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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?


BE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR THE NEXT INSTALLMENT:

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 to sleep. I had checked every inch of a ten block radius from the office that wouldn't get me shot for trespassing. No Elena.


Author's Note: If I add in much more of a preview, I'd end up spoiling at least one part of the next installment. Even though Part Five is crammed with twists and questions for the final arc, I don't want to risk ruining the surprises. 

Expect the previews to flesh out again with the next installment.
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