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FIRST LAYOVER

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

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

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

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

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

“So what's the plan?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You're not turning it down.”

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You called it that, not me.”


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

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

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

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

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

Lydia cocked an eyebrow. “How?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“At this rate, we might never know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You look like you had fun.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Lydia's smile vanished.

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

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

“See?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Elena mumbled something unintelligible.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well?”

“I don't know what you mean.”

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

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

“No, I think you had enough already.”

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

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

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

“Then fucking tell me!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, Grant?”

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

“Such as?”

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

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

How? “No.”

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

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

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

“The hell do you mean?”

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

“Sean Ryan. I know.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“As in, Patrem Delta drove him mad.”

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

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

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

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

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

“No way she got other women for him.”

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

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

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

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

“Careful with that reporter, mate.”

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


BE ON THE LOOKOUT FOR THE NEXT INSTALLMENT:

BIMBO TOUR 2: SUMMER PEAKS

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

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

* * *

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

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

* * *

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

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

* * *

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

* * *

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

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