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BIMBO TOUR:

FIRST LAYOVER

The sudden darkness woke me up. Rows of gray pillars crept by the window and then drifted further away as the train switched tracks. The bowels of Chicago's Union Station were outright industrial, with rare bits of color saved for warning lights and signals.

We were on the run, kinda, but I knew GeneFactor had sent me here to do a job. With almost three million people and no telling how many tourists, Prime Recipients wouldn't be in short supply. Plus, it wouldn't hurt Elena to broaden her perspective on the world.

Businessmen and women mixed with the common rabble on the platform as I felt Elena lift her head off my shoulder. Even if it was a new world to us, several hundred miles between us and Reverend Boyce made Chicago feel more like the safety of home than where we had come from. At least we had the means to live comfortably here.

“I guess we're here?” she asked before yawning and rubbing the sleep from her eyes.

The train eased to a complete stop. “I guess. It's morning already, I think.” I stood up and looked behind me. The inside of the train car reminded me of an airplane as people started grabbing luggage from the overheads. We only had two rolling suitcases between us, ourselves.

“So what's the plan?”

I looked down at Elena and shrugged as the old man seated in front of us made a bolt for the exit. The yellow mustache and beard around his mouth stood out against the white hair on his cheeks. He couldn't wait to get out and express that religious devotion to his cigarettes.

We brought our luggage down and started rolling down the aisle. I started browsing through my booking app, trying to find a decent place to stay for a week. If I can't flush out some paying work in a city this big, I'm fucking something up.

I had already reserved our room by the time we hit the escalator. More than two grand for seven nights downtown felt like a bargain. It was the open-air bar and view of the Chicago River that sold me on the place. And I knew I'd be spending the remainder of that ten-thousand Janus had loaned me by the time we'd leave.

The great hall of Union Station opened up as we got up to ground level. Elena stared in wonder, probably never having seen such a grand place outside of a church. “Is the whole city like this, Grant?”

“Hell if I know, it's my first time here.” I placed a hand on the small of her back and added, “Come on, I've got us a place.”

“I'd always heard bad things about this city.” The awe in her face countered the worry. “Was it all a bunch of lies?”

The marble floor and limestone columns shined under the gigantic skylight. “As long as we stay away from the south side, I think we'll be alright.” Great food, museums, and running the risk of getting shot in certain areas was all I did know about the place.

We got outside and started down West Adams Street, walking against the one way traffic. The noise of rush hour and construction was almost too much for me. We crossed Adams and followed Canal Street north for a couple of block before the suitcases started to wear on us.

“Shit, we've still got a mile to go.” I put and arm out and stopped Elena in her tracks. “Let's call a ride and get checked in.”

Elena crossed her wrists as she held onto her suitcase. The way she barely hid herself in that white, low-cut blouse and tiny khaki skirt made me want to get in our room and her out of those clothes. Those strappy heels probably didn't make the walk pleasant either. She nodded and smiled, still having her mind blown with every sight.

I tapped a few icons on my phone and saw the marker for our ride coming up Canal Street behind us. “It's just about here already, come on.”


We had already wrecked the bed, walked through Lake Shore East Park, and then tortured the mattress again before daylight faded. The way the headboard of the king size bed separated the modest living area like a half-wall was a nice touch, and I'm sure we'd given at least one resident of the condos across the river one hell of a show.

I lied on my back and rested the back of my head on my arms. “How about we get dressed and hit that bar downstairs?”

Elena curled up next to me and ran her hand down my chest. “You know I'm not old enough, and I don't have any ID anyways.”

Shit, forgot about that. Fucking a nineteen-year-old can have its drawbacks. “If I throw a big enough bill in the tip jar, I'm sure the bartender won't care.”

“Grant, I've never had alcohol before.” The curiosity in her eyes almost looked guilty. “Are you sure it's alright?”

“It won't kill you.” Seeing what I could get her to do drunk had crossed my mind before. “I think if you try it, you might like it.”

She grinned and snuggled closer. “You let me get away with so much.”

I knew I was responsible for her after tearing out that ridiculous moral compass she had followed. “Beside, I've got a job to do, and the bar seems like a good place to drum up some business.”

“So that's what you had in mind.” Elena gave me a playful slap on the cheek. “Get me all loose and willing to help you.”

“You're not turning it down.”

She giggled and drifted her fingers inside my boxers. “If you get drunk, you might give me what I really want.”

If that's the game she wants to play, fine. I leaned up before she could get me rock hard again. “Come on, we've only got so much money left.”


Slow jazz, steel girders, and suspended mood lighting gave the place a more serious tone than it deserved. I had let Elena get through three blue Hawaiians already, with her fourth on the way. The prospects for Prime Recipients hadn't been as good as I had hoped, but it was the early drinking crowd in a hotel bar.

Our waiter was taking his sweet time, even with the fifty I'd shoved in his jacket pocket. The anemic little pizza wasn't what I expected out of Chicago, either. All told, I was about ready to get one strong drink to cap it off and call the night a loss.

I looked at Elena, the tip of her nose getting pink from the booze. I watched her shake her empty glass as I said, “I normally don't call it a day this early, but I think I'm about ready to head back up.”

“I'm having a good time.” She ran a foot up my shin and looked to the side. “I think our waiter gave up the ghost.”

“Well, of course.” I tossed my head back and leaned against my chair. “He's got his tip already.”

“No,” she put a hand on my arm, “look.”

I did, and the head of my cock almost exploded. Our waiter was gone, but his replacement already had Elena's next drink in hand. Fuck me, she's nice. She was one of those rare, porcelain-skinned redheads.

The new target of my obsession placed the glass in front of Elena. “Anything else?”

I tried not to stare, seeing everything I needed to under the vest and black pants. “A tall Guinness and a shot of Jameson for me.”

“St. Paddy's day was a couple of months ago.” She smiled and took the empties off our table. “But that's always a good choice.”

“Irish?” I looked at her, hoping like hell I'd chanced on something exotic with that deadly combination of red hair, flawless skin, and green eyes.

“No, but that's a good tipping holiday for me.” She spun around with the drink tray before adding, “They'll be right up.”

I looked at Elena. She already knew what I had in mind. “Really, Grant?”

“What?” I couldn't figure out why she'd take issue with it.

“I know you took me away really fast,” she pulled her drink almost to her lips, “but fifteen seconds is all you need to decide?”

“I didn't even need that much time to decide on you.”

The first sip went down Elena's throat. Her eyes were already half-glassy. “Lust at first sight, I guess.”

“You called it that, not me.”


Lydia Patten was her name. Over the course of a few more rounds, Elena and I had learned she was from a small town in southern Ohio, taking jobs at bars because the money was far better with her looks than any office job she could wrangle. At the very least, she had pointed out several places in the city to check out.

It finally came time to settle the tab. Midnight had already passed, and the bar had less than an hour to closing time. Lydia was making her way through her tables as we finished the last of our drinks. I'd made Elena take it slow for the past while, but her cheeks were still flushed.

A loud pop went off right next me. I turned and saw a guy in a suit, seven or eight sheets to the wind, draw his hand back from Lydia's ass. “Come on,” he slurred, “what's the problem?”

“Piss off.” She turned and got back to us, the groper still leering at her backside. “Fucking asshole.”

I put another fifty on the table and took the bill. “You know, I could take care of him for you.”

Lydia cocked an eyebrow. “How?”

I handed her enough cash to settle the tab and said, “Just watch.”

The feeling of wickedness came over me as I stood up. Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. The drunkard looked up at me as I stood over his table. “Yo.”

“The fuck do you want?” He reeked of whiskey.

I focused on his will, the alcohol in his system making the guy easier than he should have been to influence. “Tip her everything in your wallet and go the fuck to sleep.”

He reached around to his back pocket. “Kiss my ass, buddy.” He laid a modest stack of hundreds on the table. “That shit ain't shit.”

I rolled my eyes and turned around. Elena and Lydia stared at me as I heard the guy stumble off. I thought about adding some extra orders to run naked down the street and take a dive on whatever meeting had called him to Chicago, but that damage was enough.

“Did you really just do that?” Lydia had edged close to Elena. “That dumbass has been giving me problems for the past couple of nights.”

“It's easy to trick a drunk.” I didn't plan on revealing exactly how I had forced the guy into doing what he did. “Make them think it's a good idea, and they do it.”

She took the bill and smiled. “I'll be right back.”

Elena put a hand on my shoulder and whispered, her breath hot on my ear. “You know, you could talk me into things right now.” At least she was fun when she was drunk.

“I think you'd like some time with our new friend.”

“You mean you would like me to mess around with her.” Her voice trailed off for a few seconds before Elena added, “And then you'll give her what I want.”

I shrugged and let her know the drill. “You got it.”

Her teeth pinched against my earlobe. “Let me have it, just this once, please?”

The way she always begged for it was like a soundtrack to my life for the past week. “You know I can't.” Hell, I barely caught myself in time earlier that afternoon, nearly busting at balls-deep inside her. Pulling out like that hurt my soul every time.

Elena whined and leaned back as Lydia got back to us. “You always say that.”

“I got ten percent off for you.” The tip and handling Lydia's biggest problem for the night made the discount feel small, but there's only so much she could have done. “You two staying here for very long?”

“A week, but who knows where we're going after this.” I put our room number on the bottom of the receipt. I actually felt pressure behind my eyes this time. “Knock on this door when you get off.”

She smiled and said, “I guess I can.” As Lydia walked off for the final time, she added, “But don't expect anything like that guy did.”

I don't expect it. I know it's mine already.


Elena had already lost her patience. Still riding the wave of alcohol in her system, it was a fight to keep her off of me and her clothes on. I was about to give in when the alarm clock next to the bed rolled around to half-past-one.

Two delicate knocks tapped out from the door. I left Elena frustrated on the side of the bed, pouting away. Sure enough, Lydia was standing on the other side of the peephole, nervous with one hand gripping an upper arm.

I opened the door and said, “Come on in.”

She entered. “The upper floor suites are nicer than I thought.”

I guess she's never had a one-night-stand here before. “The view's great. I didn't think Lake Michigan was this close until I got up here.”

“So,” she looked at Elena, “you think she'll be alright?” Lydia and I got out of the narrow entrance between the closet and bathroom. “She's a lightweight if I've ever seen one.”

Ego sum alpha. “She's just jealous.” Et genua parere. “You had to know why I gave you our room number.”

Lydia crashed her rear on the bed, right next to Elena. “You're right,” I watched her brush her fingers against Elena's thigh, “but I didn't think you'd let her stray that easily.”

The fuck? “You mean...” It was enough to get my juices rolling. “Wow.”

“You don't make much in tips if all the guys know.”

At least thirty Prime Recipients so far, and not one lipstick lesbian, until now. “Well,” I looked back at Elena, “what do you think?”

It wouldn't have been her first experience with other women, but the idea still shook that religious foundation in the back of her mind. Lydia had already moved her fingers under the hem of Elena's skirt. “Grant, does she really want me instead of you?”

“I'm alright with it if you are.” I still planned on getting what I wanted, but the pure confusion in her face mixed with those lowered inhibitions in a deadly cocktail. “Go ahead and let her show you a good time.”

Lydia didn't waste any time. She mounted Elena's lap and brushed the straps of her dress off her shoulders. I watched her rip that vest off her own shoulders as their lips met.

I took a seat in the reading chair off to the side. Settling in for a show, I reared back and propped one foot on a knee. By the time I had a thumb and two fingers supporting my jaw, Lydia's white dress shirt had joined the vest on the floor.

Elena broke away and lied back. Her arms draped over Lydia's shoulders and invited her the rest of the way down. Something about her still seemed nervous, but she knew exactly what it would take to make me happy.

Lydia broke up the embrace and stood up. As she slid her pants down, the full glory of her figure hit me like a rockslide. Her narrow waist led to ample breasts up top, and spectacularly fertile hips below. I wasn't expecting the pink and the bows, but she was all girly and all about the girls.

She dove back down, both of them wrapping around each other like slap bracelets. Elena let her dress slide up her body, gradually making its way up her shoulders. Lydia pulled it off of her and threw it my way, landing right before my feet.

They rolled to the center of the bed. I had a full view as Elena slid her panties down her thighs. My pants got tighter as Lydia let her own do the same, then moved to unhook her bra.

“The poor thing's nervous.” Lydia's smiled as she loomed over Elena. “See?”

I leaned forward and planted my feet. My elbows rested on my knees. “I'm sure you could calm her down.”

She slid down Elena's torso, stopping about midway and cupping breasts in both hands. “She's so soft.”

“Don't let her fool you.” I watched Elena close her eyes and part her lips. “She can hurt a man in bed.”

“But could she hurt a woman?” Lydia inched even further down.

“At this rate, we might never know.”

Our new friend let out a giggle and slid between Elena's thighs. Her feet hung off the end of the king size. The way Lydia's ass went up as her tongue got to work begged for me to come over.

Elena was already tearing at the sheets, rolling her head left and right. Her knees went up in a sudden jerk. By the time her ass had lifted again, I knew it was almost over for her.

Lydia kept going, forcing Elena's hips back down with both hands. Her lack of mercy was admirable, going straight for the goal instead of lingering on the build-up.

“Fuck!” Elena tensed all at once. Her skin blushed all over and her toes curled, gripping the sheets. She was ready to break, drawn up like a knot at the breaking point.

I marveled at the sight, wishing I'd thought to record this one to send Boyce's way as well.

It all came to a rapid head as Elena's entire body shook. Her hands went down to Lydia's copper hair, gripping and pushing her tighter between her legs. The full force of the climax rattled her bones exactly as much as it had my brain.

Her eyes finally opened as Elena turned her head to look at me. She had taken one of Lydia's hands in her own. A relieved smiled drew across her face.

“You look like you had fun.”

Elena closed her eyes again as Lydia set right back to it. She tried speaking, but her new friend wasn't letting it happen. Something about the two together made it seem like they were made for each other.

I would have been content to keep watching, but I knew this was all for one real purpose. I stepped over to the corner our luggage wound up in. Unzipping the front pocket of my own, I pulled out the bottle I was after.

Lydia hadn't bothered paying me any attention. She had Elena well on the way to another orgasm by the time I was behind her. The way her cunt peeked from between her thighs begged me to join in.

The bottle of lube fell on the bed as I clasped my palms around Lydia's ass. I felt the tension rise up in her, but it didn't interrupt her work on Elena. A quick slap finally got her attention.

She tore herself away from my whimpering blonde. “The fuck are you doing?”

Ego sum alpha. “You want it.” Et genua parere. “Just keep going and I'll take care of everything.”

Lydia barely smiled and pushed her ass a little higher. The silky texture between her legs slid along my fingers, already wet and ready to go. Her entrance defied any attempt at slipping inside, tight and neglected by male anatomy.

I slid off my belt and pulled my zipper down. A generous squirt of lube felt like it would have been enough. As I drew close, I knew she'd be squealing like Elena within seconds.

The poor thing didn't get any warning. Her walls fought back, seizing against my cock like a Chinese finger trap. Lydia moaned as I crept deeper, her waist going down until both breasts were on the bed.

I took hold of Elena's ankles, rocking her and Lydia both. They were a moaning, tangled mess already. I drew back and thrust hard, feeling the wonder inside Lydia like no other man could get permission to.

Elena jolted like she had gone hysterical. Her voice flooded my ears. The way her knuckles had gone white in Lydia's hair told me she was tipping over the edge again.

With one foot up on the mattress, I forced Lydia to let my blonde come. Pushing through her heat and crashing hard against her ass, I felt like she needed punishment. It was a fucking like I hated her, and I didn't even know why.

She began screaming herself, one hand replacing Elena's on the back of her head. The other shot between her legs, pushing herself to catch up and finish already.

I wasn't stopping her. When Lydia's feet lifted and curled, I knew she had seconds left.

Her throat tensed as I bent over and wrapped my fingers around it. Her head reeled back as I took her hair like reigns in the other. One way or another, I was wearing this girl the fuck out.

Elena had slid back up toward the headboard, staring in awe and jealousy. She had started playing with herself, begging me to drop our new friend and give her the treatment. She knew what it did to me, and exactly how brutal she could make it.

Lydia's cunt burst with a fit of contractions. Her fingers worked against her pearl, finally stopping as her hips jerked. Her head dropped as I let go, gasping and crying into the comforter.

I pulled out and watched her suffer the same overload of pleasure she'd put Elena through. Even a moment of dick had set Lydia off like a mortar, and I knew she wanted more. But I couldn't help turning up the game a notch or seven.

“Elena,” I started unbuttoning my shirt, “you think you want it more than her?”

Her eyes lit up and she almost screamed like I was a boy band. Elena scrambled to crawl toward me, ignoring the shaking pile of Lydia beside her. She was on her knees, looking up to me like I was a deity brought to life.

My pants dropped. The elastic of my boxers stretched as Elena worked on getting them down. My plan to get a former church virgin and now ex-lesbian fighting over me had set in motion.

Lydia finally rolled onto her side. She grinned like I had just told her an old enemy died. “Does she really want it that bad?”

I focused my intent. “You want it even worse.”

“Hmm,” her eyes were almost cat-like, “do you really think so?”

“Not really.” I felt the warmth of Elena's mouth wrap around my cock. I caressed behind her ear, letting her know I was pleased. “You're not showing it at all.”

Lydia's smile vanished.

“In fact...” I fought to keep my eyes open and my face straight. Elena had gotten that damn good. “She'll get it if you don't.”

Elena took me all the way in and shook her head. Backing off in an instant, she wrapped her fingers around my base. “Grant,” she looked up at me like a child begging for a puppy, “you know it's all I want.”

“See?”

Lydia was already working on standing. “You can have her any time. Why not me, right here and now?”

Elena was trying to pull me down on top of her. I stood firm and watched Lydia take the belt from my pants. “Then make me want to.” I let Elena win, easing over her and sliding my dick right inside her pussy.

Her legs wrapped tight. Breath like steam hit my ear as Elena whispered, “Don't stop until you fucking come inside me.” A few thrusts was all it took to have her wailing.

I should. In fact, I had convinced myself that this would be the time. My hips pumped with one goal, grinding the length of my shaft against Elena's sheer perfection. She had more than earned it.

Cold leather tensed against my throat. I couldn't resist the pull, lifting off of Elena against my will. I grabbed at the belt and knew Lydia finally meant business.

“I'm sorry, but you can't have it this time.” The tight leather finally released. Lydia crawled onto the bed in front of me, her new weapon still in hand. “Hold still, or it's gonna hurt.”

Now I had reason to want Lydia punished, but I couldn't bring myself to stop her. Elena stared up as Lydia crept both knees next to her ribs. “But—”

Lydia shot a hand down, gripping Elena's cheeks and contorting her mouth. “Shut up and roll over.”

Elena mumbled something unintelligible.

“No, it's mine.” Lydia let go of her mouth. “Put your hands up.”

Holy shit. I didn't mind watching Elena get dominated like this at all. I feel bad for her, but damn this is golden.

Elena finally got bratty. “Grant!” She wiggled in place, trying her damnedest to get away before Lydia could restrain her arms. “It's my turn.”

“Well, you need to prove you want it more than her.”

Lydia had already secured the belt in a loop, tucking the end inside a couple of times to keep it tight. That's when got up and jerked Elena onto her feet. She looked around for a moment, finally settling her gaze on the corner of the bed. “On your knees.”

Elena wasn't the type to really fight back against this sort of thing. She did exactly as ordered, looking up at me like I was supposed to help.

The pink bra on the floor got picked up, wrapping around the belt and getting tied to the right leg at the foot of the bed. Lydia then forced Elena's own tiny panties in her mouth. “You'll fucking watch.”

I knew I'd owe Elena an insane amount of pampering after this was over, but Lydia was just aggressive enough to get me foaming over. Whether she actually wanted it more than Elena, I wasn't sure. All I needed to know was she had won and was already lying back on the bed, one of her thighs draped over Elena's shoulder.

She's asking for the same kind of treatment. I towered over both of them, my dick throbbing at the open invitation to just run with it. No, she's begging for it.

Completely ignoring Elena's attempt at protest, I dove right on top of Lydia. She guided me in, her hands on my ass, pulling me deep and then motioning for me to start thrusting hard. The whimpers started immediately.

“God, he's loving it.” She ran her hands up to my head and through my hair as she let out an evil little giggle. “You know it's killing you.”

Elena sobbed at my side. She couldn't help watching. Something about it finally made me snap.

I forced my hand against Lydia's throat and leaned up. “You,” I clenched my fingers enough to get the point across, “stay right fucking there.”

She tried to speak, but the only thing that changed was the redness of her face. Lydia still wasn't fighting back, but I had plans to change that. To make her question whether she actually wanted it.

The suitcase beckoned again. I left them both and had the front pocket open again. It wasn't ideal, but the charging cord for my laptop would do.

Lydia was still obeying when I got back. She didn't know it yet, but I saw it as a perfect teachable moment for Elena. Of course, Lydia would be the unfortunate test dummy.

“Do you know what I want?” I made sure my stare drove the point home. “Put your hands out.”

She watched my face as the cord wrapped around her wrists. So far, she seemed to want it too.

“Well?”

“I don't know what you mean.”

The cord tightened as I made a quick knot. “You will,” I looked over at Elena and stepped her way, “and she'll help get the point across.” I started undoing the belt around Elena's arms and pulled the sopping wet panties out of her mouth.

Elena was all smiles and sunshine as she stood up. “I thought you were gonna let her be mean to me.” She rubbed at the broad ligature marks on her forearms.

“No, I think you had enough already.”

Lydia kept looking at us, the confusion fading into a realization. “So hurry up and fuck me.”

“Oh I will,” I gave Elena a quick tap on the small of her back, “but why don't you explain to her how this works.”

She already knew her goal would end up in Lydia. “I guess I know what happens.”

“Then fucking tell me!”

I gave Elena a slight push, forcing her to crawl on the bed and snuggle behind Lydia, her arms draping over our guest's shoulders. I couldn't hear it, but one whisper from Elena is all it took.

“There's no way you're serious.” Lydia wasn't exactly fighting against the cord or Elena's embrace. The hesitation in her face, though, told me her heart was beating out of her chest.

“He's serious,” Elena nuzzled their cheeks together, “but it should have been me this time.”

Is she happy to help now? I caught myself staring at Elena. I've totally broken and twisted this girl.

She wasn't done yet. “But you know what?” Elena's hands gripped onto Elena's breasts. “I know if I make him happy enough, he'll have to give it to me someday.” She looked up at me, the pure devotion in her face bordering on creepy.

Lydia finally let it sink in. “What did you do to her?”

“I saved her,” my eyes couldn't stay focused on them, “I think.”

“Grant,” Elena leaned back, pulling Lydia with her, “stop talking and get to it.”

The way Lydia's cunt begged me to return was too much to fight. Something about Elena's rush to get the ball rolling again had rubbed off on me. Why, however, wouldn't dawn on me for a while still.

My shaft was ready, every beat of my pulse surging through it. I put one knee on the bed and bent over Lydia. The lump going down her throat almost made me laugh at her.

Right as I had my tip poised against her entrance, Lydia made her thoughts known. “I don't even think I want a baby.”

Elena hugged her tighter from behind. “Of course you do. He wouldn't have chosen you otherwise.”

Lydia's concern melted away. “You might be right.” Her legs spread, welcoming me back.

Wait, Elena did that? I crashed myself forward, bracing myself up, the tip of my dick mere inches from the goal. Janus either wants to know about this, or he's got some explaining to do if he knows about this.

Both of them looked at me, begging for the job to get done. The way Lydia tucked her lower lip under her front teeth combined with Elena's smile to set my surplus of hormones boiling over.

I dove back in, sliding myself to Lydia's furthest reaches. My skin met with her wetness, giving me everything I needed to finish in seconds. But something didn't feel kosher.

They both looked up at me with gratitude in their eyes. Elena hugged against her new friend while Lydia closed her eyes and turned her head to the side. It was like giving the gift to one would satisfy both.

I slipped back, almost pulling out. What the hell happened to Elena? The draw of thrusting back, deep as I could get, was too much to resist. Is this a new normal for her, like she's just compensating for the wait?

“Grant,” Elena's voice shocked me out of it, “you should look happier.”

I shook my head and ignored the thoughts gnawing at the back of my brain. Whether the situation was odd or not, I still needed to score a payday. “It's nothing.”

Lydia's fingers gripped my waist. “Shut up and fuck me, then.”

All of my girth filled her to the brim. I shook my head and soldiered past my thoughts. Never over-analyze sex, fellers.

Elena bent over and nipped at Lydia's earlobe. I heard her whisper, “It makes you so happy, doesn't it?”

The corners of Lydia's mouth shot upward as her head rocked to the other side. A twitch inside her prodded me on, knowing she truly wanted whatever Elena told her she wanted.

That's it, something from Patrem Delta's rubbed off on her. Mid-thrust, I almost lost the thought to count my pills later. It's not like I was stopping now.

What energy I had left hardened into pure desire. Lydia's cunt pulsed harder with every passing second, as if Elena had given it a direct order. Whatever it was, the way her walls caressed and teased at my shaft had directed me toward the destination like a GPS.

One hard rock of my body set Lydia off. Her eyes opened as she looked right at me. As she tangled her fingers behind my neck, she begged, “Please, come for me!”

It was beyond me to turn her down. Profit-motive, Elena's new trick, and my biology mixed together and then reacted in my brain. The ultimate in pleasure was guaranteed, and all I had to do was keep doing what felt right and wrong at the same time.

Lydia tried hugging against my body with all four limbs. Her thighs tensed against my hips. She made me inch down, forcing her ass back against the bed.

The rest of the world dispersed like a clearing fog as I focused only on the feeling of my dick and Elena's satisfied look. When I finally closed my eyes, it was like Elena was screaming and whimpering beneath me. I knew better, and if I gave in by trading partners, it was all for nothing.

Lydia snapped without warning. Every part of her tensed up at once, her body springing like a trap around me. She pulled me deep, fingernails digging into my neck and shoulders.

I fought to keep going in and out. Giving in and letting her body do the rest of the work would have done the same thing, but my own instincts ordered me to keep ramming myself home. It all came to a head as I felt the twinge beneath my shaft.

She gripped harder, forcing me to drop completely. It was like a gift, letting me feel everything from a different, better angle.

That was all it took. The sudden rush between my legs bowed me forward, driving my face into Lydia's neck. Her voice reverberated through her body as she closed tight.

I shuddered and felt the first rope explode from my cock. My world shrank further, collapsing into the feeling of release. Nothing existed in my head, other than the pure bliss of my second release.

Sweat-drenched and burning hot, Lydia shuddered around me like the San Andreas. Her pussy went from wet and ready, all the way to slick and fulfilled as my third and fourth jetted out. The gratitude in her moaning tempted a few more out of me, draining all I had.

The last thing I remember before collapsing was Elena and Lydia's hands on my back. I knew I had done well for both of them. As my eyes opened for a brief moment to see the angelic look of pure thanks, I knew Lydia's greatest unknown desire had just been granted.


An alarm I hadn't set jarred me out of sleep. I mashed at the snooze button and felt a piece of paper on the nightstand. The window being on the north side of the hotel, I couldn't tell exactly what time of morning it was.

I fumbled for the paper and tried staring at it through the fog of sleep. It took me a minute to realize it was a note from Elena. She had gone out by herself to find my next Prime Recipient.

“Fucking hell,” I rose up and planted my hands on the pillows behind me. “What was that last night?”

The shift from jealous to generous since we had arrived in Chicago wasn't anything I could explain without an outside influence. I got all the way up and got into the bathroom. My bottle of Patrem Delta was exactly where I had left it after taking yesterday's dose.

I finished counting and gulped down today's pill. They're all there, so I know she's not sneaking any. Besides, I was sure Elena was still naive enough to think too much Aspirin would get you high.

Looking myself in the mirror, the physical changes from the treatment had slowed down, but it's not like they had much more to do. Washboard abs, an aura of outright health, and a confidence in my eyes that never went away had already been there for weeks. The changes underneath the hood, though, still hadn't been fully explained to me.

“That asshole's got some explaining to do.” I got right back to the nightstand, noticing Elena had plugged my phone in before tucking me in. I knew she had, because I was outright spent, not even remembering pulling out of Lydia.

I browsed my contacts for Dr. Rickard's number. It only rang twice before he answered.

“Yeah, Grant?”

“Listen, something's gotten weird with Elena.”

“Such as?”

I pinched my forehead, wondering if I should thank Janus or give him a dog-cussing. “She's doing some of my work for me now,” I wondered if my next part was accurate or not, “of her own free-will.”

The sigh on the other end of the line should have warned me. “If I told you this wasn't her first time under that sort of control, would you believe me?”

How? “No.”

“Well, we've had other test subjects before you. That's all I can say right now.”

“Wait,” I knew it was possible, but the puzzle pieces I had didn't fit together, “she was a virgin when I met her.”

“Not anymore,” his Aussie accent got thicker, “did I peg that'n right?” The sound of a filing cabinet opening rumbled from his end. “It definitely gives us some new data to work over.”

“The hell do you mean?”

“Grant, Travis Boyce wasn't that man's real name.”

“Sean Ryan. I know.”

I couldn't tell if it was frustration or relief on Janus' end. “Shoulda figured you'd find out after you sent a form on that reporter.” He paused for a second before asking, “So what else did you find out?”

“He got kicked out of the Army for sexual misconduct, and there's some funny business with the donation plate.”

“That's only scratching the surface, but I'm sure you can figure something else out with that information.”

Yeah, I'm not that dense. “He was one of those earlier test subjects.”

“Ten years ago, when we were just figuring out the components of Patrem Delta,” his voice trailed off for a moment, “the early trials had setbacks.”      

“Hopefully you got the bugs worked out since then.” I hadn't turned into a sociopath yet, so there's to hoping it wouldn't happen later.

“When his trial failed and came to an end, Sean went off the rails and disappeared. I only found out his history after years of trying to find him.”

“As in, Patrem Delta drove him mad.”

“Patrem Alpha, actually. You're on the fourth version. Stronger in some ways, but we were far more cautious in the formula.” Janus laughed to himself and added, “Don't worry, Alpha was the only one that turned men into psychos.”

“Good to know, but how many were on Alpha?”

“Just Sean Ryan. We almost shuttered the whole program after him.”

“Anything else you need to tell me?” I cut back in before he could respond. “Like what's happened to Elena.”

Janus hesitated. “It's something we don't fully understand yet,” he paused again, “but we first noticed it when we caught up to Ryan. She's exhibiting the same behavior with you as she did with him.”

“No way she got other women for him.”

“You're right on that, but she was just as obedient to what he wanted as she is to your wishes now.”

At least I didn't turn her into some pull-string doll that only recites Bible quotes. “So what was his goal with her?”

“I don't know. Haven't talked to the man myself in a decade.”

“Right,” I knew I still had Brooke as a source, “I think I've got a lead of my own.”

“Careful with that reporter, mate.”

With that, Janus hung up. I pulled the phone away and stared at it, wondering what about Patrem Alpha made Boyce a psychopath, and exactly what all of this meant for Elena.


BIMBO TOUR 2:

SUMMER PEAKS

“So where are you two, exactly?”

“You know I can't tell you. Sorry if I'm not the trusting type.” I had walked to the back of the car, far enough away from the other passengers and Elena that nobody could make out what I was talking about.

Brooke huffed on the other end. “A little faith goes a long way.”

The landscape of southern Nebraska flew by. Corn and soybean fields met the sky in a straight line that never changed aside from a stray telephone pole in the distance. “You know I can't take that chance.”

“Anyway, Boyce has been on a tear lately. He called out some people this Sunday.” I knew she was recalling something she'd rather not remember. “I think he's losing his mind.”

“Good.”

“I'm not joking, Grant. I was shocked he didn't turn on me.”

That was great and all, but the daily happenings of the man hunting you down ranks lower than what you can use to fight back. “So did you dig anything new up or not?”

“The youth camp and halfway house for young mothers he's been fundraising for look fishy, but I can't call any connections a fact.”

“Well, keep digging. It'd be nice to come back home someday.”

Brooke laughed on the other end. “I don't think you get what I'm trying to say.”

The fuck? “Out with it then.”

“I got a weird voicemail from some Australian that Boyce used to do the same thing as you. Care to confirm or deny that for me?”

If it was a trap, I didn't see how I could spill too many beans. “Ten years ago or so. What's your point?”

“Ask Elena about her role with Camp Purity. If it's as crazy as I think it might be, let me know.”

“Hold up, what the hell are you getting at?”

Brooke sounded like she was playing a game I wasn't aware of. “Nothing at all. Just ask her and put it together on your own.”

“I don't under—”

Click.

“That little bitch.” I tapped back to the home screen on my phone. The questions for Elena piled up in my mind, though. I started right back toward my seat.

Elena was busy staring at a page somewhere in the middle of the copy of Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas I'd bought for her before we left Chicago. If anyone could lay out the opposite of her past life on paper, good old Hunter S. Thompson was sure to expand Elena's world by orders of magnitude. And she was staring at the words like a tragic car wreck you just can't look away from.

“Hey,” I eased into my seat, “liking it so far?”

The serious look on her face never left as she turned her head toward me. “So,” she shook her head a little, “is Hunter the bad influence, or is it the lawyer?”

“What do you mean by 'bad influence,' exactly?”

“Neither one of them is stopping the other from doing bad things.”

Wait until you get toward the end. “It's a book about a journey, not a morality lesson.”

“But all the drugs, and in a house of gambling...” She cocked her head just enough for me to notice. “People really do these things?”

If she only knew some of the crazy shit I'd done in college. “It sounds like you don't approve of what they're doing.”

She finally came around to what I was hinting at. “So you mean,” another rip in the fabric of Evangelical morality showed in her eyes, “these aren't bad people?”

“I wouldn't call them bad, exactly.” Then I remembered more about Dr. Gonzo and Thompson's actions later. “But I wouldn't call them good, either.”

“I don't get it.”

I started to think I was teaching Elena to swim by throwing her into the deep end without water wings. “You know how Jesus wandered the desert and had visions?”

“Yeah.”

I nodded my head as I said, “It's kinda like that.” I kept nodding. “Yeah.”

It was like you could watch her try making connections in her head. The problem was, she was failing miserably at it.

Vegas is just a day away from where we're stopping. I guess I know where we're going after this place. “You don't have to understand everything right now.” I felt like I was explaining color to someone who could only see in total black and pure white, even after all the shades of gray I had exposed Elena to already.

“I was always taught those kinds of things were so wrong though.” It felt like a shame to rob that innocence from her, but that was what made her so much fun.

“Keep reading. Hunter kind of explains things at the end.” I patted her arm and tried to act like nothing was up. “So what's this Camp Purity I've heard about?”

“Who told you about that?”

“Nobody,” I hated lying to her, but I wasn't getting Elena mixed up in all of this. As far as she knew, the reverend was a non-factor in our lives. “I was just reading the church's website and found something about it.”

“Oh,” she closed the book and looked at me, “Travis wanted me to look over the counselor training.”

“What did that involve?”

“He was really picky about who we'd go with, but Travis said I was like a role model for the girls at the camp.” She finally smiled fondly about something in her past with him. “He wanted all the campers to end up just like me.”

Naive, beautiful, and scared shitless to disobey. “Do you still think it's a good thing he's setting up?”

She was excited, like I had brought up video games with a ten year old boy. “It's a wonderful place. We'd been spending a lot of time there training the staff this summer.”

“And I saw something about a girls' home. What's it like?”

“Well,” pity was all I saw in her face, “teenage pregnancy is looked down on in the church, but Travis wanted to help these girls anyway. It's opening up next year too.”

I'm being too paranoid, but I'll see where Brooke goes with it. “Sounds like you just wanted to help people.”

Hell, there probably wasn't a homeless person in Chicago she hadn't made me give money to. “Of course. Even if I'm an Apostate now, I still know that it's right to do what you can for others.”

Elena really was that kind in an honest, selfless way that I couldn't help admiring. Whether it was wrong to make her believe I helped women with my work, she was damn good at keeping the money and Prime Recipients rolling in. Hell, she had more than earned the small fortune I'd spent on her so far.


Chicago was great to me with twelve Prime Recipients and all, but I wanted a change of pace. Denver was my first instinct, but I had changed my mind the night before we left. Winter Park, Colorado was only forty miles west at the next stop, and a damn sight more quiet.

Plus, it turns out you can get a hell of a deal on a nice cabin during the off-season. The rental car was already lined up too. All that was left was getting there and checking out the scenery for more Prime Recipients.

A rented cabin and a cool day for June made the arrival seem pleasant enough, but all they had at the rental car place was a silver Kia. Their loss, I guess. In case you haven't noticed, I've got a thing for cars that rivals my eye for women.

The only thing that worried me was the slim pickings compared to a massive city, but we weren't hurting for money at that point. I wanted to slow down for a couple of weeks and keep an eye on the situation back home. I figured I might even sneak in a fly fishing trip, since I hadn't felt a tug at the end of a pole in a couple of years. It's the simple things you miss when you're living in luxury and bedding any woman you set your mind on.

I drove the econobox through the main drag. The place would have been a ceramic Christmas village brought to life in wintertime, but that was months away. The low mountains were a deep, conifer green with lime stripes cut out for ski slopes. Winter Park had its own charm in summer, I guess.

Pulling into a parking spot in front of a beer hall I wanted to check out, Elena stared at the landscape like it was another planet. Back home it wasn't exactly flat, but the hills amounted to glorified dirt piles. Even a pine tree was a rare thing.

“You gonna make it over there?” I had started opening my door. “We'll see plenty of the place while we're here.”

“I know, but it's so different.” She finally opened her own door and started getting out. Elena's ass displayed right in front of me as she stood up, those tiny, khaki shorts robbing the imagination of details to fill in under that blue tank top.

I'm fucking her so damn hard tonight, after a long-ass nap. I finished getting out and leaned over the roof of the car. “We've got fifteen days in the cabin, so I'm glad you like it.”

“It even smells fresh.” I knew Elena had goosebumps rising as she wiggled her shoulders and closed her eyes.

Neither of us had anything resembling hiking boots, but that was a problem for the next day. “Let's head in and see if the waiter can tell us what's—” Holy shit!

Elena caught me staring. “Grant, what's wrong?”

I nodded in the direction of a blue Jeep a few spaces over. More specifically, at the flannel and dirty blonde goddess heading where we were going. “You ready to get to work?”

“I thought we were here to relax.” Elena already knew it was time to reel one in. She turned away and played dumb tourist, “Excuse me.”

The deity of the mountains herself stopped in place. Elena stepped over, acting like a lost puppy. They started talking, words blurring together until I got closer.

“The rafting's always nice this time of year with the snowmelt going down, especially if it's your first time.”

“You hear that Grant?”

“Yeah, sounds like fun.”

I got my first hint at what was hiding under the red flannel and short, cut-off jeans as she crossed her legs and gripped a rough, leather purse. “If you go to Tabernash Rafting tomorrow, I might be your guide.”

“Sounds like you know the place like it's home.” I nodded toward the entrance of the beer hall, “You tell us more, and I'll pay.”

“Deal.” She grinned as both her and Elena started walking with me. “I'd only eat the appetizers here, though. It's a drinking place more than a restaurant.”


The St. Feuillien blonde ale called my name more than anything else. Of course, after that long of a train ride, the 7.5% alcohol volume did most of the work. Elena was stuck with water since the waiter asked for my ID first thing. She'd figured that drill out already.

Our new friend hadn't bothered looking at the menu. “New Belgium Abbey.” She flashed her ID and I caught her name. Jada Wolfe.

It was time to close in. “So how long have you been here?”

“My whole life, and I like it that way. There's always work so long as you don't mind skiing in winter and the water in summer.”

I knew it was too much exertion for me to pull off year-round. Elena had already taken over the conversation, leaving me in relative peace as soon as the beer arrived. Even riding that damn train again after a week in a hotel had me ready to laze around for a day.


I'd have never assumed it, but any girl that's a ski instructor in winter and a whitewater guide in summer, will have a body you'd fight over. Jada bent over to pick up her purse. Elena was staring exactly as hard as I was.

“Hold up,” I gently grabbed her arm as she walked past us. “We've got the layout around here now, but what about later?”

“If you're buying later, sure.” I liked the way she made it sound playful, but laid it out clearly. Honesty with grace, I suppose.

“We've got a place about three miles north.” Ego sum alpha. “C'mon, ride with us and we'll drop you off here later. Might even eat at the place next door.” Et genua parere.

“Normally, I'd say no to that much, but I like you two.”

She was as good as mine already. I threw down enough money to cover our bill plus a decent tip. “Let's get rolling then.”


“Fuck me,” the giant log columns on the front of the cabin caught my eye, “I hope the inside's just as nice.”

Jada already knew the place. “I didn't know the Lannisters were renting it out now.”

“I'm glad someone's got the money to piss away building a second home like this. Even nice hotels wear on you after a while.” Trust me, my back had been drawn up into one big knot for days.

“How much did you pay, if you don't mind me asking?”

I parked the Kia in front. “About two-and-a-half grand for both weeks. I'd hate to see how much it costs during ski season.”

Jada got out first, barely getting in, “They're always here in winter.”

I looked at Elena and whispered, “Move on her quick, I'm wore out.”

She smiled at me and then gave me a peck on the cheek. “Good, that means I get you even sooner.”

Not until I've crashed for about fifteen hours in a real bed. She was already standing outside the car before I could muster the will to get myself out. The scenery was even better once I got to watch them from behind, heading right for the front door.

I pulled the key out of the ignition, my regular set already attached to it. Joints popped and muscles fought back as I got out. And here I was, about to get to work already.

“If you've been here before, care to show us where everything is?” I slid the key in the lock and pushed the massive slab of cedar. It smelt even more like a pine forest than outside, but in a good way.

“I've only been to a few parties up here, but they layout's simple enough. Main bed and bath upstairs, guest rooms downstairs.”

I looked around, glad that the foyers and living room matched the pictures on the rental site. They were even nice enough to leave kitchenware. We just had to get basic groceries at some point.

“The hot tub's probably out of commission, but that's not a summer thing around here.”

Speak for yourself. “If I turn the heater on now, it might be ready when we get back later.”

Elena looked up the stairway and said, “We've been traveling for the past week, so I get what he's saying.” She finally pointed up the flight. “Ever been in the master?”

Jada took it in stride. “They weren't that kind of party, but I've always wanted to see for myself. These people are capital-L loaded.”

Even a flight of stairs felt like too much effort, but I knew where the work was likely to start. It was time to pay for better seats on the train, for sure. I was in too good of shape by that point to feel so broken down, but that's Amtrak for you.

Elena entered first. “Grant, you won't believe this.”

I was a good six or seven steps behind. “What is it?”

“Just get in here.”

Jada had her own say. “No joke, I'll stay in here if you two won't.”

With five bedrooms, I guess I could make a temporary harem. I finally got through the doorway. “Fuck, you weren't joking.”

It was about as spacious as the living space downstairs, the open rafters and floor to ceiling windows going all the way to the peak of the roof. The bed looked even bigger than a California king, and I'm sure the wood-burning fireplace had to cost more than most people make in a year. Even the French doors leading to the second-story deck was too luxurious to handle. It made that fancy hotel room look like a hovel.

“I can't believe that's all they asked for two weeks here.” Jada was as awestruck as Elena. “I'm not kidding, I'll shack up while you're here if you two don't want this room.”

“Fat chance,” it was nice enough to make the stairs seem like a non-factor, “but we can work something out.”

“It was kind of a joke,” Jada looked at Elena, who was already putting a hand on her shoulder, “sorry if I gave the wrong idea.”

Shit, she's coming on too strong. “It's alright.” I was at the point of letting her go. “We can go back anytime you want.”

Elena wasn't having any of it. “But we just got here. Why aren't you helping her like everyone else?”

I pinched the bridge of my nose and closed my eyes. “Christ.”

“It's not like there's many people here. I know you want to.”

Jada looked at her and then over at me. “What's she going on about?”

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. “You're her toy for the afternoon, I guess.”

Elena squealed and pulled at Jada's hand. “C'mon, I bet the bathroom's just as nice.”

I watched them disappear through the doorway. She needs a little reigning in. The problem with that was I didn't have many more boundaries to push with Elena. She had become so numb to body shame by then, I had to blush for her sometimes.

Giggles from both of them met me at the door. I hung back and listened, hearing whispers like they were back in high school. Finally, Elena spilled the beans by getting too loud. “I know what gets him excited.”

You know you're tired when you don't want to rush in and join two hotties going at each other. Fuck, a thirty minute nap is all I want. I stepped in, at least willing to give them the courtesy of a spectator.

Jada had Elena's shorts on the floor before I could figure out what was going on. I wasn't a fan of the tacky marble on that Whirlpool, but it looked far better to me once Jada had her on it, moving Elena's panties to the side and getting right to work. It was almost enough to make me want to reverse course and take on a second helper.

Almost. Elena hadn't been cheap to keep spoiled. Besides, the jealousy would probably kill her.

Elena pulled Jada's face tighter against her cunt. Her new toy's ass slapped the sleep right out of me. Her tight thighs disappeared under cut-off denim so tight that it had to have been painted on.

My jeans got tighter up front as I watched. A part of me wanted to peel those shorts off Jada and dive right in. I leaned against the doorway, forcing myself to look but not touch.

The tile on every surface made Elena's whimpers reverberate a few times. Her cheeks went pink as her legs stiffened. I knew she'd be asking for Jada to come back the whole time we were here.

Jada wasn't slowing down. I knew by the way she pushed the right buttons that it wasn't her first time, but she didn't strike me as they type to go after women only. I thought Jada just really liked both sides.

Elena rocked forward, ripping the tank top off until she was just in panties and heels. Honestly, she barely wore more than that most of the time we stayed there. This was just the first glimpse of all the crazy hijinks we'd get up to in Colorado.

The first jerks of climax came over her. She looked at me, eyes heavy and mouth open. I knew Elena was begging me to join in.

Fuck it. If anything, I'd sleep that much harder. I got ready to pull at my zipper when I remembered there was a lot more to this place.

Jada finished her off and gave Elena a few teasing rubs against her slit. Turning around, Jada sat with Elena's legs draping over her shoulders. She let her fingers drift down those milky legs, her head leaned against a thigh.

A threesome in a bathroom felt like a crying shame, especially with the view and privacy we had. I focused on both of them as they looked at me like two kids caught sneaking cookies. “Let's get some fresh air.”

They both got up and followed me. I unlocked the double doors and stepped out. It was nothing but pines and mountains for miles.

“Where did you learn that?” Elena was fawning over Jada by this point. My platinum blonde pulled the dirty blonde against her as she leaned against the railing.

“Life's a lot more fun when you like women and men.”

“Grant only likes women, so maybe he should try—”

“Nope!” I was proud Elena had lost all grudge against gay people so quickly, but the only cock I cared about was my own.

“He's really good, though.” There she went bragging about me again. I swear, according to Elena, I had hung the moon and painted the stars. She whispered something else in Jada's ear.

“I'd love that,” Jada smirked with one side of her mouth and took a few steps toward me. She lifted my t-shirt and felt had been underneath. “Yeah, he'll do.”

Her fingers got up to my chest as I asked, “What the hell did she just tell you?”

“I don't think you should question her on it.” Jada's other hand fought with my button and zipper. “I know you'll like it.”

What used to be envy in Elena's face in this situation had turned to happiness. She hugged against Jada from behind. “I think you two will get along fine.”

That was all Elena. Maybe Janus will start paying her instead. I felt Jada reach into my pants, fishing my dick out and giving it a backhanded stroke. I was harder than acing advanced calculus already.

“Well,” Jada leaned into my shoulder as soon as I lifted my shirt off, “get to it.”

I stepped away and pulled Jada by the arm. We stopped at the edge of the deck. Her shorts popped open like they were under pressure, hugging her thighs all the way down.

She turned and kicked off her flats. Elena had already lied back in one of the lounge chairs, twiddling her clit and watching. Jada had already turned around, sliding the black lace panties down and presenting that dangerously tight ass at me like she expected applause.

I felt the tone in Jada's thighs as I guided myself to her entrance. Her fingers clenched on the cedar railing as I pushed inside. You can't tell me fucking a girl in a flannel shirt on the back porch of a cabin wasn't the real Rocky Mountain high John Denver was singing about.

Her cunt pulled me in greedily. I balled up the tail of her shirt and rammed away, wanting the town below to hear us. She had the kind of wetness and slick walls that begged me to keep going.

Elena was already working herself into a frenzy. I looked over to see her rubbing at herself like it was race, a fingertip at the corner of her mouth as she stared on. At the very least, she was getting what she wanted.

I reared back and crammed Jada full again, breaking her grip on the wood railing. She jerked forward until I pulled her back, forcing myself deep until I bottomed out inside her.

Her voice suddenly erupted, “Shit!”

I didn't ease off as I pulled her to the side, still jackhammering away from behind. We fuck-walked to Elena, bristling with too much stimulation already. I pulled out and shoved Jada onto her side, landing at the foot of the chair.

She lifted one leg as I crouched down, the shaved valley glistening in the mountain sun. It didn't even get a moment of neglect, my tip parting the lips and slamming right back in. It was fucking glorious from that angle.

Jada was already louder than Elena. She drew into herself as I took hold of her thigh, giving myself everything I needed to wipe her out with each thrust. She was the best welcome Colorado could have given me.

“Fuck,” Jada's dark eyes shot open, “that's it!” Her voice echoed against the slopes.

I took a handful of hair and forced her head back with one hand, the other reaching inside that shirt. Her breasts were about the only part of her body not sculpted and toned like a workout freak.

Her walls slammed shut around me. I fought to keep going, feeling the rumbling in her leg. I pushed against the resistance, planting myself to the hilt as her entire body tried to flex at once.

I let go of her hair and pulled out, leaving Jada an exhausted, trembling wreck as I stood up. Suddenly it felt like they were the ones who needed a break. My fuse was lit already, making me want to finish in dramatic fashion.

They both crawled out of the lounger, dropping onto the deck and catching their breath in a pile of sex appeal. Jada her head against Elena's breasts, gasping like a fish out of water. Elena didn't seem capable of minding, still reeling from coming so hard, both times so close together.

Lying down, I pushed my boxer briefs the rest of the way down. I watched Jada rise up first, legs shaky like a newborn foal. Grinning like a fool, I jerked my head to the side, letting her know I was ready for whatever was next.

Jada crept up my body on all fours. She kept coming at me as I worked on some of her buttons, exposing her bra and the ample bounty underneath. I made my way down until I got the last one, her pussy hovering over my chest and threatening to burn my skin with all that heat.

Another set of hands grasped at my leg. The entire world went the color of Jada's hips as she closed in on my face. The silky feeling of both of them climbing on top of me prepped me for a double-teaming, all while I sat back and relaxed.

Jada's thighs had my head like a vise. Elena had already gotten to work on keeping my dick warm and wet, taking over with her cunt like I'd shrivel and die without being inside one of them. I couldn't tell which one was having the better time, but I knew I was winning either way.

Their voices mixed together again, just out of tune with the other enough to give it that weird, staccato vibration. My arms wrapped around Jana's thighs, letting my fingers get between my mouth and her cunt. Just that little spread of her lips gave me enough open access to set her to wailing.

I knew it was driving Elena mad. Even with the cock she worshiped inside her, the frustration in the way she moved her hips letting her perform miracles with each bounce. Had I planned on knocking her up so early, I'd have been fine with all three of us coming at once, right then and there.

The fresh, sweet taste on my tongue got stronger as Jada tensed around my face. She dropped forward, giving me one last chance to whip her pussy into a frenzy. Every desperate lash sent her further into unknown territory, her voice seething with too much of a good thing.

I finally let her go. My cheeks smooshed between her clamping thighs as I felt Elena slow down to brace our target. The exhaustion in every pant was wonderful beyond describing.

Jada finally got her senses back, crawling off of me and collapsing next to the lounger. She had her back against the rails, asking, “How did you two even get me up here?”

Elena rocked herself, taking my shaft for a ride. Even with that, I watched her look at Jada. “What do you mean?”

I almost didn't give a damn if I got into Jada again. “I mean, it's like he changed my mind with a look.”

“Go ahead, tell her.” I barely managed to get the words out. My personal blonde had shifted her hips, making me wince in the best way possible. I barely kept myself contained and opened my eyes again.

“Grant gives women babies.” Elena had this way of looking innocent and excited every time she laid it out. The fact that I was balls deep in her at the time almost set me off like a diet soda packed with Mentos.

I couldn't help looking at Jada. Confusion and alarm mixed in her face, like she had learned up is down and couldn't dispute it.

“He picked you.” One more jolt of her body rocked my world. “You should be thankful.” Elena crashed into my chest and giggled.

If you don't get the hell off of me... Mercifully, she did, sliding herself forward until I felt the sun and breeze on my cock.

“It's her turn.” Elena slid back down, sitting upright and grabbing Jada by the hand. “Come on,” she smiled stood up, “you know you can't turn it down.”

I couldn't help scooting back. Watching the fear dissolve in Jada's face told me everything I needed to know. She's almost as powerful as I am now. What the fuck, Janus?

Jada didn't resist as Elena guided her up and then down in front of me. The flannel slipped from her arms as Elena tugged away. “But I'm not ready for a baby.”

“No, you are.” Elena guided her shoulders back, Jada's head resting at the foot of the patio furniture.

The full glory of her slit was right in front of me, as ready as her mind was about to be. “But I can't work like that.”

“That gift is so precious though,” Elena snuck her hand between Jada's thighs, “you can't turn it down.”

Jada turned her head to the side and gasped. Her pussy was ready, glistening as Elena slid her middle and index fingers along its lips.

“See?” Elena looked at me, “Even I haven't gotten it yet,” then back at Jada, “so you should feel honored.”

The relaxation in her body came on all at once. Jada spread her legs, resting her thighs against the arms of the deck chair. Her resistance was wiped out, both mentally and physically.

“But why don't you show him how much you want it?”

With that, Jada eased herself up. She looked at me and asked, “Is she telling the truth?”

It's not like she's exaggerating. I leaned back as Jada crawled over me. Looking her in the eyes, I put a little of my own focus on her to drive the point home. “Yeah, she begs for it every day.”

“It's okay,” Elena brushed Jada's hair out of her face. “Just think of how happy having Grant's baby will make you.”

Jada had Elena's wish projected right into the animal part of her brain. The tiny shred of nervousness and tension melted away as I felt the heat of her pussy on my shaft. The lips parted as she slid up and down the length, wet enough outside to disqualify it as a dry hump in my mind.

I couldn't help barging in, dropping my hips before Jada could slide back again. My hands planted on her waist. Fucking heavenly.

This wasn't just a pleasure trip for her anymore. Jada swirled her torso like she meant it. Even the look in her eyes begged for me to deliver.

Maybe I am fucking lives up. It was almost enough to make me roll Jada off of me. Almost.

She moaned and leaned closer to me. “I swore I wouldn't have kids until my thirties,” her pussy flushed with another rush of wetness, “but having one is all I can think about now.”

I closed my eyes. But if it makes them this happy, is it wrong?

Her voice had already picked up. Jada leaned back and put her hands on my knees. The way her slit danced in my lap stole the breath from my lungs.

The hell with it. I knew I wouldn't just knock her up, I'd be knocking her out of a year's work. I've got what I need to make it up to her.

Yeah, I knew I'd be losing my ass on this one. Something about Jada drove all the fucks I could give right out of me. Scoring this one and making sure she wasn't left in the cold was something I was willing to throw serious money at. If you think seasonal jobs in this country have paid maternity leave, especially tourism work, you probably wore a helmet to homeroom.

“Do you really want to?” I could see the expected answer in her dark eyes as she asked.

One swish of her body forced it out of me, “More than anything.” She did another, almost setting off the hair-trigger on my seed. “Just keep going.”

Jada smirked and moved her hands from behind her, resting them squarely on my chest. “Is it that good?”

The way her hips moved, grooving her tiny, toned waist had me mesmerized. It wasn't just seeing it, but feeling it with myself planted inside her that made it so damn bad.

“She wants you to come inside me,” Jada bent down further and put her mouth against my ear. “So why don't you?”

Her breasts frolicked on top of my pecs. Even the dance of her skin against mine threw a log or seven on the fire.

I was ready to blow like a prank beer, but something nagged at the corners of my mind. The pleading look in Jada's face brought it into the open. Hold up, I wasn't ready to give in like this a minute ago.

“All three of us know you want to.”

No way, she's under my control. But Jada's words were as true as the laws of physics.

The heat pulsing from inside her had me primed, the last of my ability to hold out spent. She let out a whimper that sounded like a plea.

The need to come fell over me like an order from above. Jada's pussy wasn't helping matters, hitting me like a truck in all the right places.

I felt Elena's breath on my other ear. “Go on,” her hand ran down my upper arm, “come for me.”

My hips shot upward, driving me to the core of Jada's being. I couldn't help it, shooting her full of my gift as she kept squirming on top of me.

“That's it,” Jada drew up like she was coming again, her voice going ragged. “Come in my pussy.”

I couldn't stop myself. My grip on her body tightened as I pushed her down on me, bottoming out as I let the second burst go.

Her body tensed and lapped it up with greed, the walls of her passage tightening to milk me of every last drop. Jada rocked back and moaned, her hands still on my chest. Even her fingers caressed against my skin, pleading for me to fulfill her biological purpose.

My shaft pulsed and kept going, finally giving out with one last, desperate spurt. My own fluids mixed with Jada's inside her as she spasmed around me. Without a doubt, it would take hold on that first try.

My lungs burned with every breath. I felt myself shrinking inside that loaded cunt and Elena lean close again. “That makes us so happy.”


“If it ain't my favorite employee.” Janus was calmly cocky as always. “What did you find out?”

I had left Elena and Jada to their own fun upstairs. It seemed like they couldn't keep their hands off each other later that afternoon. “I think you owe me an explanation.”

“About what?”

I'd had enough. “Why the fuck is Elena controlling me now?”

Nothing.

“Well?”

“Say that again, Grant.”

I felt like throwing my phone against the far wall. “She gave me a command a few hours ago, and my mind caved in.”

“That's new to me too,” he paused for a second, “at least to that extent.”

“I had a Prime Recipient that I didn't want to donate to right now,” one of them screamed in the best way possible upstairs, “but she did something I couldn't fight against.”

“Son, when you have a threesome and your girl wants you to toss your boys up in there like—”

“Cram it!” It was probably Elena making all that noise. “She's not just gathering them for me, she's getting something out of watching me do my job.”

He sighed on the other end. “Christ, I thought the Queen-type was just a fluke.”

“Queen-what?”

I heard a file drawer open and then papers rustling over the speaker. “Hold up, I'll scan an old thesis I wrote up years ago and send it your way. Hope you've got good signal out there.”

“Care to give me a hint about what to expect?”

“I don't know if I can. You're in uncharted territory, mate.” Click.


It took an hour that felt like an eternity, but I finally downloaded the attachment. As much as I wanted to punch Janus's chin to the back of his head, he was sharing what he knew. I tapped my phone and waited for my reader app to cooperate.

I scanned through, finally reaching the meat of his essay: “The interaction of male hormones with female subjects' promotes excess production of the female's own. In our limited trials, this led our female subjects to become dominant through submission, to the point of forcing the male into action on the trail's goal. Willingness to do so on the male's part, at the time of the trial, did not factor into the female's urging.”

A few paragraphs down, I hit another section that confirmed my suspicion about Elena: “The author dubs these hyper-submissive females 'Queen-type.' While the experiment was an extreme case unlikely to be replicated in the future, the implications for female subjects may be an area for future study after the Patrem formula is further refined.”


BIMBO TOUR 3:

INSIDE BET

“Something's bothering you.”

It was our third night in Vegas, and I hadn't made a penny. Either from slots or my actual job. “You think so?”

“Yeah, that's four you've turned down tonight.” Elena put her back against the wall and sulked as I pulled my shirt off. “You never did that, until we got here.”

Sin City should have been my best hunting ground yet. You couldn't turn around without running smack-into at least one Prime Recipient. I tossed a hand up and collapsed onto the bed of our room, staring at the ceiling beyond my fingers. “It's different now.”

“What do you mean?” She crawled over me, pouting in a way that didn't get me hard as a rigged blackjack hand. “I thought you wanted to come here.”

I did, but knowing exactly what my work for GeneFactor was doing to people weighed on me like an anvil on a piece of chalk. “You know, it might be time to hang it up and settle down.”

She didn't burst into joy like I expected. “That's silly.” Her cheek rested on my shoulder, supportive until the end. “You know we both like helping people.”

“Are we really, though?” Hell, have I even helped you in the long-run?

“Why don't you rest for a while?” I should have known something was up by the smirk. “I'll go find some fun for later.”

“Don't bring back any guests.”

Pure mischief was in her face as she grabbed her purse, but I was too out of it to care. “Promise.”


She was right back on top of me. I knew I had dozed off for a few hours, but I had no idea what time it was. “Come on, I found a show you'll like.”

It wasn't my preferred way to waste time in Vegas, but shutting my brain off for another hour or so didn't sound like a bad idea. “What kind?”

“Burlesque.” The corners of her mouth met her ears. “You know, the dirty kind of show.”

“I wouldn't call that dirty, exactly.” A titty bar, maybe, but not this. “Sounds fun, though.”

“We've even got some friends to go with us.”

Shit, here it comes. “When I said no guests, I meant it.”

“They're meeting us there, not here.” She tugged at my wrist. “Come on, it starts in thirty minutes.”

I got up with her pull. “I'm not fucking any of them.”

Elena bunched her mouth up on one side and crossed her arms above me. “They're gay men, so I assumed you wouldn't.”

“Oh,” I was proud of her for getting over that hurdle, “alright then.” Besides, gay guys know how to party.


Tyler and Wes were good enough company. The show was drawing to a close and we'd all had some alcohol in us, but nowhere near enough to drop Elvis or any of his impersonators. That's when the performers filed off the stage, filling the spaces between the tables with skin, sequins, and bunny ears.

I should have known why Elena paid so much attention to the show. Her eyes followed one performer. You could see her shoulders perk up as she got closer.

“Elena, don't get any ideas.”

She scooted over my lap and out of our booth, paralyzing me out of shock. Before she turned away, she said, “Trust me, I know how to put you in a better mood.”

Wes, the taller, scruffier of the pair said, “Sorry, I might have had a hand in it.”

“In what, exactly?”

“I'm one of the choreographers for the show,” his blue eyes shined in a way that's only gifted to gay men when they're being sly and sassy, “and one of our girls, Paige, has a problem you can help her with.”

“What did she tell you?”

“Oh, just enough.”

I looked over at Tyler, hoping he'd be a little more transparent with me. His shoulders went up. “I had nothing to do with it. They're the ones you want to look at.”

Wes pointed at one of the dancers nearby. Paige had legs that went for days alright. She took a seat next to me, scooting close like all the dancers were supposed to. “So, you like the show?”

Tyler and Wes looked at me. “Tell her the good news.”

I put an elbow on the table and buried my face in my hand. “Elena, I told you I wasn't working tonight.”

She leaned in front of Paige and into my ear. “You get paid three times for this one.”

How the hell?

The hug of Paige's outfit didn't leave much to the imagination. I normally wasn't a fan of something tacky like bunny ears on a girl either, but they just worked for her. “You know what you're asking for, right?”

Her voice went a little higher. “Wes told me about you, but I didn't know if I'd go through with it.” She nudged her shoulder against mine. “That is, until I talked to her right before the show.”

Elena wrapped her fingers around my wrist, still standing over the table. “She's on board and ready to go through with it tonight.”

I felt like I could send her out and stick my dick in a gloryhole by then. The work was almost getting too easy. “So you're sure?”

I felt all four of them looking at me. Glancing just to make sure, each head nodded and smiled. Fuck me.

“We can do my place.” Paige stood with Elena and leaned into the table. “I'm already looking forward to it.”

Now, I don't know if you've ever had a girl you just met ask you to breed her before. But let me tell you, the look on Paige's face could have driven men to war. I was imagining myself inside her already.

“See, Grant?” Elena had my arm with both hands. “You are helping.”

Helping you get what you want, you mean. I had no doubt all parties involved were sober enough, but I knew the Queen-type Janus mentioned described Elena to the letter. I just hadn't discovered how much of my powers could rub off on her yet.


Vegas was a lot more normal once you got a few blocks off The Strip. I looked out the passenger-side window at the suburb whizzing past, and then over at Paige. “So you've thought about this for a while?”

“Long enough.”

For all I knew, “long enough” was just since she met Elena. “As in?”

“A year or so.”

“Any husband or boyfriend in the picture?”

Paige grinned like she knew something I didn't. “In Vegas, you're not exactly surrounded by quality guys, and the money's too good to leave.”

I didn't want to mention that she'd age out of being a showgirl at some point. By the looks of her, she had a good number of years left. “So, you from around here originally?”

“Iowa, believe it or not.”

It explained the complete lack of accent in her voice. “The only thing I was good at was cheerleading and dancing, so I came here right after high school.”

She pulled into her driveway. It was a modest place, but nice enough for anyone. “I guess this is us.”

“I like it.” I'd almost forgot Elena was in the backseat. “We don't have houses like this back home.” The Spanish style was worlds apart from the McMansions and ranch houses back home.

“Well,” the car stopped just short of the stucco wall, “it's nothing special.” She hesitated, looking down at her hands on the steering wheel.

“Nervous?” No way in hell she wasn't.

“Yeah,” she flashed a meek grin at me. “I didn't think it would happen this way.”

“Then why do it?”

Paige stared out the windshield for a moment. Finally, she pulled the door handle and looked back at me. “I always told myself I'd have my first at twenty-five, just like I had said I was getting out of that corn town.”

“Fair enough.” All three of us exited. The thing they don't tell you about Vegas is how damn cold it gets at night, and how fast.

Elena cradled her arms in themselves, the low cut of her skirt doing her no favors at the moment. Paige at least had the foresight to put a long coat over herself before leaving the theater.

Elena beat us both to the front door. “Sorry, it's freezing out here.”

Paige had the door open in seconds, dropping her keys in a bowl just inside. I entered last, the warmth cradling me like a blanket.

“Five-grand, is it?” Paige crashed down on her couch. She was at least decent enough to get to the point.

“How about you hold off on payment until you know it worked?” I had enough in the bank for us to live off of for a few years, if we lived modestly. A few months, if we kept our current spending up. “Besides, why all the trust?”

“Elena said I'd know in about three days. How does that work, exactly?”

I glanced at Elena, who had already sat next to Paige. “Yeah, what did you tell her?”

She looked down like a scolded puppy. “That you've been selected for your genes,” Elena tried sinking into the cushions. “And about your medicine.”

Fucking really? My eyes darted to Paige. “You really believed that?”

“Something tells me it's the truth, but I don't know what.”

It was crazy, but also true. “Either way, I hope you understand what you're asking for.” I finally took my seat to the left of Paige.

“Yeah,” she put a hand on my thigh, “I do.”

I believe you, actually. “Well, like I said,” I knew her fingers were drifting higher up my leg, “I'll take the money in three days once you know for sure.”

“Fair enough.” She had already got to my shaft.

I cleared my throat and leaned forward to check on Elena. She had already worked her own hands onto Paige. Even if I wanted out of this, I'm not sure I'd get away.

I was thinking about making it a quick and easy payday, when Paige leaned into my ear. “Come with me for a second,” she whispered. As we rose up, she said, “We'll be right back.”

Elena nodded and smiled at us. I followed Paige out of the living room and through her kitchen. Why she wanted me alone, I thought I had figured out.

She opened the door to a bedroom and said, “Give me just a minute.”

I was wrong. “Hey, do whatever you need to. I'll wait.”

It took all of thirty seconds for Elena to come snooping after us. She nodded her head toward the dining table nearby. “So, did I do good?”

Part of me wanted to thank her, but my common sense told me to yell. I calmed my nerves and sat across from where she had taken a seat. “You know, random people shouldn't know how this works.”

“I just wanted to cheer you up, and the conversation kinda happened on its own.” She looked at me like a scolded child, not quite sure which rule she had broken.

“It's fine, but keep that in mind next time.” She was hard to stay mad at, and not just because she was basically a dream girl wrapped around my finger. “She's perfect, though.”

Her face relaxed like the doctor had just told her a biopsy came back negative. “I was window shopping, and Wes just happened to run into me. He seemed like a nice enough guy, so we started talking.”

“And that's how you found out about the show?”

“Yeah.”

She was always well-intentioned and trusting, usually too much. “You realize that's a way these shows use to fill seats, right?”

“I got played, then.”

“Hey, cheer up.” I leaned across the table and lifted her chin with a finger. “I'll treat you tomorrow for landing us a job.” That usually meant I'd be spending several hundred, bare minimum.

She looked like she was lost in figuring out what she wanted already. It only took her a moment to figure out what I'd be dumping money into. “There's a shoe store I didn't have time to look in, and the gondola ride's always something I wanted to do.”

Shit, one more pair and we'll need more luggage. “Sounds fun.”

Bare feet pattered against the Spanish tile. When I looked behind me, I knew Paige's lower half looked just as good without the heels. Sweet, merciful biological clock. I knew I'd end up owing Elena even more than what she had asked for.

“Is it okay if I'm still nervous?” Paige shuffled in place, the hem of the white button-down she'd changed into teasing at the assets beneath. “I didn't know it would happen tonight.”

“It's what he does.” Elena got up, walking to her friend right beside me, then wrapping her arms around Paige's collar from behind. “Just relax and let Grant take over.”

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I pulled at her arm, limp as it could be. “Come on, act like you want the fuck of your life.”

It was like I'd sparked a fire in her eyes, and then tossed a bucket of kerosene in the middle for good measure. Paige's hand gripped my wrist. “You sure you want that?”

“Yeah, I am.”

Paige tucked her chin into her chest and smiled to herself. “Then can I make a request?”

“Name it.”

“I will, eventually.” She put her hand on mine and turned away, letting it linger like she wanted me to follow her again. “What's the hold up?”

That was quick. As Paige strutted back to her bedroom, I couldn't help wondering what she had meant. Prime Recipients have a way of surprising you every now and then, and it was always fun to discover the unexpected things these girls could be into.

Elena was right behind me as we crossed rooms. Paige's bed was in the center, the crisp mint of her comforter unbroken like it had just been steamed. It didn't match the black finish on the metal frame, but I wasn't here to critique her interior decorating.

Paige got to the edge of the bed and turned around, clutching her hands in front of her waist. “Both of you?”

I ignored the phone buzzing in my pocket. “That's how it usually happens.” I was starting to forget what handling a job by myself was like. Not that I wanted to go back to it.

“I've never had another girl involved before.”

Elena was already working on demolishing that hurdle, easing her entire body against Paige's, hands sliding down to the ultimate goal. I really wanted to see the natural course of events.

“Wait,” Paige brushed her off, “I don't know about that part of it.”

The hesitation was hotter for me than imagining these two going at it. Ego sum alpha. Fight back, no matter how pushy Elena gets. Et genua parere.

I focused an opposite intent at Elena, wondering how much control I still had over her. In the past few weeks, it was hardly necessary to use it.

Paige jerked back. She stared at Elena like a deer at a wolf.

Elena bared her teeth, grinning like she had detailed plans for her victim. “Should I?”

“Go for it.”

She didn't stall a bit. Elena forced herself onto Paige, pushing her onto her back. With her knees on either side of Paige's tits, Elena took her wrists and pinned them against the bed.

Oh shit, this'll be good. I walked around to one of the end tables. Pretty much every girl has something for fun in her night stand.

I opened the drawer, seeing a roll of duct tape instead of the usual vibrator. “I get it now.”

Elena looked at me as I held up the roll. She stared back down at Paige and giggled. “For a minute, I thought he wanted me to do something bad again.”

Paige tried to speak, only getting a strip of tape over her mouth. I could see the acknowledgment in her eyes.

I ripped the length off the roll and pushed the torn end against her cheek. “I shouldn't be surprised by what people are into by now,” I gave her a quick pat on the head, “but I expected something a little more tame from you.”

“Well that ruins the fun, doesn't it?”

I had known for a while that I had warped Elena like a bent wheel. “That's a little fucked up.”

Elena leaned back with Paige, forcing her arms behind her back. “You know you love it.” And to think she was a virgin who thought holding hands counted as second base less than a month before.

Paige started resisting. She tried forcing her way free, never stopping as I pushed her sleeves up and bound her wrists.

“She's all yours.” I backed off, tossing the roll of tape to Elena. “I've got one more thing I want around.”

She didn't mind, diving right down to tug at Paige's underwear. “You act like you don't want it, but your panties are soaked.”

She was at that point I considered “delightfully mad.” I turned around one last time before leaving. Elena already had her hands between Paige's thighs, having the time of her life.

I was after that extra prop as I left Paige at the mercy of whatever Elena wanted to do with her, but nobody ever tried contacting me this late unless something was up.

I pulled the phone out of my pocket and tapped the screen a few times. It was Janus. I checked his text, seeing that he wanted me to call him, ASAP.

Now? It was already a few hours past midnight back home, so I knew he had something I'd want to know. I figured Elena could hold down the fort for however long it took.

I fought with the lock on the sliding door, one of those push-tab pieces of shit that never work like you expect. Finally getting out onto the back patio, I gave Janus his call. The second ringtone didn't even finish before he picked up.

“I've got a mandatory job for you.”

Not even a hello. Thanks, ass. “And that is?”

“We've got a satellite division in Los Angeles, and I need you to help train a couple of new Donors.”

That wasn't part of our agreement. “I'm not fucking them, if that's what you're on about.”

He sighed on the other end, “I like where your mind's at, but no. All you have to do is show these fellows how you do what you do.”

I was already getting cold again. “So it's a class I'm teaching.”

“Not exactly. Think of it as chaperoning a field trip.”

“A little more information would be nice.”

“Pay's twenty-grand,” by the way he paused, I knew he was grinning at my expense. “You show these boys how it's done by scoring your own Recipient, and then make sure they both get their first.”

“Finding three in one night.” I crossed my arms and tucked my phone between my ear and shoulder. “Glad I've got a helper.”

“That's why it's paying so much. No help from Elena.”

“Finding three, all while babysitting, solo. You gotta be shitting me.”

“Can't go making them think someone else does the searching.” He paused for a second. “And I've forwarded my information on Queen-types to the L.A. office.”

“So they want to take a look at her.”

“Basically.”

I wasn't sure how she'd handle that news. “What does that involve?”

“When I say it's a full-gamut kind of testing, I don't mean anything like electro-shock.”

“Good, because I'd tell you to shove it up your ass.”

“But if she's really a Queen-type, our staff needs to take certain precautions.”

“Mmhmm.”

“Don't take it like that. You know she could be dangerous with those powers if she's provoked, just like you.”

I knew exactly what he meant, but the idea that Elena could actually hurt someone was too much of a stretch. “I think she'll be fine.”

“Tell me,” Janus sounded like he was speaking from experience, “how many things have you done since you started, that you wouldn't have dared do before?”

I already had a few instances in mind. Dr. Clare and Brooke, for starters. “So you think Elena's getting that way too.”

“How she's controlling people or even got that ability, we don't know. I just want to make sure the negative effects of Patrem Delta didn't pass along with it.”

And how much will it change me before it stops? “When do you need us in L.A.?”

“Finish whatever you're doing today, and get there the day after.”

Being after midnight, I knew we had half a day left. Seemed like I'd be cramming Elena's reward into as little time as I could. “I'll do it, but don't think I like it.”

“I knew you wouldn't, but we don't have much choice.”

“Right, I guess.”

“Just remember, the ones who do all the talking don't know what's going on about, but the ones who know the story keep their mouths shut.”

I almost blurted out how he contradicted himself. Little did I know, it was the best advice he had ever given me.

“Let me know as soon as you're off the train.” Click.

I ran back inside, just then realizing how cold I had gotten. Trusting Janus suddenly didn't seem so easy. I knew he personally wouldn't treat Elena like a lab animal, but underlings I'd never met could always be a different story.

Telling her my command phrase might not be a bad idea, just in case. I shook my head, knowing that if she wasn't dangerous now, she certainly could be with that knowledge. But at least I know she's on my side.

Grabbing a dining chair, I finally started back toward the bedroom. It was too quiet on the other side of the door. And knowing Elena, there was no telling what I'd see once I got back in there.

I turned the handle and pushed. Well, alright then. Paige was face down on the bed, bare ass in the air and hands still behind her back. Each cheek was striped with hand prints, dark smudges of mascara all over the comforter.

“Good, he's ready for you.” Elena gave her another quick swat before coming to me. “She finally stopped whining.”

Christ. I liked what I saw, but Paige didn't look so taken with it. “Get that tape off her mouth.”

“But I've got her so well-behaved.”

“Now.”

I knew Elena was fighting inside herself. Whether she even realized how far she had taken things, I didn't know. But I knew I had to make the boundaries clear before she went too far into that abyss.

“Here,” she ripped the bit of tape off of Paige's face without ceremony. “Don't think he'll go easy on you, though.” Her smirk was too direct.

Paige didn't say a word, watching me as I put the chair next to the bed. Her fingers wiggled, trying to find a weak spot to break loose. The only part of her that told me not to have mercy was the sly look in her eyes.

I figured I could use that role playing for my lesson. “Elena, on the chair.” I pulled the tape off the bed.

She sat down, puzzled as a dog seeing its food bowl behind clean glass. “I did something bad after all, didn't I?”

“Knees in the seat, arms on the back.” I watched her do as she was told, guilt all over her face. “And yeah, I want you to look at the poor girl.”

“Then she really didn't want—”

With an ear-splitting reeeenk, I pulled several feet off the roll. “I want you to watch what you caused.” I had Elena's wrist just as immobile as Paige's in seconds, held tight by a few loops around the top rail of the chair.

It finally sunk in for her. “I went too far, didn't I?”

I put another strip across those plump lips and tipped the chair, the back resting against the edge of the bed. Even though I couldn't bring myself to punish her physically, I did know Elena was more vulnerable to actions rather than words. I simply planned on giving Paige what she wanted in the process.

A mean, little grin crept across my face. I knew I was sinking into the same urge I was trying to keep Elena away from. At that point, I had given myself permission to indulge it.

I reached over to Paige, forcing her up by her hair. Falling into the bed on my back, I made her crawl over me. The only part of her that couldn't lie was her eyes.

As I felt the slight give of her inner thighs, I forced my pants and boxers down. I looked over to watch Elena, suddenly reconsidering her zeal in turning strangers into slaves.

That's when Paige faked a bit of resistance. Her head ducked next to mine, imitating a sob. I knew it'd be hell for Elena when Paige whispered, “The poor thing thinks it's real, doesn't she?”

Kinda the point. I pulled her hair even harder, forcing her cheek away from mine. “You asked for this, so don't think about backing out.”

The girl was outright dangerous. Paige swirled herself in my lap, threatening to push me inside her with each movement. She stopped and leaned back down, her voice almost inaudible, “I need you to want it just as bad.”

She knew I did. That's the game, huh?

“Come on, what's stopping you?”

Not a damn thing. I pulled her down by the waist, forcing myself inside her. The girl was already wetter than a lake.

Her breath would have fogged my ear if it were glass. “Now you get it.”

It was a fucked-up part of the role play, even for me. I closed a hand around her neck, gripping just enough to feel her breathing constrict. I didn't make her do this.

“Scare the shit out of her,” Paige fought to get it out around my hold, “I'm sure she's never seen a girl get ravaged before.”

She was right. By the time I'd got my dick wet in a Prime Recipient, they were begging for it. But here was Paige, waiting to beg for me to stop.

The clench of her walls felt like a vice. Paige played her game, tensing her legs like she wanted me out.

I gripped her shoulders, forcing her to ride me like a mechanical bull. My reward came quickly, her walls crashing against my shaft with that fake struggle. A quiet giggle in my ear told me she wanted it even worse than I could have figured.

Paige rubbed it in, both with the writhing motion of her body, and her desperate look toward Elena. It was far from her first time playing the part. Whatever floats her boat, I guess.

Drunk with lust and a need to drive the point home, I started pounding myself into her from below. I was taking Elena's transgression personally, wanting her to take the consequences of being too pushy to heart. Judging by the tortured look on her face, she knew.

I was too distracted by the lesson until I felt Paige's cunt twitch against my cock. Her perfect thighs tightened against me. I gave her a hard stab and then stopped, letting her come like she was in the middle of an epileptic fit.

It was time to make my statement. Pulling myself out, I forced Paige onto her back at the foot of the bed. The tape ripped away from her wrists as she quivered, all of my weight resting on the back of her thighs. It took no time at all to bust her loose.

Paige had to have played the scenario out in her head countless times. As I rolled her over, she looked directly at Elena. “Why is he doing this?”

I wasted no time, plunging myself back inside. The helpless look in her was driving me nuts, knowing it had to be driving Elena mad. I wrapped my fingers around Paige's neck again, wailing my hips between her legs like I wanted to break her in half.

More streaks of black trailed from the corners of her eyes. Paige started moaning, tipping me off that she couldn't keep the act up much longer.

I put my palm over her mouth, muffling her screams as her fingernails dug into my back. The sharp sting of skin tearing made me see red. I used my free hand to force a thigh up, piling myself into her even further than I had gone before.

Her feet came up to my neck as I pushed her face to the side. It was getting hard to tell whether she was still playing at it or just enjoying it. I backed my hand away, letting Paige belt out a quick scream as I popped her cheek just enough to hurt.

She crossed her legs just below my neck, cutting my air off. As I put my hand between her face and Elena, Paige gave me the most twisted smile I'd ever seen. The words, “keep going,” were clear from just the way her mouth moved without making a sound.

I gave her what she wanted, pulling myself up and driving in with all of my body. My chest stung as her hands slapped against my skin. It didn't stop me, sinking myself in until I felt the spot where I knew I had to come.

It was making the angriest make-up sex feel like child's play as I pulled out again. Paige was already looking like a human wreck, tender from abuse and too much of what she wanted. As I got up and forced her onto her stomach, I made her look directly at Elena.

My dick in hand, I got on my knees right behind her. Paige made a cute little attempt to get away, forcing me to pull her arms behind her back and push her shoulders down. My tip drove right back home, sliding between her dripping walls with no resistance.

Elena looked like her world was falling apart. As soon as I made eye contact, she looked away. The shame I had driven out of her had been replaced with remorse for doing her job too well.

Paige wasn't able to speak anymore, whimpering as I buried myself in her like a stake. I ripped at her shirt, pulling it from her arms until they were almost free. I gave the tail a quick wrap, bounding her in what little cover she had left.

Her shouts and moans were true to what she fantasized about. Paige tried pulling away again.

That's when I pushed her onto her side, keeping myself impaled inside her tight body. I pulled her top leg up, displaying the violation right in front of Elena before forcing it back down. Her pussy was horizontal, my hands bearing all my weight on an ass cheek.

Paige was tearing at the sheets, pushing herself up in a way that angled her cunt just right. Her hair and makeup were catastrophes. It only added to her performance.

Her cries only made me want to push her further. Paige screamed for more punishment, like she was mocking me.

I obliged her, taking my hands off her ass and forcing a leg up. Her dancer's flexibility showed itself off by how her ankle tucked behind her neck. It had spread Paige to her widest and shallowest, giving me even more license to stuff her full.

Elena had tears of her own by this point. I almost felt bad for her. But she had gotten herself in this mess, and I wasn't stopping the lesson before it had sunk in.

A surge of power came over me like a shot of adrenaline. The lowest reaches of my abs tensed as my skin got hot. The new position combined with our game, giving me even more motivation to use Paige as fully as I could.

I held on to myself, barely resisting the urge to pump her full. I shuddered with the rush and overstimulation all along my shaft. The seconds stretched into minutes, if only in my head.

Paige burst out with one last fit of climax. She gripped tight with her slit, trying to keep me in.

It was too much. My knuckles clenched white against her skin. With one last thrust, I let myself go.

Paige kept coming, her walls squeezing my erupting cock in a rhythm that could drive any man mad. For a brief moment, she tried acting shocked. But even the most committed role player can't stay in character mid-orgasm.

I emptied myself into her. I was used to primed and willing, but adding a game of reluctance to it made every spurt feel like an explosion of guilty pleasure. It almost felt too good.

She kept quaking as I finished. Pulling out hurt my body and soul. I knew I couldn't linger inside though. Elena still had to learn.

I stood up without the courtesy of aftercare. The tape screeched off of Elena's mouth with the flip of my wrist. I watched her try to process what she thought I had just done.

Paige was gradually regaining her senses. We both watched her pull her legs together and cradle her knees with her arms. By the looks of her, someone should have called the police.

But that's when she broke the game. “We really scared the shit out of her, didn't we?” Her smile and face were demented, like a Jared Leto grin on a Heath Ledger Joker.

I unwrapped Elena's wrists, barely keeping myself from laughing at her. She was relieved, but there was something else in her face.

“I know you thought it was funny.” It was the first time I'd ever heard spite in her voice.

“We didn't mean to—”

“Just stop already.” Elena got up and marched out of the room.

Fuck. Telling her we'd be leaving Vegas early was going to be enough to dump on her alone. Until that stunt I pulled with Paige, Elena had been having the time of her life.

“We over did it. That's the kind of mad only a girl can pull off.” Paige still had her arms wrapped up in her shirt as she sat on the edge of the mattress.

I started working her free. “Yeah, she was getting out of hand, but I guess I ended up doing what I was trying to break her of.”

“Give her tonight to fume over it, then explain it in the morning.” Paige rested her head on my shoulder. “But either way, thanks for that.”

“Sure.” All I wanted to do was crawl in a cave somewhere. “Listen, don't worry about paying me.”

She jerked a little. “Are you serious?”

“As a heart attack. I wouldn't feel right taking money after that.”


Elena wasn't in the mood for how I planned on rewarding her the next morning. We met the check-out time, at least refunding the cost of the room for that night, minus the usual fee. Honestly, I was glad to be leaving.

We still had three hours until our train left, so paying the daily price to put our luggage in a locker at the station was worth it. Anything to get out of sitting next to her, saying nothing for all that time. The six hour ride to Los Angles with a silent, pissed Elena and miles of scrub desert to keep me company was bad enough.

It had been an awkward, silent trip through the natural history museum, maybe a mile from the station. With another hour to spare, we sat on a bench in the park surrounding the place. I'd finally had enough.

“Last night was my fuck up.”

I knew she was staring straight ahead behind her sunglasses. Nothing on her face moved.

“I'm sorry I gave you the wrong idea.”

“That's all I wanted to hear.”

“So,” I took her hand, just to have it jerked away, “I get it.”

Elena finally turned her head my way, only a little. “It's not that.” She paused for what felt like minutes. “You're not the person I thought you were.”

“And that is?”

“Not like the rumors I'd heard about Travis.”

God-fucking-damn-it. “I think I know the ones you're talking about.”

She had those glasses off in a second, her eyes tearing up and driving a hole right through me. “How could you?”

“It was a joke.”

“No,” Elena looked angry for the first time, like, ever. “How could you know about them?”

If she only knew how much I did know. “Your past is behind you. Why would I bring it up?”

She put the shades back on, but I knew in seconds that it was just to hide the waterworks. Elena had shifted herself away from me already, but the way she sat made her seem like ice. Not just cold, but incredibly fragile.

I knew enough to keep my mouth shut. I really should have just made last night a quickie. At the very least, I'd prefer the same-old same-old to this.

It was good to see Elena take hold of her humanity again, but it had a steep cost I didn't see coming. The fact that she wasn't the perfect girl to have around anymore would bother any man, but the loss of her trust gutted me like a fish. And I knew the next job wouldn't inspire it to come back.


BIMBO TOUR 4:

CELEBRITY SIN

Elena had been hell to be around the entire trip. Our cab dropped us off, about a tenth of a mile from the office. Wheeling luggage through downtown L.A., we still had a block to go. The place was a hell of a lot more open than Chicago, so we already had the building in sight.

She kept behind me, her head down every time I looked back. Her spirit was broken, even if it was an accident. She had to snap out of it.

I stopped in the middle of the sidewalk as soon as we were clear of other people. “Listen,” I turned around to face her, “I can't figure out how to make it up to you.”

The slightly vacant, happy look in her eyes had died. “I can't either.” No chance of resuscitating it either.

“If you want to go back home, I'll get the tickets booked.” I tried putting a hand on her upper arm, just to get brushed off. “I don't know what we'll be going back to, though.”

“Does it matter?”

A few minutes of depravity had killed more than a month of us being mad about the other. It was like someone took hold of my heart and crumpled it like a ball of paper. “You're not even trying to work this out.”

“It's not what you did.” The promise of a tear glistened in the sunlight. “It's what I believed about you that turned out to be a lie.”

“I don't know what you mean.”

She finally gripped the handle on her suitcase and walked past me. She got ahead and didn't even stop to say, “I never thought you would do anything to hurt me, or keep secrets like that.”

But I don't know how that hurt you. I knew better, but I was afraid to admit it to myself.


Genefactor's Los Angeles office didn't look like anything special. Just one of many doors on the ground floor of a beige, brick building. The vinyl on the glass door was just the logo, nothing else. Par for the course when the organization is so damn secretive with everything.

This lobby was just as overdone as the one back home, the decor identical other than the bluish-gray on the walls. Elena wheeled her luggage to the far end of the room, making it abundantly clear she didn't want to be near me. She sat down and stared into her lap.

I figured it was best to go up to the mirrored window and knock. It only took a few seconds for it to slide open a crack. “Are you the one Dr. Rickard sent?”

“That's me.” I watched the window slide the rest of the way. “I know we're early, but we just got off the train.”

The west coast version of Dr. Clare wasn't too bad looking, but definitely not a Prime Recipient. It was a shame, because that would have been one errand down. “We've been expecting you, Mr. Jensen.”

I stepped over to Elena. “Come on.”

“Why do you need me?”

Fuck, here it comes. “They want to do a few checks on you.”

“Like what?” Her face was serious as a heart attack ten miles from the nearest road.

“I'm not sure, but it might have something to do with being around me for so long.” No harm in getting it out there at this point. “I'm sure it's nothing to worry about.”

The door opened to my left, our host extending her hand. “I'm Tabitha, and I'll taking care of you two today.”

I gave her a courtesy shake. “Can you tell me a little more about why you needed to see Elena?”

Her mouth turned into a faint line. Shifting uncomfortably, she answered, “It's a standard battery of tests, just to measure if she has any side effects from long-term, secondary exposure Patrem Delta.”

I wasn't sure what to tell Elena. Too much reassurance would have pissed her off, but I couldn't help worrying about her. “Battery of tests” wasn't the description I wanted to hear.

“I'll do whatever,” Elena finally looked up, “I just want out of here.”

Tabitha cocked on eyebrow toward me. “Anyway, both of you can follow me now. We'll put your bags up.”

She led us through what looked like the standard hallway in a doctor's office. After weighing Elena, Tabitha opened a door to her right.

“Alright, Ms. Elena, right through here.”

I got a peek inside, just to see what looked like an MRI machine. “I can stick around until she's done.”

“Go on, I'll be fine without you.” Elena walked in by herself, any shred of her loyalty gone or hidden damn well.

Tabitha shot me a look like I was a dead man walking. “If you go to the end of the hall, our new Donors are waiting for you.” Before closing the door, she leaned in close. “I never though we'd see an actual Queen-type. Thank you.”

“Yeah.” I wanted to bust Elena out of this place already. Partially out of fear of what the tests might involve, but mostly because I wanted to try patching things up. I was willing to do anything.

The door closed in my face. I took a deep breath and turned toward where I was supposed to go. Babysitting two new guys wasn't my ideal way to process things.

I heard their voices before I even got to the room. Knocking twice, I waited and wondered how I'd even find three Prime Recipients. It was California and all, but we'd still have to reject several hundred women before we could get that many.

The door flew open, a young guy with a mop of blonde hair, standing in front of me. “You Grant?”

“That's me.” I tried looking happy, but I knew the ruse was doomed to fail. “We've got a long night ahead of us, so let's get right to it.”

The other one was reclined on a black leather couch, casual as could be. “The name's Patrick, and he's Ian.”

Cocky little fucker, aren't you? I stared at him, judging how he had dressed like a douchebag personified. “Which one of you is driving?”

Patrick ran his hand through his jet black hair and dissolved further into the sofa. “My car's a two-seater,” he pointed at Ian, “so I guess it's him.”

I turned with Ian to leave. Patrick was taking his sweet time. I already knew I'd have to reign him in. “Off your ass. We've got work to do.”


“Any ideas on places to search? You guys know the city far better than I do.” We had just merged onto Interstate 110, headed northbound. Hell, which way to Hollywood?

Patrick had to open his mouth. I rolled my eyes from the backseat as he said, “Lot's of girls down on their luck in East L.A.”

“What part of 'cream of the crop' did you forget?” I knew I'd be recommending a personality test to Janus as soon as this was over. “Think higher up the ladder if you want to get paid.”

Ian finally decided to talk. “Sunset Boulevard's less than an hour away.”

I wondered if his ancient Toyota Tercel would even make it however far that was. Still, the kid had the right idea. “If it wasn't a weekday, I'd say a beach would be the place to go, so Sunset works for me.”

“Lots of nice hoes there.” Patrick just couldn't keep his mouth shut, or come up with words that didn't make me want to strangle him. “I've had luck in Hollywood before.”

I started texting Janus, asking him exactly what the hell the Los Angeles office was thinking. Even when I was catching myself being a douche, I didn't act nearly as bad. Patrick was date-rape personified.


I'd had my fill of the place already. Almost everyone was here to strike it big, and you were as good as useless too them if you couldn't do any favors. It was the kind of attitude you could smell.

Night fell over what felt like the longest day of my life. All I had done was help Ian and Patrick identify Prime Recipients. Oddly enough, Ian was the pickier one. Patrick would have fucked any girl over a five.

Broskie Supreme had his Prime Recipient already, doing just fine at hanging her on every word. She was a cute kind of beautiful, not the hot or classical beauty forms I preferred. But she was his pick of the litter. I already felt bad for her.

I had gotten a promise that his selection was under review, so I dragged Ian to the more loungey area of the nightclub. We still had work to do, and I was damn sure getting paid in full for this. My second student being a bit of a twerp once you get to know him wasn't any kind of excuse I could take back to Janus.

I slowed down to let Ian catch up with me and said, “You've gotta get over being so picky.” It was weird to say it, but Ian acted like he was holding out for the girl he wanted to marry. “If she meets the criteria, you do your job and get paid.”

“You don't put too much thought into what you do.”

We stopped at the quieter bar on that end of the club. I put an arm around his shoulder and gave him a jab in the ribs. “Don't be like that other dick, but don't get too caught up in what you're doing either.”

“I don't get it.”

The bartender finally saw my wave in his direction, giving the nod that he'd be with us next. “If you'd be halfway like him, and he'd be halfway like you, both of you would be perfect for this.”

“So kinda scummy, kinda thoughtful.”

“That's,” I couldn't help seeing myself in that description, “pretty much it.”

“Don't tell me that.” The poor kid didn't appreciate the gift he'd been given. “I've never had sex outside of relationships.”

“You're in college. One-night-stands should be, like, your hobby at this point.”

“That's not what I'm looking for, though.”

The bartender finally got to us. “Rum and coke.”

Ian tried looking away from both of us. “Same, I guess.”

I was about ready to slap him. “You're in the wrong line of work if you won't touch a woman you're not willing to marry.”

“That's not it.” He gave me that nervous look like he thought I'd laugh at him. “I don't want to treat them like a piece of meat.”

The poor child. I turned around and scanned the room. Is that who I think it is?

Ian jerked as I nudged him in the arm and cocked my head toward the far end of the room. “What?”

“I've found our job for the night.” The bartender slid our drinks behind me. I dug for a couple of twenties and handed them to Ian. “He can keep the change.”

It took him a few seconds to hand the cash over and then my drink. I watched his eyes dart between the booths and tables before he found the same target. “Krista Kyle?”

“And her little friend, too.” I'd beat my dick raw thinking about the girl before. Being the hot cast member on a medical drama just about everyone watched for the past few seasons had made her the center of many fantasies.

“You're joking.”

“If you're thinking of a girl as meat, you're only worried about what's between her legs. Even if it's just for a night, you can do more than just bang and run.”

“So you set up false expectations.”

“I've got a Prime Recipient I keep around, and I like her company.” Or at least, I did until recently. That wasn't my point for the boy. “You ever talk to a customer or a client for the hell of it on the job?”

“All the time when I was a server.”

I took my first sip, knowing I needed the drink. “Same principle. Not every conversation was for a tip, I'm guessing.”

“Even Patrick talks to get into a girl's pants.”

I closed my eyes for a moment. “Pretty much all of them are actually interesting to get to know, even a little, is what I'm getting at.”

“Oh,” Ian took a drink, shuddering at how strong it was. “Crap, that's loaded.”

“Just right for me.” I stepped forward. “Come on, you're gonna find out what's interesting about her friend.” Hell, I wasn't passing up my chance at Krista Kyle, even if it would have been for a good cause.

“Hold on,” he grabbed my arm, “what the hell do I do?”

“They told you how, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Then you know what to do. You just have to fucking do it.” I started her way, not caring if Ian followed. He did, to my surprise.

The closer we got, the more I could see myself getting between her thighs. The shimmering green of that high-cut tank top showed the pillow of her breasts far more generously than the conservative we she dressed for the cameras. Her blonde friend looked just as great, but Ian would have his own chances at plenty of celebrities around Los Angeles.

Ego sum alpha. You're about to like what you see and do. Et genua parere.

They both looked up at us at the edge of their booth. Krista broke the ice. “Need a seat?”

I looked over at Ian, his face a roiling mixture of shock and relief. “Sure. He's Ian, I'm Grant.”

The friend looked at Ian. “Mandy.” Both girls scooted toward the center of the round table.

The hug of real leather gripped my ass as I scooted in next to Krista. “No need to introduce yourself, but I'm sure you knew that we knew.”

“You're brave,” she smiled before wrapping those plush lips around the straw of her cocktail. Krista finished her sip and added, “I like that.”

Ian and his first Recipient had already started chatting away. The kid had a talent for approaching and talking, so his first roadblock went away the second he got over himself.

“Do you know why I sat down?”

“I don't think it was for an autograph or a selfie.”

I never minded when they got the point right off the bat. “I'm trying to teach my friend to loosen up and learn more about girls he's interested in.”

“So you came up to the last couple of girls he'd approach.” The hazel in her eyes was just as captivating in-person as it was on TV. “I don't believe you.”

“Smart.” I scooted right next to Krista and rested my hand on her bare thigh.

“If you'd have asked if I was alright with this a few minutes ago, I'd imagine myself throwing my drink in your face.”

“You're not though.”

I slipped my fingers beneath the hem of her skirt. Krista didn't mind at all, spreading her legs just enough to break her public persona. I can't fucking believe I'm about to fingerfuck Krista Kyle.

This was first time I'd had butterflies in more than a month. I was ignoring Ian's progress, knowing he was fine after that 'motivational boost.' If only I had a mentor around at his point in being a Donor.


For being a household name, Krista's place was more house than mansion. It shouldn't have surprised me, seeing as how she's upheld that humble, goodie-goodie image. It was smaller, but incredibly well appointed on the inside. Hardwood glared like a mirror as we all made our way toward the back.

I knew she hadn't forgotten how hard I made her come in the booth when she stopped in front of the windows facing the back patio. The lights in the pool backlit Krista's figure as she said, “Amy, you two take the house. We're going outside.”

Her friend nodded as Ian smiled at me. He mouthed, “Thank you,” like he was finally getting excited over his job.

Now he gets over himself. All that hand-wringing over nothing. I wrapped an arm around Krista's waist as we turned to go out.

“You know, I haven't had a good hook-up in a while,” Krista put a hand on my abs as we started out the back. “I felt like I needed this as soon as you two sat down.”

I knew why, but a one-night-stand wasn't all she was after at this point. The whole time Amy drove us in that Land Rover, baby crazy was the only feeling I bothered projecting onto them. No way I was fucking up a chance to pull off a job with one of my top-five picks anywhere in the world.

The pool dominating the backyard wasn't huge, and the patio furniture around it wasn't made for handling a party of more than a dozen. Her home life matched her public persona to the letter. The only thing I was messing with was that part of her image that made you wonder if she was a virgin or not.

“So,” we stopped in front of the pool house as she leaned into my ear, “I don't plan on getting married anytime soon, but I've got a weird favor to ask.” Her cheeks were red as a cherry. “I just don't know how.”

“That's easy.” Ego sum alpha. Better to apologize later than to get turned down ahead of time. Et genua parere. “Take it for yourself.”

The bold look taking over her face matched her outfit much better. Krista slapped at the door handle for the pool house and pushed it open with a foot. She gave me a shove, demanding I go inside.

Almost tripping over myself, I stepped back as she came right at me. “Have I got something you want?”

Krista planted her hands on my chest, pushing me back until the back of my legs hit the bench lining the wall. “I'm not asking for that favor anymore.”

I took a quick look around. Even in the dim light, the room looked perfect for putting Krista in any position I could imagine. Between the massage table to my left and the counters to the right, my imagination ran wild. Now I knew the cedar aroma of the place wasn't why she wanted me back there.

Krista leaned over me, the bottom of her skirt open to my lap. “You look nervous, like you think you made a mistake.”

I had a hand on each of her thighs, wishing she'd drop all the way down. “A mistake would be turning you down.”

“Care if I make you feel like you made one?”

I pulled her down the rest of the way, the heat between her legs burning through my jeans. “You're welcome to try.”

The devilish look on her face should have tipped me off. Her lips pressed against mine as she tore at the buttons of my shirt.

If this is a dream, it's a damn good one. I started working the knot on the back of her top. As it fell loose, Krista lifted her arms and parted with my face so I could make it go away.

She could hide how much she loved the way I stared in awe. “But you haven't seen the best part yet.”

If this had been her show, it'd have been time to cut to commercials. Lucky for me, Krista got right to standing up, dropping the skirt and her panties in one fluid swoop of her hands. She stepped out, leaving those heels with straps almost to her knees on like I'd hoped.

“Well?” She did a quick twirl, proud of herself.

And she had every right to be. The way the flat plain of belly narrowed at her hips and ended in a neat, bald little crease. “So why the good-girl persona?”

“Even Melanie has sex.” It was true, her character did have a romp or two per season. But Krista had always carried herself like a paragon of virtue and refinement.

I was ready to watch the image shatter on the floor of that pool house, or wherever else I'd manage to nail her. As she crawled back on me, I caught a brief glimpse of cunt that almost blew a few gaskets in me. I'll be collecting that beer from Janus, I guess.

“I can't fuck a pair of jeans.”

Getting right to work on fixing that, I had them down in seconds. I didn't even bother untying my shoes, kicking them off and ripping away my socks with my pant legs. My shirt and boxers ended up on the other side of the room, and it still didn't feel like they were far enough away.

Krista got back on top. Whether she was still wet from the finger-blasting I'd given her earlier, or if this was a new rush, I didn't care. Her lower lips coursed along my shaft, leaving my hard-on just as ready to go.

Holy hell. I was getting the grand tour of parts of Krista I had only imagined. The way her breasts stayed pert, all the way down to the refined sculpt of her gym-earned ass lit me on fire. And this wasn't even the full walk-through.

I wasn't waiting for an invitation. Holding her thighs down with each hand, I was about to pass out from excitement as my tip brushed against her slit. Shaking this pool house like the San Andreas finally went off was the only thing on my mind.

If life before fucking Krista Kyle was alright, I wonder what life after is like. It just felt like one of those landmark moments.

She cut it short, sliding forward until I was aimed to strike right toward home. She pushed back with all the warning of a sniper's bullet. It was rare in my time as a Prime Recipient, but this time, my target was fucking me.

Krista jerked herself on my cock likee she wanted to give me a friction burn. Impossible with the unbelievable wetness inside her, but I had to give her an A for effort. In fact, I'd give her one on all subjects, from looks to outright wanting it.

I settled in, knowing I'd be fighting the urge to end the fantasy as soon as it started. I wrapped my hands around her waist, letting her rock side to side. Then she started rotating her hips. I couldn't even fathom how great it felt.

“That's it,” her voice was already breaking, “harder!”

But I wasn't even doing anything. She already had me on the verge.

“Come on,” she too a deep breath and then moaned it out, “fuck me!”

I couldn't hold it back. The urge to just finish it already had me wrapping my arms around her, leaning both of us over until my back rested on the bench.

She screamed the instant I started pounding away from underneath. The warmth in her breasts swelled through her body and spread to her stomach to meet the heat from beneath. By the time I was ready to pop, my ears were ringing.

Krista pushed herself up, those wondrous breasts right in my face. She began grinding against me again as I kept pumping into her. Just as quickly as she had regained her senses, her entire body clenched at once.

I stopped and let her ride it out. She hasn't lost her mind, it's just her body doing the driving.

It was like all that pent up sexuality from upholding her image came out at once. Every fiber of her being tensed and quivered. I could almost hear her teeth clench, trying to contain all of the tension before it drove her mad. Fortunately for me, it was doing just that.

She let it all it in what had to be the climax of her life. Maybe it was from holding back when she came on my fingers in the club, but the amount of pressure she released would have made for one hell of a stress reliever. In fact, she seemed like a different woman as her sanity came back.

Through gasps and whimpers, Krista asked, “You know what the favor is, right?”

I smiled with one side of my mouth. “Yeah, I do.”

“It'll be such a scandal, but I don't care.”

I could imagine the tabloid covers as soon as a baby bump got too hard to hide. In fact, Janus ended up keeping framed copies of a few in his office. “You don't care, though, do you?”

Krista pulled herself off of me and stood up. “Not enough to stop.” She got to the massage table and leaned her ass against it. “Besides, it's time for my public image to catch up to my age. I can't act like a virginal teenager past my mid-twenties, can I?”

I sat up, ready to push her back and waylay her cunt until the job was done. “That's between you and nobody else.” Nevermind that I had put the idea in Krista's head to begin with, but if it was her new desire, nobody could criticize her for it.

“I guess I'll have to tell my agent I'm out of commission for a while, won't I?” She wasn't hiding the excitement at all. Working my cock until it couldn't hold back was all she had on her mind. You could see it in every facet of her actions.-*                    

I watched Krista turn around, presenting the full glory of her backside. My dick screamed to push inside her again. I stood up and got over to her, way past the point of being able to argue with it.

I wonder if Ian's having as much fun as I am. So long as he made the Donation, I was good. Patrick struck me as the type to take a condom off and not tell, even before he took the job, so no worries with him. But I had a celebrity I'd stroked myself to many times to take care of.

Krista had her breasts and shoulders on the cushion of the table, her hands gripping the other side. I gave myself the old spit polish and pushed the tip between her pink lips, teasing around the entrance. You could see the readiness in her, even without a look at her face.

I crashed myself back into Krista. That was all it took to force a hearty scream out. I rested myself at the furthest I could push inside her.

She turned her head, trying her damnedest to look at me. “Next time we're able to, we need to do this again.”

It's too bad California's not for me. “Sorry, just visiting here.”

“Well,” Krista wiggled her hips, tempting me to pick up where I had stopped, “we can work something out. How does four children between us sound?”

“Quite nice,” I couldn't lie, “but I live a few thousand miles east.”

“If you just start fucking me again, I'll make the trip and do whatever you want.” She pushed herself against me, trying to get something going. “How does making this an annual thing sound?”

“I could get used to it.” When the actress you've jerked it to countless times offers to come to you and fuck your brains out once a year, you tell me if you could turn her down. I'll wait.

But I did have a reason to give up the fantasy life laid out before me. The problem is, I didn't know if she still felt the same way about me. Hell, I knew Elena didn't.

Fuck it. No amount of bellyaching in my head was changing the fact I had Krista bent over the wooden slats of the bench. My shaft was aching to do its job by then, even if it was balls-deep inside her.

With just a few thrusts, Krista was like putty in my hands and around my cock. A screaming, dripping wet putty. She threw one knee up on the table, hinting that she wanted deeper, faster, harder.

The walls of her cunt sent electric jolts down my dick and up my entire body. Something about the way she tensed herself at just the right moment, in tune with how far I was stuck in her, begged for me to come without uttering a word.

“Yes,” Krista's head bent down as I popped my hips against her ass, “come inside me!”

I forced her arms back, lifting Krista up until she was standing tall. Her head titled right alongside my own, her voice going right in my ear. The way she gasped and whimpered is something I'll never forget.

The rapid, punishing whips of my body guaranteed my cock would be smoking after it was over. I tried to hold on, wrapping one arm around her neck. Her fingernails dug into my inner elbow as she tried moaning, her throat vibrating against my skin.

I took a handful of hair with my other hand. No turning back. Another flush of wetness flooded around my staff, her walls grasping and squeezing it tight.

The final bend in the road rushed past as I had just as hard a time keeping my breath. I pulled that last shred of endurance out of my by force of will. Not coming while I had Krista like this would have been a damn shame for both of us.

As soon as I released the choke, Krista gasped a full breath and then forced my arm back against her neck. Her pussy demanded what I wanted to give her. Every slam inside her tormented me with too much satisfaction, like she was trying to drive me insane with pleasure.

The foot she had planted on the ground lifted, the thigh above shivering like the temperature had dropped eighty degrees. Gravity and my cock held her in place as she started coming again.

That rapturous feeling you get the second before climax throttled me like a wrecking ball. The first shot of that creamy elixir she wanted more than anything burst out. I let it flood the inside of her cunt, my legs starting to buckle under the realization that I really was coming inside Krista Kyle, and she was begging for it.

I had to let her go mid-orgasm. The hollow feeling in my core spread to my limbs as my body twitched in time with my ejaculation. I had just enough wherewithal to look down.

Krista had pushed her shoulders up, driving herself back to take me in as deep as possible. Even with her lean, spasming arms, the drive to take in and grow my seed was just too strong to stop her. The deep crimson of her lips curled as she turned her head as much as she could to look at me.

I was lucky as a lawyer who got into heaven by some clerical error, and I knew it. My lungs burned as I shot the final load. I wished the best of luck, to whichever half of my future child with her, won the grand race about to take place in Krista's womb.


Patrick was already sitting in the lobby when Ian and I walked through the door. “So, any luck?”

Ian pointed at me, still in awe. “Dude fucked Krista Kyle last night.”

I grinned like I'd just mooned The President and gotten away with it. I held up a couple of fingers and boasted, “Two times.” We'd even woke Ian and his first Prime Recipient up early that morning, two rooms over.

Patrick jerked his head back. “You're shitting me.”

I pulled my phone out and tapped to my photo album. Shoving it in front of me and keeping a hard grip, I let Patrick see the full glory of Krista, naked as a shaved cat. I jerked it back when he tried to reach for it. Can't let the mother of some of my future children get denigrated by leaked pictures.

“I'll be damn,” he straightened in his seat, “you really did.”

“Got your form filled out?” I already had Ian's, but I didn't expect Patrick to even think about it.

He reached in his pocket and pulled out a folded piece of paper. “Did it on the ride back here. You owe me fare on that, Ian.”

“Sorry,” he ran a hand through that tangle of blonde, far messier than it was the previous day. “We had to call a ride to get back to my car.”

“Anyway,” Patrick started to get up, “I think I like this gig. How much have you made so—”

The door leading to the rest of the office flew open. Tabitha looked at me, mortified. “Grant, I need to speak with you,” she eyed my apprentices, “alone.”


Tabitha sat me down in the same exam room I had left Elena in. She took an opposite seat and stared at the ceiling. She took a moment before looking at me and then averting her eyes. “I don't know how it happened, but Elena's gone.”

“Fucking what?” I shot out of my chair. Dueling urges to run out the door after her and to scream at the top of my lungs at Tabitha clawed at my insides.

She still couldn't look at me. “I don't know how it happened, but looking at the tapes, I walked her out the front door.” Her hands slapped against her thighs. “I don't even remember doing it!”

How long until Elena controls me, assuming I find her? Walked over to Tabitha and towered over her on purpose. “Which direction? You can at least tell me that.”

“She turned left after she got out the door, and I know she's got at least an hour on you, but that's all I can tell you.”

“Fuck.”

How I'd find Elena, I didn't know. The real question was whether I could. And even then, would she listen to me?


BIMBO TOUR 5:

CITY ANGEL

Panic had already set in. I had been searching for Elena since I had learned she ran off from GeneFactor that morning. As the street lights flickered to life, I knew she had no cash or any other way to get a place for the night. I had checked every inch of a ten block radius from the office that wouldn't get me shot for trespassing. No Elena.

The college campus nearby was the first and last place I wanted to search. Even during summer, I knew it would be full of blondes with bodies to die for. I knew looking there would get my hopes up until the prospect turned around.

I should have at least got her a burner phone or something. Not that she had anyone to call, but I'd at least have a shot at contacting her, assuming Elena would answer for me. Hell, she'd probably call Brother Boyce before she'd pick up for me.

I wandered between buildings, just hoping she'd appear on a bench. It was damn near as dark as it could get under the lights of L.A., and desperation kicked in. The only part of the place left to look was the northern edge, and I wasn't even sure I was close. For all I knew, Elena could have found her way to San Diego or somewhere else by then.

I sat down on a bench at the edge of the sidewalk. Flipping through for Janus's number, I looked up one final time before calling him for any help he probably wouldn't be able to give. Then I saw the sign across the street.

*Faith Life Catholic Center

Open to all with open hearts.*

It's a long shot, but it'd be just like here to hole up in there. Elena at least had brief moments of falling back on her old beliefs. If anything, she'd know she would be safe there after dark.

I waited for an SUV to whiz by and jogged across. The three stairs onto the balcony were crumbling at the edges, but it seemed kept up fairly well. It gave me a little hope when the doors opened with my pull at the handles.

I walked in, seeing the usual church entryway and another set of doors leading to the chapel. It at least felt like an Elena option, and I was glad I didn't have to deal with walking into a service.

The main hall wasn't anything impressive as I walked in. The dim lighting didn't give me the best view, but I knew nobody was in front of me. The sound of movement to my far left made me turn my head.

It was her alright. Elena was in the main aisle behind me, headed straight for the door. I followed her into the foyer before I wrapped my arms around her waist from behind.

She tensed up and started fighting the instant I had her. An elbow to my ribs almost broke my hold, but I couldn't let her run off to who-knows-where again.

“Will you fucking stop and listen to me?”

Elena tried ripping my arms off of her, painful, red lines striping my skin. “Grant, let me go.”

I tightened the hug. “Go where?”

It was like she gave up all hope in an instant. “You couldn't have said a worse thing to me right now.”

It hollowed out my guts like a Thanksgiving turkey before the stuffing. “I'm taking you home,” not sure if I'd regret the offer, I went ahead and said it, “but you don't have to stay with me if you don't want to anymore.”

Her legs went limp. I barely kept her up, but something about the way she stopped warned me I was in for it. “What you and Travis both did to me was unforgivable.”

“So you're your old self again.”

“Yeah, the person I was before I met either of you, as far as I know.”

“Either of us?” I let her slide down to the floor and sat next to her. “You mean Boyce is still like me?”

“The minute I met both of you, it was like I wasn't in control of what I wanted anymore.”

“And now you've got free will.”

She nodded her head. “When I thought you were doing terrible things to Paige, it was like something snapped in my brain.” Elena had that same look of horror from that night in Vegas. “Both of you are awful people.”

I knew it was true, especially in her case. “How do I even apologize for wrecking your life?”

That's when the tears started. “That's what's so messed up. I'm thankful you did.”

Have I completely cooked her brain? “I don't get it.”

“Grant,” she turned herself to face me, “you got me away from him and risked yourself to take care of me.” Honest as always, Elena let the true insult come out. “But you never gave me any choice in the matter, just like him.”

“Well,” I knew I was putting my balls in a salad shooter here, “I never wanted to force you to stay with me. I just knew you didn't have anywhere else to go.”

“And I know that. But why take away my free will?”

I wiped a tear from her cheek, hoping I wouldn't get an open hand across my face for it. “Honestly, I thought I was giving it back to you.” I realize how shitty of an excuse it was.

The odd way she smiled her sadness threw me for a loop. “I was happy with you, though.” She looked back toward the main chapel behind us. “When I tried praying, it was like nobody was listening.”

“I'm not the person to ask about that, but I'm sure if your faith is what gets you through things, it's what's right for you.”

A glimpse of my Elena came back. “That's it though. You forced me to choose things for myself.”

What? “I don't follow.”

Elena gave me a little push on the shoulder. “When they did one of those tests, I remembered what kind of person I used to be before Travis.”

“And that is?”

“I know this will sound dumb,” she got on her hands and knees to stare at me, “but you let me be more like my old self.”

“Maybe not the nymphomania, I guess.”

“I never would have dreamed being like that.” Elena kept smiling. “But I can't lie and say I didn't like it.”

Something wasn't adding up. “Why run, then?”

“Don't get me wrong. I'm thankful, but I still can't forgive you.”

Logically, it made no sense at all, but I knew exactly what she was talking about. “I can see why.”

“I should hate you, but I know I can't do that.”

I started to get up. “If we hurry, we might be able to get our bags from the office.”

I was on my feet when Elena reached out for my hand. “I don't think you get it, Grant.”

“I did you wrong. I'll be the first to acknowledge that.”

“No.” Elena raised her eyebrows and smiled up at me. “Grant, I love you.”

My eyes shot open as I pulled Elena onto her feet. There's no fucking way. “Are you sure it's you saying that?”

“Whether it is or isn't, does it matter?” Elena almost looked at me like she always did before Vegas. “You asked. That's all that matters.”


It wasn't until we got our luggage from GeneFactor and got checked into the hotel across one of the main roads from campus that I felt all the walking catch up to me. It had to have been at least ten miles. Either way, I knew Elena was safe now.

I slumped onto the crappy hotel room couch and kicked my feet up on the table. “So, what kind of tests did they run?”

She looked at me like I was supposed to know the answer already. “Didn't they do the same things to you?”

“No, all they did to me was a cheek swab.”

Elena had her bag open on the bed, digging for something. “I guess it was like a physical, except for the machine they put me in for a while.”

“The MRI, you mean?”

“I guess so.” Of course a nineteen-year-old beauty queen wouldn't know what it was. “They didn't tell me anything.”

“So why run off?”

“I don't really remember. It's like I wasn't myself until you found me.”

“You mean, your old self came back for a while.”

Elena shrugged and pulled a little thing I'd bought for her out. “I think so, but I didn't like it.” The garters came out next.

Yep, she's back. “For a while, I thought I'd never see you in that thing.”

She looked like I'd just asked her to divide potato by zero. “I don't even remember what I was mad about.”

What the hell? “I get that you're forgiving and all, but really?”

“I really don't know.” Elena brushed it off like I'd done nothing worse than bump into her in an elevator. “I'll be done in a few minutes.”

She turned for the bathroom, outfit of my dreams in hand. You wouldn't know anything had happened by watching her. I wasn't arguing with it, but I wanted to know why.

I got up and made sure I had my phone and my room card. “I might not be back by the time you're done, but I won't be long.” Janus owed me some answers.

“Alright. I'll leave a towel for you.” She smiled as I got to her. “You'll like what I've got in mind.” The wink she gave sent a tingle down to my sack.


Janus picked up after the first ring. “Well, ain't I popular today.”

“What did the tests show?”

“I heard you found your little dollie and brought her back. Good job on that.”

“Yeah, but I need answers.” I got out the front door and onto the street. “Now.”

“Patience there, fella.”

“I'm not joking. Something's happened to her.”

I could tell by the creak of his office chair where he was. “I've got way more than I can tell you in a few minutes, but the important parts shouldn't take long.”

“Well shit, Janus, out with it!”

“She's healthy, first of all.”

I rolled my eyes and wondered how much more bullshit I could handle. “That's great, but you know what I'm getting at.”

“Fine.” He let out a quick snort at my expense. “Do you even know what it means for her to be a Queen-type?”

“She gets some of my abilities. You told me that.”

“No, what it means for her.” Another creak of the chair. “We did regression therapy, and psychologically, the girl's been a train wreck.”

It sent a chill all through my spine. “Is there something I can do about it?”

“Two things, actually. Number one, don't ever trigger her like that again. When she looked at you that last night in Vegas, she saw our friend Sean Ryan.”

“How?”

“Turns out, he's been having his way with lookers in the congregation like that. Got his jollies off making Elena watch and then forcing her to forget.”

“It was role play.”

“Not for him, it wasn't.”

Christ, he's fucked up. “I know he never did that to her, exactly.”

“Yeah, he was saving her for the wedding night. Thought he'd play the perfect, Godly husband with his virgin wife. Until you came along.”

“I wondered why she hated me all of a sudden.”

“All that repressed fuckery came rushing back that night. So don't ever pull a stunt like that in front of her.”

He didn't have to tell me. “Anything else?”

“Tabitha had an interesting note right before Elena bolted out the door.”

“About what?”

“Right before the escape, she felt like Elena was inside her head. I watched the security footage.” He paused for a moment. “She had unlocked every door for Elena and let her stroll right out of there. Swears she doesn't know what happened.”

“I actually believe it.”

“That's your Queen-type at work. Might get nasty if Elena ever turns on you.”

“Would she?”

“That's up to you, mate. Based on what she's told us during the tests, she's ovaries over feet wild about you.”

It brought a smile to my face, but I knew what it meant. “She kinda told me that when I found her.”

“Now listen,” a lighter clicked over the speaker, “you broke her, so you've bought her, so to speak.”

“I didn't know you smoked.”

“Cigar. Cynthia's gonna have my ass over the smell in the morning.”

I knew she would. Even if I could control her when need be, even I didn't cross Dr. Clare if I could help it.

Janus got over his display of balls and blew away from his phone. He finally remembered me. “I'll tell you this. Once you put a little bugger in Elena, her mind's set like concrete. That's the catch to the Queen-type, I think.”

“You think?”

“Fuck me, it's all theory at this point. Best get her happy and in a good place before you try it.”

Even if I did want rid of her at some point, now I knew it'd break her. “She's acting like when I first met her now.”

“Good on ya' but don't do anything stupid.”

“I didn't mean I planned on it tonight.”

“She'd be happy, mostly, if you did. But right now, she's probably still got some doubts about you.”

“If she does, they're hid pretty well.”

“Says on the notes she 'feels like you abandoned her for the testing.'”

“But which version of her was doing the talking?”

“Yours.” I heard him blow another cloud. “I don't think you understand exactly how much she thought of you.”

“I guess not.”

“Let me put it this way. When you took her away from Boyce, she suddenly had nobody. But then you took her in, treated her like family, showed her the lies of her past life.”

“I was just trying to do what's right after I messed her life up.”

“And that's all she could have asked for. That's why I told you to treat her like you love her, even if you don't.”

A semi gassed itself yards away from me, jerking me out of my head and back into Los Angeles. “I probably need to get back to her.”

“Just remember,” it felt like Janus was staring at me through the phone, “she's still able to be controlled. Use that fact wisely before you get overpowered. I don't know how much stronger she'll get.”

He'd hung up before I could say another word. Would she really turn on me? It didn't seem possible at the moment, but the Elena I'd found in the church would be a force to fear having control over me.


Elena was still in her short, ass-revealing bathrobe when I got back. One look at her, and I was ready to forget about the special outfit. Just her body and nothing else always felt like cuddling a piece of heaven.

She sat on the end of the bed, blow dryer in hand. “I'll have your surprise ready when you're out of the shower.”

I knew I'd stank through my latest coat of deodorant. Hell, my last shower was in Vegas. Two nights in a row, plus one romp with a celebrity, would make any man less than fresh.

“Wanna give me a hint?”

“I've been saving it,” I knew she was trying not to look at her bag,”so no.”

I didn't want to ruin a good thing, but it had to be said. “Listen, about what you said in the church.”

Elena's eyes watered, not knowing which way I'd take it. “Yeah?”

I didn't know how to break the news. One word taken the wrong way would destroy her. “Do you remember what I'm talking about?”

She didn't say a word. All she could do was stare.

I hated myself for even thinking about what I was about to say. I never foresaw it, but when it came down to it, I had to make a choice. And she deserved to hear the truth about how I felt.

“Grant, you're not saying anything.”

Fuck! I balled my fists for a second. A few steps got me close enough to deliver the news.

“Well?”

I knew she couldn't stand another second of it, but I couldn't stand admitting it to myself. But it came down to me or her. “Elena,” I took her hand as she let the hair dryer fall on the bed, wondering if being honest would be a mistake, “will you marry me?”


I turned the showerhead off and braced my forearm against the subway tile. Tucking my forehead into the crook of my elbow, I felt like I was ready to pass out. Did I really just fucking do that?

It was honest, though. A simple “I love you too” turned into a proposal without a ring, and I knew I meant it. I just didn't know what forced it into my head.

The thought of her control passed through my mind. But even if it was her projecting a wish into my head, did it matter? I couldn't deny how I felt about Elena, especially to myself.

Giddy and sure of it is how I should be feeling, but why don't I feel that way? I had just proposed to the girl of my dreams, and she said yes, right after I thought I had lost her. But guilt still clawed at me like a cat on a new sofa.

It's because you've taken her for granted, you fucking idiot. You never know how much you care for someone until they're gone. Or at least, that's what I thought.

Just over a month had passed since we met, and here I was. I felt like I had made the right choice, but I knew facing the shit show back home would put it all at risk. And I had just given myself that much more to lose.

It wasn't until I stepped out of the shower and wrapped the towel around my waist that I caught it. Everything with Boyce would come to a head. I just had to be ready to fight for what mattered to me.

The thing they don't tell you about suicide missions is that they seem like the best idea in the world when you accept them. Not taking it would catch up to us sooner or later. When I wiped the fog off the mirror, the grin on my face shocked me.

One of us will lose everything. It grew wider. Sure as hell won't be me.

I ran a hand through my hair, squeezing until water ran down my back. I knew we were heading back first thing in the morning. I had the money, and more importantly, a reason to fight back now.

I opened the door, ready to break the news. As soon as I rounded the corner for the entry, Elena throttled my brain just by standing there.

Sweet Jesus. She had her legs crossed, standing there in black stockings and heels that lifted her ass a good four inches. Waist panties and the lacey bra explained how she'd spent that few hundred dollars Elena was cagey about explaining.

She brought her hands out from behind her back, a cuff around her left wrist. The other one dangled as she asked, “You like it?”

My eyes just about rolled to the back of my head, in the good way. I couldn't help walking over to her. I knew my face was saying it all.

Elena wrapped her arms around my hips and pulled the towel loose. It slid down my legs as I heard the other cuff slam shut. The chain holding her wrists together was cold against my back as she looked in my eyes.

“I think I forgot where the key went.” She smiled and started sliding down. “Oops.”

Elena's warm, soft lips met the tip of my cock. She didn't waste any time taking me in. As soon as her tongue flitted along the bottom, all the troubles ahead vanished.

Lucky didn't begin to describe how I felt. Blessed, maybe, if I were a praying man. The way Elena hugged against my thighs and showed her devotion with her mouth felt like I was being worshipped.

I couldn't help it. When I felt the back of her throat, I lifted a foot and pushed it down on the chain.

Elena squealed around my shaft as she felt herself lock in at the hilt. She took it like a champ, relaxing her mouth and letting her tongue go wild. Aside from shame, a gag reflex had been made a foreign concept to her.

I let Elena have her way with me. Every bob and stroke of her head felt like it was designed just to push me to the edge. Something about the way her lips smiled around my girth struck a chord tied directly to my shaft.

My new fiance whimpered against the part of me she had come to worship. Weeding the thoughts out of my mind about what had happened before, I rewarded her focus with my own. My hands pulled her into me, getting her to do that suction thing I she knew I liked so much.

Elena slid back slowly, ramping up the vacuum in her mouth as she worked her way toward the tip. With one final swirl of her tongue, she popped her lips free. Looking up with her hands bound around my legs, she asked, “Tonight, maybe?”

I couldn't help smiling back. “If I could right now, I would.” Hell, I had no guarantee about our future.

She gave a knowing look, like she was proud of me. “You're saving it for when the moment's right.” Her hand ran down my length and back up. “I can't complain.”

It would have been too much to drive into her head a few weeks ago. Now? It's like she knew, if not my thoughts, then my intentions.

We could always go through with it and get hitched in Vegas on the way back. I knew it'd make her happier than the grandest wedding anyone's ever pissed a down payment for a house away on. But she was more than just another Prime Recipient, always had been.

“There you go,” she gave me another stroke to get my attention, “getting lost in your head again.” Elena never took it as an insult, but she wasn't standing for it. She had me back down to the hilt before I could look down at her.

I'd had enough thinking for the day already. Pushing her arms down at the shoulder, I stepped one foot over the chain of her cuffs and then the other.

Elena finally got the message and backed her head away, hands still together like she was pleading. But she knew she didn't have to ask.

She rose as I pulled her up by the arms and then pushed her onto the foot of the bed. Dragging her body to the corner, I forced her ankles back and behind the chain. She let it slide down to the back of her knees.

I knew what she wanted, just as much as I knew I needed it. Even with my job as a Donor, Elena was the one I couldn't help keeping just for myself. Selfish? Maybe, but even a king with a harem has his queen.

Nothing in her body showed any resistance. I pulled the black panties up and out of the way. Her cunt peeked from between her thighs, wet and ready to give itself up to me.

I readied myself to fall in, angling my cock and inching closer. The raw heat coming off of her felt like it would consume me whole. And this was not just because it was the first time we'd gone two days without fucking.

Tunnel vision for that prize between her legs guided me like we were strung together. I pushed against the middle of her panties, forcing her legs higher. Without even thinking, I sunk in.

Elena moaned with that first dive. I let myself linger, planted as deep as she could take me. Elena was beyond ready.

She rolled her hips as best she could, trying to do more than just enjoy the moment. Elena had a purpose in every movement. I wouldn't find the real motive until later.

All my strength from Patrem Delta gave me enough to lift her from behind the shoulders, standing tall with her braced against my arms. If I could have seen behind her legs, her face had to be showing bliss bordering on madness. Her whimpering voice certainly didn't hide it.

Flexing and relaxing my arms, I had her bouncing. It was enough to send Elena into a fit. Shafted deep, helpless, and getting exactly what she was begging for, it didn't take her long to start going wild.

Only a few steps to the side had Elena's back against the wall. Pinned and vulnerable to however I decided to crush away at her, she managed to pull her arms and legs sideways enough to show her face. Parted lips and open eyes begged for it.

I couldn't hold it back any longer. The skin of my cock rushed against her walls and back out again. Relentlessly. I forced a hand between my torso and the back of her thighs, planting a thumb on her clit and toying away.

Elena's head pushed against the wall behind her. Her eyes closed as her voice got to dangerous levels. Anyone passing by in the hall would have known exactly how grand a time she was having.

I threw all I had at her. The bump of our bodies crashing into the drywall, the screaming insanity in her voice, and my grunting mixed chaos with harmony. I felt myself on the verge already.

It was too much in the best way possible. I had fifteen seconds, tops. As I felt that familiar rush in my loins, I pulled back.

Elena's body tensed, every limb in unison. She vibrated and groaned as I held her, backing ourselves away from the wall. As I made my way back to the bed, her voice finally came back in a shout as her muscles released the tension all at once.

She had broken from my grasp, crashing onto the mattress. Mid-bounce, her legs tried to fight against the chain. The fact that she couldn't rock out the tail end had to be torture.

I eased her legs back, sliding the cuffs past her feet. Finally flat on her back, Elena gasped for all the air in the room. She finally opened her eyes as I stacked pillows on the edge of the bed.

Satisfied with the pillows, I jerked her panties down the rest of the way. Even though she knew I wasn't ready to come inside her, I was ready to give her that gift.

Elena's voice was weak. “That's what I'm talking about.” She knew I was giving her a platform at just the right height.

“You think so?”

She grinned and giggled, rolling onto her side to face me. “I have to return the favor.”

I already knew how she would. Grabbing hold of the chain, I dragged Elena on her stomach and lifted her head. Her neck and chin rested on the stack of pillows as I stepped back between her arms.

She tried looking up at me. “That's not what I-” My dick was already sliding past the back of her tongue before she could moan a response.

With my hands planted on her shoulder blades, I started fucking her face just as hard. Her fingers shot all along the back of my thighs, looking for something to grip.

I wasn't letting up just because it was her mouth. Hot jets of breath hit against the base of my shaft as Elena caught what air she could. Even as it felt like I was punishing her, the way her tongue cradled around the bottom of my cock told me everything.

I took a hard slap at a bare ass cheek, my handprint sticking around in crimson. Moving down, I pinned her clit between my middle and index finger. The ring and pinky slipped inside her.

My arm started aching in short order. Elena kept me going, both with her pussy and her mouth. She whimpered like I was still crammed hard between her walls.

Fighting through the burn in my forearm, I had Elena's cunt sloshing like a stick in a bucket of water. She tried crying out, her voice vibrating against me until I couldn't hold back. Her mouth, just as hot and greedy, had no trouble giving me all the pleasure her poor little slit could deliver.

Elena's clit swole against my fingers, pulsing as I gave it one final drive. Her arms hugged tight around my thighs, forcing my cock to the softness at the back of her throat.

The rush of my gift trying to get out forced my hand to stop. Elena came with the force of a head-on collision.

My own body tensed. The sudden overload of release coursed through my nerves. The texture of her mouth went from silky to creamy as I tossed myself off.

Elena moaned through her climax, coaxing each jet with a roll of her tongue. My hands went to her hair, tangling fingers in her blonde curls so I could keep her lips at the hilt.

Her legs were straight as pins, feet and toes pointed the same way through her nylons.

I couldn't hold it back any longer. “Fuck.” The way she kept licking away was more than I could handle.

My fingers went from pulling to massaging Elena's scalp. I felt the movement of her swallow and the rise in the corners of her mouth. As I pulled back and out, I caught her trying to look straight up at me. Despite the way she craned her neck at its limit, the expression was ear-to-ear.

“You finally came inside me.”

I stepped back out of her arms and crouched to her level. “You look happy.” I was too. In fact, I was proud.

“It's not exactly where I wanted it,” her wrists dangled helplessly, “but it'll do for now.”

That's my girl. I tussled her hair with my hand and stood back up. As soon as I was opening her bag, the protest started.

“When I 'lost' the key, I meant that I didn't want you to find it.”

“You'll have to sleep at some point.”

She rolled onto her back, her head draped over the edge of the bed. “If we're riding all the way back home, I can sleep then.”

Shit, that's a good way to throw me back into reality. “Yeah, but aren't you worried?”

“The only thing I care about right now is how long it'll take you to get it up again.”

And she was telling no lie.


I had told Elena to find the key. Thirty minutes until check-out, and she still wanted another round. I hadn't just won her back. It seemed like my control over her was stronger than ever.

By this point, I enjoyed the idea of mastering her wishes about as much as a handjob with sixty-grit sandpaper. You can probably guess who I wanted more answers from.

“Internal Revenue Service. How may I direct your call?”

“Cram it, Janus.”

“Lost your sense of humor, mate?”

“You said I'd have to worry about Elena taking control over me,” I shielded my eyes from the sun in the parking lot, “but the opposite happened last night.”

The shuffling of papers on his desk stopped. “What do you mean?”

“She's gone berserk,” I thought about how to put it across more accurately, “like, in a good way.”

“Came inside her, didn't ya'?”

“Her mouth, if that counts.”

“Interesting.”

I got impatient with the drawn-out silence. “What are you thinking?”

“I know the Patrem formula makes semen an aphrodesiac. You've noticed it too, I'm guessing.”

No shit. I held my tongue, just waiting for whatever cockamamie idea Janus was about to throw at me.

He chuckled on his end. “Right, so I guess even a Queen-type isn't immune to it.”

“Go on.”

“You sound tired, Grant.”

And sore. “I couldn't keep her off of me after that. It's like thirty minutes withing coming drove her nuts.”

“Guess that's a good problem to have.” Janus kept letting his voice trail off.

“It's never been that strong before.”

“Our Queen's chosen her King, it looks like.”

A little nervous laughter crept out. “I guess so.”

He took on the most cheerfully sarcastic tone possible. “Oh, you scumbag.”

“It just,” I shook my head and stepped into the pitiful shade of the building, “I don't know, came out.”

“Well, if you don't want to, you've made a hell of a mess for yourself.”

“That's it, though.” It warmed me up, at least a little on the inside. “It was the most honest thing I've ever done in my life.”

Janus creaked his chair like always. “Your poor prick is gonna fall off someday.”

I knew exactly what he meant. “So it's permanent?”

“Maybe. Didn't I already tell you we don't know the slightest shit about Queen-types?”

“Gonna make for a hard ride home for her, I guess.”

“That's news too. When are you coming back?”

“Today.”

“You know Boyce and his goons have still got it hard-up for you.”

“He'll probably chase us down as soon as he figures out where we are.” I crossed my arms and tucked the phone between my jaw and shoulder. “Won't matter where we go.”

“Well, something made you think it's a good idea. Care to share what?”

It wasn't a new fact that did it. Just a feeling. “I'm tired of running. That's all.”
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