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“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.


Author's Note: No preview for the next installment this time. While the direction of the series hasn't changed, I didn't see Bimbo Tour 4 living up to my standards without a major rework. As you can probably tell from how this installment ended, important changes are coming up for Grant and Elena. Delaying the release until the week of 6/12/17 hurts, but nowhere near as much as rushing a title out for the sake of deadlines.


I know it's odd to get a message like this at the end of an erotica title, but I owe it to my readers to make the story live up to my standards. Rather than spamming you with a cop-out preview of another series to gain a few extra sales, I want to be honest with you. I'm several installments ahead in terms of writing, but I appreciate your patience while I make Bimbo Tour 4 live up to what it should be.
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