had her quivering in place. Hard to keep up the act when you're shaking like a cup of gelatin.

Calling it 'too much of a good' thing started to be an understatement. Callie's body pulled up strength you wouldn't imagine from a girl that small. She had me fighting to keep her in place.

Elena wasn't letting up either. The grim line of her lips and furrowed brows made her intentions clear. “When I pull back, you're gonna split her like firewood.”

Does she want to kill the girl? I couldn't help agreeing with it, but damn. Nodding, I forced Callie's shoulders down and then grabbed her just above the hips.

Callie's body released all at once. Elena stopped the buzzing and kept Callie's shoulders low. The rip of my shaft through her cunt had her screaming like I had never heard. And like that, the wetness flooded inside her like the Hoover Dam had failed.

A couple more forced thrusts had me at my limits of cruelty. I let go, allowing Callie to crash into the orgasm like a bullet against a steel plate.

Her entire body went into random jerks as she yowled like she was speaking in tongues. She managed to get myself out of her, the entrance of her pussy contracting like it was trying to talk itself.

My pants soaked everything up. The warmth spread up and down my thighs in three distinct waves. Our new plaything was already too damaged to give back.

Elena stood straight, hands on her hips and admiring her work. Replace the red dress with black and the wand with a whip, and you'd have a dominatrix from hell. That face of hers comes out of hiding once or twice a year, and it still puckers my asshole.

“Don't you collapse on me.” Elena had Callie's chin held up with a couple of fingers. “Look at you, in over your head again.”

The meek response was unintelligible. I couldn't tell if Callie's tremors came from the climax of a lifetime, or fear. If you want my opinion, it was both.

Elena pushed Callie into the couch beside me. Pulling the white shirt over Callie's head and up her arms, the pert yet generous breasts on her had my attention. Elena took both in her hands and asked, “It'd have been a shame to make these all saggy and busted out with a lifetime of drugs.”

Boyce and Elena might have saved her from being strung out and wasted once upon a time. I felt like I needed to save Callie from Elena. She enjoyed doling out the punishment more than a bit too much.

I stood up and didn't say a word. Even though Elena had put Callie in her place, there was no point in making her wallow in it. Plus, Elena had stepped out of line, herself.

I pushed Elena from behind, her body draping across the arm of the couch. Snatching a handful of blonde with one hand, the other hiked the back of her skirt up past her ass. “A little harsh, aren't we?” I punctuated it by leaving a hand print of crimson on her left side, enjoying the way her ass tensed.

She didn't bother responding, knowing I was holding back by not issuing a command. Elena backed herself up, ready to take her punishment. If she only knew my reason for it, Elena wouldn't have been so eager.

I pushed inside her with the speed of a glacier. She was only there in the moment to be used. Callie wasn't in any shape to do anything for me, so Elena had no choice but to shut up and be what she feared being most: Just another hole to fuck.

I only worried about getting myself off for once. The hard-driving, rapid thrusting had her screaming in delight, but not in the usual way. It wasn't about lust, but getting something specific out of her.

Elena wasn't anywhere near close to coming when I saw Callie stirring back to life. As she opened her eyes, I ordered, “Get up here.” Looking down at Elena's ass, 'here' wasn't a vague concept.

She fought against her exhaustion, rising until she had both elbows on Elena's back. Direct control of Callie's actions wasn't necessary, but Elena had already proven I couldn't trust her to have a plaything. It was time to lay out who would control the new girl.

Without mercy or concern over Elena's satisfaction, I pulled myself out of her. “Now, suck it.”

Elena rolled off the arm of the couch and onto her knees. She realized what she had done wrong as soon as she saw me looking at Callie.

Taking a pigtail at the base in each hand, I forced myself to the back of Callie's throat. With a combination of pulling her hair and thrusting myself, she didn't have a chance to catch a breath. It was all to make my point clear, for both of them.

With pouty lips around my shaft and another set quivering not far from those, I made the home push. Pre-cum leaked out with a little twinge in my loins.

With only seconds of warning, the full impact of release came over me like a tsunami. I grunted with my final thrust.

Callie choked around my base as I released myself in forceful, copious bursts. Her voice squealed, vibrating my shaft as it painted the back of her throat white. I let the third and fourth go, trying to keep enough wits about me to stare at Elena.

She had ducked her head, her hands on her knees. With the lesson learned, she deserved at least some compensation.

“Look up.” I pulled myself back and squeezed the base of my cock. The sting of holding myself back was almost too much to bear. “Take what's left.”

Elena's eyes brightened. She had her lips around it like a newborn to the breast.

I gave her the last couple of leftover spurts, pooled into one torturous release. Wincing as she begged with her tongue, I finally had to pull myself out of Elena's mouth.

Looking down at both of them, I felt beads of sweat running down my face as they both swallowed. It was time to make a choice. The thought of being selfish crossed my mind, but I was no Travis Boyce.

“Callie,” I waited until she was staring back at me, “you'll stay with us, but no more controlling people.” I gave her a quick pat on the cheek. “You're too fucking dangerous on your own.”

Elena stared at me in the same way, begging for me to give her orders. The way she seemed too eager only made me angry again.

Steeling myself against darker impulses, I ran a hand through Elena's hair. “You get your free-will back,” I smiled for an instant before adding, “except for one thing. No more punishments harsher than what she deserves.”

I knew the questions had to be boiling over in Elena's mind. She parted her lips like she wanted to speak. Thinking better of it, Elena drew back into herself and bowed her head.

“It's alright, Callie's here so she can get back on her feet.”

It brought Elena out of the land of shadows and doubts. “So I don't have to worry about being replaced.”

“Like I said, I'm not Travis. I never plan on being like him, either.” I knew that by being a Donor for GeneFactor, I'd always have some similarities with him. But to do something like found a camp right out of The Handmaid's Tale? Even I have some sense of humanity.


All three of us sat in the office, waiting for Janus to show up. Callie had only been with us for a few days by that point, but each morning brought more tension than the next. At some point, Boyce was going to act on the fact that we'd returned and stolen Callie.

Even the wait had me nervous as a man awaiting biopsy results. The thought of Boyce coming through the door instead of Janus crossed my mind. It was bad enough, even Elena had some tension in her forehead.

Dr. Clare came through instead. No baby bump yet, but she did have that glow to her by then. “Quite a stunt you pulled, doing that to Boyce again.”

“Elena, Callie, this is my handler.”

“Dr. Cynthia Clare,” she didn't offer a hand out to either of them. She kept her notes pinned tight against her chest and stared at me. “I'm his first Prime Recipient.”

“You act like you're mad about it.”

Cynthia's head jerked back a little. “Mad at myself for not keeping my guard up. I knew what I was turning you into, and why.”

Elena couldn't resist. “You mean, you didn't want it?”

Dr. Clare leaned against the desk on her side. “It's not that I didn't want it. I just know how it works. Resisting it was one of my orders.”

I couldn't help giggling at her. “He used you in one of his experiments? I didn't think he was brave enough to try it.”

The familiar voice of Janus Rickard piped in from the doorway. “Damn near neutered me for it, too. My wife is a great woman, but a bitch when she wants to be.”

Hold the fuck up. I looked at the two of them. “You two have been married this whole fucking time?”

Janus sat in his chair, filling the room with that awful creak again. “I carry a lot of markers for genetic diseases, so I never wanted children of my own. Call it fucked up if you want. I believe it's inhumane to risk children's health for selfish biological reasons. That's why this program exists.”

“But why only test men?” The question would spring up in my mind every now and then, but I had to find out, now. “Your genes come from both parents.”

“Efficiency.” Dr. Clare crossed her legs and sat the files on the desk. “A woman can only produce offspring so often. Men aren't quite so limited.”

It made sense, but something still felt off about it. “You care to explain something for me, though?”

“Shoot.” Janus clasped his hands together and rested his chin on them.

“Where does the funding come from, exactly?”

“A handful of sickly billionaires like myself. We realize if we were in a state of nature without modern medicine, we wouldn't have survived to pass our genes. I know it sounds cruel, but long-term, it weakens humanity. Not every genetic time-bomb should toss his DNA about.”

“And prime women,” Dr. Clare interrupted, “tend to breed with the elite. The problem is, the elite are increasingly able to survive illnesses that the common people can't afford to have treated.”

“I'm not sure how just a few guys can make a difference in all that.” It seemed as effective as pissing on a house fire. “What's the end-game?”

“We're still in the experimental stages, as you know.” Janus bent over in his seat and pulled a briefcase onto his desk. “And I've got a surprise for you.”

I hoped like hell it was full of money, but knowing Janus, it was trouble. “Do I even want to take it?”

“Your reporter friend put together a video package on Sean Ryan. This thing in here is how you'll show the whole church the truth.”

“What's it do?”

“Get in there, hook this up to the AV system, and set the timer for the middle of a sermon. I know you've got what you need to infiltrate the place.”

Crazy, you're thinking? Same here. “Won't that piss him off even more?”

Janus cracked the biggest grin I'd ever seen on a man. “Word on the wire is, the feds are moving to nick him good after Sunday services two weekends from now. Best kick his support from under him before that happens.”

“So what do I do until then? He knows we're back.”

“Fuck me, mate. Do I have to plan everything for you?” Janus laughed to himself and leaned back. “One phone call and I can have the feds keep an eye on your place.”

True to his word, this generic looking carpet cleaning van never left the front of our building.
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