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“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.”
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“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 and crushed 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?

* * *

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 into my ear. “You get paid three times for this one.”

How the hell?

* * *

Bare feet pattered against the Spanish tile. When I looked up, 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 what she asked for.

“Is it okay if I'm nervous?” Paige shuffled in place, the hem of her button-down teasing at the assets beneath. “I didn't know it would happen like this.”

“It's what he does.” Elena wrapped 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?”

* * *

The girl was outright dangerous. Paige swirled herself in my lap, threatening to push me inside her with each movement. She stopped and got up, looking down at me as she said, “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, rolling ourselves until I was on top.

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

It was a fucked-up kind of roleplay, 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.
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