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Panic had already set in. I had been searching for Elena since I had learned she ran off from GeneFactor that morning. As the street lights flickered to life, I knew she had no cash or any other way to get a place for the night. I had checked every inch of a ten block radius from the office that wouldn't get me shot for trespassing. No Elena.

The college campus nearby was the first and last place I wanted to search. Even during summer, I knew it would be full of blondes with bodies to die for. I knew looking there would get my hopes up until the prospect turned around.

I should have at least got her a burner phone or something. Not that she had anyone to call, but I'd at least have a shot at contacting her, assuming Elena would answer for me. Hell, she'd probably call Brother Boyce before she'd pick up for me.

I wandered between buildings, just hoping she'd appear on a bench. It was damn near as dark as it could get under the lights of L.A., and desperation kicked in. The only part of the place left to look was the northern edge, and I wasn't even sure I was close. For all I knew, Elena could have found her way to San Diego or somewhere else by then.

I sat down on a bench at the edge of the sidewalk. Flipping through for Janus's number, I looked up one final time before calling him for any help he probably wouldn't be able to give. Then I saw the sign across the street.

*Faith Life Catholic Center

Open to all with open hearts.*

It's a long shot, but it'd be just like here to hole up in there. Elena at least had brief moments of falling back on her old beliefs. If anything, she'd know she would be safe there after dark.

I waited for an SUV to whiz by and jogged across. The three stairs onto the balcony were crumbling at the edges, but it seemed kept up fairly well. It gave me a little hope when the doors opened with my pull at the handles.

I walked in, seeing the usual church entryway and another set of doors leading to the chapel. It at least felt like an Elena option, and I was glad I didn't have to deal with walking into a service.

The main hall wasn't anything impressive as I walked in. The dim lighting didn't give me the best view, but I knew nobody was in front of me. The sound of movement to my far left made me turn my head.

It was her alright. Elena was in the main aisle behind me, headed straight for the door. I followed her into the foyer before I wrapped my arms around her waist from behind.

She tensed up and started fighting the instant I had her. An elbow to my ribs almost broke my hold, but I couldn't let her run off to who-knows-where again.

“Will you fucking stop and listen to me?”

Elena tried ripping my arms off of her, painful, red lines striping my skin. “Grant, let me go.”

I tightened the hug. “Go where?”

It was like she gave up all hope in an instant. “You couldn't have said a worse thing to me right now.”

It hollowed out my guts like a Thanksgiving turkey before the stuffing. “I'm taking you home,” not sure if I'd regret the offer, I went ahead and said it, “but you don't have to stay with me if you don't want to anymore.”

Her legs went limp. I barely kept her up, but something about the way she stopped warned me I was in for it. “What you and Travis both did to me was unforgivable.”

“So you're your old self again.”

“Yeah, the person I was before I met either of you, as far as I know.”

“Either of us?” I let her slide down to the floor and sat next to her. “You mean Boyce is still like me?”

“The minute I met both of you, it was like I wasn't in control of what I wanted anymore.”

“And now you've got free will.”

She nodded her head. “When I thought you were doing terrible things to Paige, it was like something snapped in my brain.” Elena had that same look of horror from that night in Vegas. “Both of you are awful people.”

I knew it was true, especially in her case. “How do I even apologize for wrecking your life?”

That's when the tears started. “That's what's so messed up. I'm thankful you did.”

Have I completely cooked her brain? “I don't get it.”

“Grant,” she turned herself to face me, “you got me away from him and risked yourself to take care of me.” Honest as always, Elena let the true insult come out. “But you never gave me any choice in the matter, just like him.”

“Well,” I knew I was putting my balls in a salad shooter here, “I never wanted to force you to stay with me. I just knew you didn't have anywhere else to go.”

“And I know that. But why take away my free will?”

I wiped a tear from her cheek, hoping I wouldn't get an open hand across my face for it. “Honestly, I thought I was giving it back to you.” I realize how shitty of an excuse it was.

The odd way she smiled her sadness threw me for a loop. “I was happy with you, though.” She looked back toward the main chapel behind us. “When I tried praying, it was like nobody was listening.”

“I'm not the person to ask about that, but I'm sure if your faith is what gets you through things, it's what's right for you.”

A glimpse of my Elena came back. “That's it though. You forced me to choose things for myself.”

What? “I don't follow.”

Elena gave me a little push on the shoulder. “When they did one of those tests, I remembered what kind of person I used to be before Travis.”

“And that is?”

“I know this will sound dumb,” she got on her hands and knees to stare at me, “but you let me be more like my old self.”

“Maybe not the nymphomania, I guess.”

“I never would have dreamed being like that.” Elena kept smiling. “But I can't lie and say I didn't like it.”

Something wasn't adding up. “Why run, then?”

“Don't get me wrong. I'm thankful, but I still can't forgive you.”

Logically, it made no sense at all, but I knew exactly what she was talking about. “I can see why.”

“I should hate you, but I know I can't do that.”

I started to get up. “If we hurry, we might be able to get our bags from the office.”

I was on my feet when Elena reached out for my hand. “I don't think you get it, Grant.”

“I did you wrong. I'll be the first to acknowledge that.”

“No.” Elena raised her eyebrows and smiled up at me. “Grant, I love you.”

My eyes shot open as I pulled Elena onto her feet. There's no fucking way. “Are you sure it's you saying that?”

“Whether it is or isn't, does it matter?” Elena almost looked at me like she always did before Vegas. “You asked. That's all that matters.”


It wasn't until we got our luggage from GeneFactor and got checked into the hotel across one of the main roads from campus that I felt all the walking catch up to me. It had to have been at least ten miles. Either way, I knew Elena was safe now.

I slumped onto the crappy hotel room couch and kicked my feet up on the table. “So, what kind of tests did they run?”

She looked at me like I was supposed to know the answer already. “Didn't they do the same things to you?”

“No, all they did to me was a cheek swab.”

Elena had her bag open on the bed, digging for something. “I guess it was like a physical, except for the machine they put me in for a while.”

“The MRI, you mean?”

“I guess so.” Of course a nineteen-year-old beauty queen wouldn't know what it was. “They didn't tell me anything.”

“So why run off?”

“I don't really remember. It's like I wasn't myself until you found me.”

“You mean, your old self came back for a while.”

Elena shrugged and pulled a little thing I'd bought for her out. “I think so, but I didn't like it.” The garters came out next.

Yep, she's back. “For a while, I thought I'd never see you in that thing.”

She looked like I'd just asked her to divide potato by zero. “I don't even remember what I was mad about.”

What the hell? “I get that you're forgiving and all, but really?”

“I really don't know.” Elena brushed it off like I'd done nothing worse than bump into her in an elevator. “I'll be done in a few minutes.”

She turned for the bathroom, outfit of my dreams in hand. You wouldn't know anything had happened by watching her. I wasn't arguing with it, but I wanted to know why.

I got up and made sure I had my phone and my room card. “I might not be back by the time you're done, but I won't be long.” Janus owed me some answers.

“Alright. I'll leave a towel for you.” She smiled as I got to her. “You'll like what I've got in mind.” The wink she gave sent a tingle down to my sack.


Janus picked up after the first ring. “Well, ain't I popular today.”

“What did the tests show?”

“I heard you found your little dollie and brought her back. Good job on that.”

“Yeah, but I need answers.” I got out the front door and onto the street. “Now.”

“Patience there, fella.”

“I'm not joking. Something's happened to her.”

I could tell by the creak of his office chair where he was. “I've got way more than I can tell you in a few minutes, but the important parts shouldn't take long.”

“Well shit, Janus, out with it!”

“She's healthy, first of all.”

I rolled my eyes and wondered how much more bullshit I could handle. “That's great, but you know what I'm getting at.”

“Fine.” He let out a quick snort at my expense. “Do you even know what it means for her to be a Queen-type?”

“She gets some of my abilities. You told me that.”

“No, what it means for her.” Another creak of the chair. “We did regression therapy, and psychologically, the girl's been a train wreck.”

It sent a chill all through my spine. “Is there something I can do about it?”

“Two things, actually. Number one, don't ever trigger her like that again. When she looked at you that last night in Vegas, she saw our friend Sean Ryan.”

“How?”

“Turns out, he's been having his way with lookers in the congregation like that. Got his jollies off making Elena watch and then forcing her to forget.”

“It was role play.”

“Not for him, it wasn't.”

Christ, he's fucked up. “I know he never did that to her, exactly.”

“Yeah, he was saving her for the wedding night. Thought he'd play the perfect, Godly husband with his virgin wife. Until you came along.”

“I wondered why she hated me all of a sudden.”

“All that repressed fuckery came rushing back that night. So don't ever pull a stunt like that in front of her.”

He didn't have to tell me. “Anything else?”

“Tabitha had an interesting note right before Elena bolted out the door.”

“About what?”

“Right before the escape, she felt like Elena was inside her head. I watched the security footage.” He paused for a moment. “She had unlocked every door for Elena and let her stroll right out of there. Swears she doesn't know what happened.”

“I actually believe it.”

“That's your Queen-type at work. Might get nasty if Elena ever turns on you.”

“Would she?”

“That's up to you, mate. Based on what she's told us during the tests, she's ovaries over feet wild about you.”

It brought a smile to my face, but I knew what it meant. “She kinda told me that when I found her.”

“Now listen,” a lighter clicked over the speaker, “you broke her, so you've bought her, so to speak.”

“I didn't know you smoked.”

“Cigar. Cynthia's gonna have my ass over the smell in the morning.”

I knew she would. Even if I could control her when need be, even I didn't cross Dr. Clare if I could help it.

Janus got over his display of balls and blew away from his phone. He finally remembered me. “I'll tell you this. Once you put a little bugger in Elena, her mind's set like concrete. That's the catch to the Queen-type, I think.”

“You think?”

“Fuck me, it's all theory at this point. Best get her happy and in a good place before you try it.”

Even if I did want rid of her at some point, now I knew it'd break her. “She's acting like when I first met her now.”

“Good on ya' but don't do anything stupid.”

“I didn't mean I planned on it tonight.”

“She'd be happy, mostly, if you did. But right now, she's probably still got some doubts about you.”

“If she does, they're hid pretty well.”

“Says on the notes she 'feels like you abandoned her for the testing.'”

“But which version of her was doing the talking?”

“Yours.” I heard him blow another cloud. “I don't think you understand exactly how much she thought of you.”

“I guess not.”

“Let me put it this way. When you took her away from Boyce, she suddenly had nobody. But then you took her in, treated her like family, showed her the lies of her past life.”

“I was just trying to do what's right after I messed her life up.”

“And that's all she could have asked for. That's why I told you to treat her like you love her, even if you don't.”

A semi gassed itself yards away from me, jerking me out of my head and back into Los Angeles. “I probably need to get back to her.”

“Just remember,” it felt like Janus was staring at me through the phone, “she's still able to be controlled. Use that fact wisely before you get overpowered. I don't know how much stronger she'll get.”

He'd hung up before I could say another word. Would she really turn on me? It didn't seem possible at the moment, but the Elena I'd found in the church would be a force to fear having control over me.


Elena was still in her short, ass-revealing bathrobe when I got back. One look at her, and I was ready to forget about the special outfit. Just her body and nothing else always felt like cuddling a piece of heaven.

She sat on the end of the bed, blow dryer in hand. “I'll have your surprise ready when you're out of the shower.”

I knew I'd stank through my latest coat of deodorant. Hell, my last shower was in Vegas. Two nights in a row, plus one romp with a celebrity, would make any man less than fresh.

“Wanna give me a hint?”

“I've been saving it,” I knew she was trying not to look at her bag,”so no.”

I didn't want to ruin a good thing, but it had to be said. “Listen, about what you said in the church.”

Elena's eyes watered, not knowing which way I'd take it. “Yeah?”

I didn't know how to break the news. One word taken the wrong way would destroy her. “Do you remember what I'm talking about?”

She didn't say a word. All she could do was stare.

I hated myself for even thinking about what I was about to say. I never foresaw it, but when it came down to it, I had to make a choice. And she deserved to hear the truth about how I felt.

“Grant, you're not saying anything.”

Fuck! I balled my fists for a second. A few steps got me close enough to deliver the news.

“Well?”

I knew she couldn't stand another second of it, but I couldn't stand admitting it to myself. But it came down to me or her. “Elena,” I took her hand as she let the hair dryer fall on the bed, wondering if being honest would be a mistake, “will you marry me?”


I turned the showerhead off and braced my forearm against the subway tile. Tucking my forehead into the crook of my elbow, I felt like I was ready to pass out. Did I really just fucking do that?

It was honest, though. A simple “I love you too” turned into a proposal without a ring, and I knew I meant it. I just didn't know what forced it into my head.

The thought of her control passed through my mind. But even if it was her projecting a wish into my head, did it matter? I couldn't deny how I felt about Elena, especially to myself.

Giddy and sure of it is how I should be feeling, but why don't I feel that way? I had just proposed to the girl of my dreams, and she said yes, right after I thought I had lost her. But guilt still clawed at me like a cat on a new sofa.

It's because you've taken her for granted, you fucking idiot. You never know how much you care for someone until they're gone. Or at least, that's what I thought.

Just over a month had passed since we met, and here I was. I felt like I had made the right choice, but I knew facing the shit show back home would put it all at risk. And I had just given myself that much more to lose.

It wasn't until I stepped out of the shower and wrapped the towel around my waist that I caught it. Everything with Boyce would come to a head. I just had to be ready to fight for what mattered to me.

The thing they don't tell you about suicide missions is that they seem like the best idea in the world when you accept them. Not taking it would catch up to us sooner or later. When I wiped the fog off the mirror, the grin on my face shocked me.

One of us will lose everything. It grew wider. Sure as hell won't be me.

I ran a hand through my hair, squeezing until water ran down my back. I knew we were heading back first thing in the morning. I had the money, and more importantly, a reason to fight back now.

I opened the door, ready to break the news. As soon as I rounded the corner for the entry, Elena throttled my brain just by standing there.

Sweet Jesus. She had her legs crossed, standing there in black stockings and heels that lifted her ass a good four inches. Waist panties and the lacey bra explained how she'd spent that few hundred dollars Elena was cagey about explaining.

She brought her hands out from behind her back, a cuff around her left wrist. The other one dangled as she asked, “You like it?”

My eyes just about rolled to the back of my head, in the good way. I couldn't help walking over to her. I knew my face was saying it all.

Elena wrapped her arms around my hips and pulled the towel loose. It slid down my legs as I heard the other cuff slam shut. The chain holding her wrists together was cold against my back as she looked in my eyes.

“I think I forgot where the key went.” She smiled and started sliding down. “Oops.”

Elena's warm, soft lips met the tip of my cock. She didn't waste any time taking me in. As soon as her tongue flitted along the bottom, all the troubles ahead vanished.

Lucky didn't begin to describe how I felt. Blessed, maybe, if I were a praying man. The way Elena hugged against my thighs and showed her devotion with her mouth felt like I was being worshipped.

I couldn't help it. When I felt the back of her throat, I lifted a foot and pushed it down on the chain.

Elena squealed around my shaft as she felt herself lock in at the hilt. She took it like a champ, relaxing her mouth and letting her tongue go wild. Aside from shame, a gag reflex had been made a foreign concept to her.

I let Elena have her way with me. Every bob and stroke of her head felt like it was designed just to push me to the edge. Something about the way her lips smiled around my girth struck a chord tied directly to my shaft.

My new fiance whimpered against the part of me she had come to worship. Weeding the thoughts out of my mind about what had happened before, I rewarded her focus with my own. My hands pulled her into me, getting her to do that suction thing I she knew I liked so much.

Elena slid back slowly, ramping up the vacuum in her mouth as she worked her way toward the tip. With one final swirl of her tongue, she popped her lips free. Looking up with her hands bound around my legs, she asked, “Tonight, maybe?”

I couldn't help smiling back. “If I could right now, I would.” Hell, I had no guarantee about our future.

She gave a knowing look, like she was proud of me. “You're saving it for when the moment's right.” Her hand ran down my length and back up. “I can't complain.”

It would have been too much to drive into her head a few weeks ago. Now? It's like she knew, if not my thoughts, then my intentions.

We could always go through with it and get hitched in Vegas on the way back. I knew it'd make her happier than the grandest wedding anyone's ever pissed a down payment for a house away on. But she was more than just another Prime Recipient, always had been.

“There you go,” she gave me another stroke to get my attention, “getting lost in your head again.” Elena never took it as an insult, but she wasn't standing for it. She had me back down to the hilt before I could look down at her.

I'd had enough thinking for the day already. Pushing her arms down at the shoulder, I stepped one foot over the chain of her cuffs and then the other.

Elena finally got the message and backed her head away, hands still together like she was pleading. But she knew she didn't have to ask.

She rose as I pulled her up by the arms and then pushed her onto the foot of the bed. Dragging her body to the corner, I forced her ankles back and behind the chain. She let it slide down to the back of her knees.

I knew what she wanted, just as much as I knew I needed it. Even with my job as a Donor, Elena was the one I couldn't help keeping just for myself. Selfish? Maybe, but even a king with a harem has his queen.

Nothing in her body showed any resistance. I pulled the black panties up and out of the way. Her cunt peeked from between her thighs, wet and ready to give itself up to me.

I readied myself to fall in, angling my cock and inching closer. The raw heat coming off of her felt like it would consume me whole. And this was not just because it was the first time we'd gone two days without fucking.

Tunnel vision for that prize between her legs guided me like we were strung together. I pushed against the middle of her panties, forcing her legs higher. Without even thinking, I sunk in.

Elena moaned with that first dive. I let myself linger, planted as deep as she could take me. Elena was beyond ready.

She rolled her hips as best she could, trying to do more than just enjoy the moment. Elena had a purpose in every movement. I wouldn't find the real motive until later.

All my strength from Patrem Delta gave me enough to lift her from behind the shoulders, standing tall with her braced against my arms. If I could have seen behind her legs, her face had to be showing bliss bordering on madness. Her whimpering voice certainly didn't hide it.

Flexing and relaxing my arms, I had her bouncing. It was enough to send Elena into a fit. Shafted deep, helpless, and getting exactly what she was begging for, it didn't take her long to start going wild.

Only a few steps to the side had Elena's back against the wall. Pinned and vulnerable to however I decided to crush away at her, she managed to pull her arms and legs sideways enough to show her face. Parted lips and open eyes begged for it.

I couldn't hold it back any longer. The skin of my cock rushed against her walls and back out again. Relentlessly. I forced a hand between my torso and the back of her thighs, planting a thumb on her clit and toying away.

Elena's head pushed against the wall behind her. Her eyes closed as her voice got to dangerous levels. Anyone passing by in the hall would have known exactly how grand a time she was having.

I threw all I had at her. The bump of our bodies crashing into the drywall, the screaming insanity in her voice, and my grunting mixed chaos with harmony. I felt myself on the verge already.

It was too much in the best way possible. I had fifteen seconds, tops. As I felt that familiar rush in my loins, I pulled back.

Elena's body tensed, every limb in unison. She vibrated and groaned as I held her, backing ourselves away from the wall. As I made my way back to the bed, her voice finally came back in a shout as her muscles released the tension all at once.

She had broken from my grasp, crashing onto the mattress. Mid-bounce, her legs tried to fight against the chain. The fact that she couldn't rock out the tail end had to be torture.

I eased her legs back, sliding the cuffs past her feet. Finally flat on her back, Elena gasped for all the air in the room. She finally opened her eyes as I stacked pillows on the edge of the bed.

Satisfied with the pillows, I jerked her panties down the rest of the way. Even though she knew I wasn't ready to come inside her, I was ready to give her that gift.

Elena's voice was weak. “That's what I'm talking about.” She knew I was giving her a platform at just the right height.

“You think so?”

She grinned and giggled, rolling onto her side to face me. “I have to return the favor.”

I already knew how she would. Grabbing hold of the chain, I dragged Elena on her stomach and lifted her head. Her neck and chin rested on the stack of pillows as I stepped back between her arms.

She tried looking up at me. “That's not what I-” My dick was already sliding past the back of her tongue before she could moan a response.

With my hands planted on her shoulder blades, I started fucking her face just as hard. Her fingers shot all along the back of my thighs, looking for something to grip.

I wasn't letting up just because it was her mouth. Hot jets of breath hit against the base of my shaft as Elena caught what air she could. Even as it felt like I was punishing her, the way her tongue cradled around the bottom of my cock told me everything.

I took a hard slap at a bare ass cheek, my handprint sticking around in crimson. Moving down, I pinned her clit between my middle and index finger. The ring and pinky slipped inside her.

My arm started aching in short order. Elena kept me going, both with her pussy and her mouth. She whimpered like I was still crammed hard between her walls.

Fighting through the burn in my forearm, I had Elena's cunt sloshing like a stick in a bucket of water. She tried crying out, her voice vibrating against me until I couldn't hold back. Her mouth, just as hot and greedy, had no trouble giving me all the pleasure her poor little slit could deliver.

Elena's clit swole against my fingers, pulsing as I gave it one final drive. Her arms hugged tight around my thighs, forcing my cock to the softness at the back of her throat.

The rush of my gift trying to get out forced my hand to stop. Elena came with the force of a head-on collision.

My own body tensed. The sudden overload of release coursed through my nerves. The texture of her mouth went from silky to creamy as I tossed myself off.

Elena moaned through her climax, coaxing each jet with a roll of her tongue. My hands went to her hair, tangling fingers in her blonde curls so I could keep her lips at the hilt.

Her legs were straight as pins, feet and toes pointed the same way through her nylons.

I couldn't hold it back any longer. “Fuck.” The way she kept licking away was more than I could handle.

My fingers went from pulling to massaging Elena's scalp. I felt the movement of her swallow and the rise in the corners of her mouth. As I pulled back and out, I caught her trying to look straight up at me. Despite the way she craned her neck at its limit, the expression was ear-to-ear.

“You finally came inside me.”

I stepped back out of her arms and crouched to her level. “You look happy.” I was too. In fact, I was proud.

“It's not exactly where I wanted it,” her wrists dangled helplessly, “but it'll do for now.”

That's my girl. I tussled her hair with my hand and stood back up. As soon as I was opening her bag, the protest started.

“When I 'lost' the key, I meant that I didn't want you to find it.”

“You'll have to sleep at some point.”

She rolled onto her back, her head draped over the edge of the bed. “If we're riding all the way back home, I can sleep then.”

Shit, that's a good way to throw me back into reality. “Yeah, but aren't you worried?”

“The only thing I care about right now is how long it'll take you to get it up again.”

And she was telling no lie.


I had told Elena to find the key. Thirty minutes until check-out, and she still wanted another round. I hadn't just won her back. It seemed like my control over her was stronger than ever.

By this point, I enjoyed the idea of mastering her wishes about as much as a handjob with sixty-grit sandpaper. You can probably guess who I wanted more answers from.

“Internal Revenue Service. How may I direct your call?”

“Cram it, Janus.”

“Lost your sense of humor, mate?”

“You said I'd have to worry about Elena taking control over me,” I shielded my eyes from the sun in the parking lot, “but the opposite happened last night.”

The shuffling of papers on his desk stopped. “What do you mean?”

“She's gone berserk,” I thought about how to put it across more accurately, “like, in a good way.”

“Came inside her, didn't ya'?”

“Her mouth, if that counts.”

“Interesting.”

I got impatient with the drawn-out silence. “What are you thinking?”

“I know the Patrem formula makes semen an aphrodesiac. You've noticed it too, I'm guessing.”

No shit. I held my tongue, just waiting for whatever cockamamie idea Janus was about to throw at me.

He chuckled on his end. “Right, so I guess even a Queen-type isn't immune to it.”

“Go on.”

“You sound tired, Grant.”

And sore. “I couldn't keep her off of me after that. It's like thirty minutes withing coming drove her nuts.”

“Guess that's a good problem to have.” Janus kept letting his voice trail off.

“It's never been that strong before.”

“Our Queen's chosen her King, it looks like.”

A little nervous laughter crept out. “I guess so.”

He took on the most cheerfully sarcastic tone possible. “Oh, you scumbag.”

“It just,” I shook my head and stepped into the pitiful shade of the building, “I don't know, came out.”

“Well, if you don't want to, you've made a hell of a mess for yourself.”

“That's it, though.” It warmed me up, at least a little on the inside. “It was the most honest thing I've ever done in my life.”

Janus creaked his chair like always. “Your poor prick is gonna fall off someday.”

I knew exactly what he meant. “So it's permanent?”

“Maybe. Didn't I already tell you we don't know the slightest shit about Queen-types?”

“Gonna make for a hard ride home for her, I guess.”

“That's news too. When are you coming back?”

“Today.”

“You know Boyce and his goons have still got it hard-up for you.”

“He'll probably chase us down as soon as he figures out where we are.” I crossed my arms and tucked the phone between my jaw and shoulder. “Won't matter where we go.”

“Well, something made you think it's a good idea. Care to share what?”

It wasn't a new fact that did it. Just a feeling. “I'm tired of running. That's all.”


Author's Note: That wraps up the second arc of Bimbo Code. The series will be wrapping up in the third arc, which should be fully released before July 1st.


Strap in for the entire arc next week, which I'm still revising and trimming down as I type.
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