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Words are flying through my keyboard now, finally. Camgirl Harem is in the process of getting its last installment finished, and I’m still forcing myself to hold back on starting another new project. I even traveled twelve hours each way to Chicago earlier this year to research the idea that’s clawing at the back of my brain. No joke. 


But the new idea will be August’s big project. For now, expect Harem Project Alpha to continue its run to the end, and dangling threads in my catalog to get wrapped up, as promised already.


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 2 

Sleek curves, boundless fertility, and one purpose behind it all… Wes couldn’t help ogling the streamlined efficiency of GeneFactor’s farm concept.

Holly strutted in front of him. “So all of this is how we’re supposed to eat?” She turned Janus’ way. “Sorry, but why don’t we put this stuff all over the world?”

Wes couldn’t help glancing at his mentor. Both of them knew the answer all too well. He reached out for Holly’s shoulder, pulling her back a couple of paces.

Janus started right up, like the Alzheimer’s hadn’t even started in him. “These machines will do the work of hundreds in each colony, but people need something to do. If the wealthy weren’t so stingy with what they’ve hoarded over the past century, we wouldn’t have displaced workers all over the world and left them out to rot.”

Holly couldn’t understand the basic premise. “But why do they want to work so badly? Aren’t most people’s basic needs taken care of now?”

Wes felt the vein in his forehead pulse. He reached out for her shoulder, answering, “It’s not that they want to. There isn’t much to be done by people now, and the wealthy think anyone who doesn’t work is a freeloader. But your average person just wants the chance to achieve more than a basic existence.”

Even in that airy, white dress that he’d first met her in at an academic symposium, Holly’s new personality sure could act dense as lead. Despite the Ivy League education packed in her noggin. “So why don’t they do better for themselves?”

Media consumption was all the majority of humanity did anymore, whether they wanted something to busy themselves with or not. “If it’s not in the form of a video or VR experience, nobody’s gonna notice. Artificial voices have gotten so good, people are even forgetting how to read.”

Holly tilted her head at him as she turned around. “But everyone keeps letting themselves go, until they turn into these giant blobs strapped to headsets.”

Wes grinned and cringed at the same time. He knew what he’d help bring about in the past decade. “They can sell their own data so advertisers know what they want. Outside of that, what does the average person have to offer? Labor a robot can do for pennies on the dollar?”

“Is that why you let people sell their data? To give them one last thing to cash in on?”

He couldn’t deny it. “Yeah. Companies had been monetizing that information for decades, so what else could I do but give people the choice to dictate their own price for it?”

Elena cut in between Holly opening her mouth and the first sound. “What he’s saying is, ‘what everyone does is their own business, and if they want other people to know, it needs to have a price of admission.’”

She wasn’t wrong. Still, Wes couldn’t help throwing one last bit out in his own defense. “Securing user data from marketing firms was all we could do. As much as they tried to fight us over our apps that filled the databanks with useless noise, they knew actual people were the true resource. Bots don’t pay a dime in the end.”

Holly turned away like she’d heard something that satisfied her enough. Even the massive farm implements looked like toys compared to the underground hangar. The members of the project so far, even more so.

Wes cleared his throat. “I should do that supply run. As much as I like company with dinner, sometimes a guy just wants a sandwich.”

Elena was already lining up a shot at him. “You’re not the one having to learn everything at once. Drop the workaholic act and relax while you can.”

“So says the woman who never worked a full-time job in her life.” Wes couldn’t help grinning at how it’d shit in her coffee mug. “I mean, I’ve still got things I like to occupy my time with.”

Holly was already back on the prowl. “Like taking care of me.”

Cynthia stepped from behind Janus’ chair. “Your brother and the next subject will arrive shortly. Keep that in mind.”

Wes glanced at the tube-framed vehicle with hardly any body panels he assumed would be his ride. “Any minute, or hours from now?”

Janus scooted past his wife. “I don’t think you realize how isolated we are here. Yes, it’s less than ten miles to the nearest town as the crow flies, but we don’t have the luxury of paved or straight roads.”

Pointing at the very idol of utilitarianism, Wes figured the guy wasn’t joking around. “Then I should get going. Hopefully I don’t get caught in a rainstorm driving that thing.”

Dr. Clare stuck the nail in deeper. “We can only hope, because even in that thing, you probably wouldn’t make it back.”


Wes finally reached pavement after nearly twenty miles and an hour of winding dirt road. As much dune buggy as utility vehicle, the rambler’s wheels almost overlapped the one lane on either side. But it was something like civilization again.

Passing by tiny houses amid the subtropical forest and scrub, Wes hoped the village of Te Puia’s one store would have the basics in stock. As much as New Zealand had weathered the world’s troubles in the prior decades, food shortages were starting to reach there as well.

No telling what the locals think is going on up in the hills. As Janus had explained it, the colonies weren’t supposed to associate with the outside world beyond trade or in case of dire emergencies. It couldn’t bode well for what people would say in an isolated town of a few hundred.

The narrow road ended at the main highway running along the island’s east coast. Two lanes there was essentially an interstate back home, but he stopped and waited instead of turning. In fifteen minutes, only two vehicles passed by, headed north toward Tu Puia itself.

Wes entered town and saw the store and tiny hospital across the road within the same minute. Other than the hot springs and homes, that was the village.

A couple of boxy pumps sat out front, rusted and unused for years. Holy shit! I haven’t seen a real gas pump since Dad was alive. Judging by the rustic exterior and old picnic tables, this had to have been a minor tourist spot, back when that industry was still a thing.

Parked and now walking in, Wes felt the half-dozen faces turn to him, then look away. The clerk at the checkout counter finally took notice. A bit off from Janus’ accent, the short woman who barely stood taller than the register asked, “Gidday, can I help you find anything?”

Dumbfounded for a couple of seconds, Wes stared back. About the time her eyes squinted at him, he realized he’d better get to talking. “Yeah, uh... I need groceries.”

Her head jerked back a little. “This is the place, but you need to get more specific than that.”

“All of the basics, if you’ve got them.”

She left the counter, but her expression wasn’t any less suspicious. “We don’t get tourists anymore. How’d you end up here?” One final question took Wes aback. “American, right?”

“Would you believe I just moved here with my girlfriend?”

About forty or so by the looks of her, she kept sizing him up. “Immigrants are even rarer. Everyone wants in, but we barely keep ourselves fed on these islands anymore. Must have pulled some heavy strings.”

No point in hiding the truth. “I’m one of the people up in Rickardston.”

Everyone else in the room shut up at once. But the ecstatic look on the woman’s face was the last thing Wes expected.

“If it weren’t for you people, I’d be homeless about now.” Looking like she was barely holding back from diving into his arms, the lady grabbed Wes by the hand anyway. “After Tokomaru Bay went from a town to an actual bay, the people living there had nowhere to go. I’m one of them.”

Wes had heard Janus mention the place in passing that morning. “That’s the town that used to be to the south, right?”

She started guiding him toward the aisles at far end of the store. “Yeah, but most of the people there moved away. Almost all of them wound up in Auckland, I think.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.” Almost as much as he was to notice the shelves were nearly barren. “I guess things are getting as bad here as they are back in America.”

Grabbing a bag of flour to her right, she kept dragging him along. “We get enough to keep the town fed, for now.”

“And what happens after the food runs out?”

Like he’d ripped an echoing fart at a funeral, she stopped mid-step before turning around. “Isn’t that what you people bought all that land for?”

“Yeah, but we’re a few years out from getting everything running.”

“2055 is when they told us you’d have extra to spare. Just don’t go running your mouth to people outside of Te Puia about that. Can’t have looters wrecking up the place when stomachs run empty, can we?” The hard look of her face and tightened grip on his arm said enough.

“I hear ya.” And those same looters would head up the mountains next. At least now he understood why Janus expected the colonists to keep to themselves as much as possible.

Carrying on like that last bit hadn’t happened, she whisked him into the next aisle. “Name’s Ellen, by the way.”

“Wes.”

She kept pulling him along, snatching a few basics for any pantry until they reached the tiny meat cooler. “Hate to say it, but all we’ve got is wild boar, goat, and chook.”

“Chook?”

Ellen reached in and grabbed the sealed pack. “Chicken. Those three are about the only meat we see anymore. Feral hogs outnumber people here, goats eat anything, and the birds will too.”

Beef and domestic pork of any kind had turned into luxury items since they took to much grain that had to go to people now. And as for seafood? The oceans had changed so much, and over-harvesting as people grew desperate took hold, to the point that nearly all fisheries had been wiped out in recent years.

Not that Wes knew how to fix any of what the store had. “A pound of each, I guess. Whatever cuts you have the most of.”

“We’ve always got plenty of livers and hogs’ feet. Sure that’s what you want?”

Good lord… He pointed at what he thought was drumsticks. “Three pounds of those, then.” Not that he knew how soon they would run out, or even how to prepare them either.


Even after paying scarcity prices, Wes was satisfied to make it back with what he’d learned. Not just about the way people who weren’t filthy rich lived, but that the locals were actually on the colony’s side, for their own reasons.

Once again passing through hundreds of acres of terraces and pastures sitting fallow, he understood why Janus wanted that much surplus out of every settlement. Even if they weren’t part of the breeding program, people still deserved to eat.

But he knew dependency creates resentment, from both sides of the equation. What would start as an act of mercy and common-good, could easily turn into a means of control in the wrong hands. Still, it was better than starting with control, and hoping it turned into charity later.

The pounding chop of helicopter rotors doing their work hit his chest before the sound did. Cresting the final ridge before the colony, he got a good view east over the ocean. That black dot had to be Jareth, and whoever this new girl was supposed.

Guess I’d better run home and was all this dust off myself. Far from the muddy hell he’d feared, even blinking made a rustling noise after the trip.

Coming down the hill, Wes knew the entire operation was likely to hit its first snag. Not from any observed fact. He simply knew his half-brother better than anyone else.


Wes stood behind Holly. Gripping her shoulders like it would protect her from the helicopter if something went wrong, he knew stuff like that always made her feel better. Her sudden clinginess made any act of affection seem like a work of poetic mastery authored in her honor.

As the landing gear touched down, he saw Jareth had finally trimmed those ridiculous sideburns. Perhaps he’d matured past the age of ten, going on thirty.

Holly backed into him even further as the rotors slowed. Like it was his first time riding in a helicopter, which is wasn’t, Jareth almost ripped the door open. Wes knew to look at the cockpit, seeing the furious pilot cussing behind the glass.

Janus and Cynthia weren’t quite so foolish. As Jareth leaned down to hug his ‘father,’ Wes noticed that Jareth actually looked more like their dad than he did.

Feeble as he was, Janus managed a hard slap at Jareth’s cheek. “You know better than that.”

Waiting for the Rickards to finish giving his brother the usual brow-beating, Wes rubbing along Holly’s forearm.

Then Holly tilted her head back as the blades stilled. “Holy shit, she’s beautiful.”

Petite enough avoid hitting her head as she exited in a white tank top and a tiny strip of denim skirt, whoever this girl was, she was even tinier than Holly. Wes’ old idea of his girlfriend kept him from saying anything. But he more than liked what he saw.

“Brother!”

Wes cringed as he felt Jareth hug them both. “Good to see you too.”

Ava’s arms draped around the whole group. She was just as excited as the dipshit-in-chief. “How long’s it been since the three of us were together? Five years?”


As central director of the entire project, Wes knew his mother’s office would end up looking like a library fucked a war-room. But she’d already started dolling up the place with makeshift curtains.

Still, he’d swung by before dinner for a reason. “So, what do you think of Holly?”

Elena shrugged and kinda looked his way. “Before she turned into your walking Oedipus complex, or now? I think you should worry more about that new girl.”

Fuck me… “Are you gonna keep trying to get under my skin for centuries now?”

Elena swiveled around in her chair, barely dressed in a red halter top and khakis short enough to barely count as undies. “What? I still get carded at bars. Don’t look at me like you’re grossed out.”

Wes knew his mother was the one woman in her fifties who could pull off the look, without it being a pathetic grasp as youth that had faded twenty years in the past. But that didn’t mean he liked it. “When this whole project takes off, and you’re a grandmother, please tell me you’ll cover up more than a stripper.”

“It’ll drive you nuts when I’m pulling off the MILF look at three-hundred, won’t it?” She leaned forward in the chair, gripping her hands on the edge of the seat and wrapping her feet around the central post. “You’ll be closing in on two-eighty, with guys still wanting to bang your mom.”

Wes caught himself making too much of a show of looking away from her. “So back to Holly. What’s the difference between you two now?”

“From what I’ve looked into, she’ll age at a normal rate, and so will any of your descendents.” Even for someone who took blissful joy in fucking with everyone around her, it struck Elena as hard as Wes. “I couldn’t imagine outliving a grandchild, but this is fucked up. Hardly anyone on the planet can trace their family tree back as long as we’re supposed to live.”

Knowing his mother, Ava, and himself would end up suffering that pain with every generation hollowed Wes’ guts out. “We’ll either be the most sane people alive, or totally broken.”

“They’re not mutually exclusive, you know.”

Wes got that his mother hadn’t said it just to draw a pity-party to herself. “You’ll still have us for the long-haul.”

“For your sake, I hope you’re ready when Holly’s time comes.” Elena’s head dropped for a moment, with strands of platinum blonde covering her face.

“Mom...” Even though she wouldn’t admit it, Wes knew his mother feared the same pain she’d felt when Grant died. As tends to happen when people share open mental connections.

Expecting runs of mascara down her cheeks, Wes didn’t know how to take her expression when she finally looked back up at him. But Elena’s face was still done-up as ever.

“You know,” she scooted the chair closer to Wes’ own, “once Janus is out of the picture, there are others like us out there.”

“Don’t even think about calling Aunt Emmy.” Not that she was Wes’ real aunt. “She’s the one person who makes you look like a saint.”

Elena spun the chair to face the opposite direction like nothing had happened. “Well, I thought I’d give you the option. Hundreds of years is a long time to avoid falling for someone who might live as long as yourself.”

Wes’ eyebrows flattened into precision-engineered flat surfaces. “That goes double between us, or between myself and Ava.”

Her chair couldn’t whip around fast enough. “That’s just gross! Ew… No! Nuh-uh.”

“Then stop hinting at it like a manipulative bitch.” Wes heard the helicopter starting back up in the distance. “And put some fucking clothes on, alright? I can’t have my mom getting my idiot half-brother hot and bothered.”

“What? I’m dressed.”

Wes pointed at the seat his mom was leaning on the back of. “I didn’t want to know you either shaved or waxed everything this morning.”

Elena cracked a little too much of a grin. “Well, someone has to appreciate it.”

Centuries more of exactly this bullshit. I’ve died and gone to Hell.

And likely with Satan herself as his personal tour guide.


Another group meal. This time with less meat. As Janus had said, “We eat too much of it, and livestock to feed us like we’re used to would take thousands more acres and twice as much work.”

Wes felt a bare foot run up his pant leg again. With Holly and Jareth on either side, he knew it was coming from across the table. He hoped like hell it was Jenna, because the only other suspects were his mother and sister. Neither possibility made his food want to stay down.

Stabbing at a few leaves of spinach, Wes cleared his throat. “So, Jenna, what’s your story?” The game of footsie stopped as she scooted back. Thank fuck.

Sitting low from her height, almost to the point that she needed books to sit on, Jenna took a sip of water first. “Well, I just finished my masters degree at Yale, and I was supposed to qualify for the 2040 Olympics in figure skating when I was seventeen.”

Jenna’s forlorn gaze at her plate forced Wes to shore up her emotional state. “The world’s thrown sticks in a lot of peoples’ wheels lately. I’m sorry to hear it.”

Jenna glanced at Holly before answering. “I’d been training since I was four. It hit my mother harder than it did me.”

“Hey, Yale’s nothing to sneeze at. I’m sure she’s still proud.”

Holly scooted closer to Wes before she asked, “What about how old you are, and where you’re from?”

Jenna gazed back at her like the competition had started between them already. “Twenty-five, and Halifax, Nova Scotia.”

Wes poked Holly in the thigh. “I kinda had you pegged as a Canadian. Accents don’t lie.”

Dr. Clare put herself in the middle. “We’ll have members from all over the world in this colony. The only requirements we had were lineage from the Patrem program, and the ability to speak passable English, for simplicity’s sake.”

Why everyone had suddenly gone awkward, Wes couldn’t figure out. The silence almost ripped at Wes’ mind. “So, diversity is our strength. Certain people would have a problem with that.”

“Genetic purity is complete bunk. We’re a lifeboat for humanity, not some Nazi eugenics program.”

“Good to know.” Shooting a quick look at Elena, he knew his mother still had her doubts.

Thankfully, Jenna was coming out of herself. “So I have to ask, why pick someone with a masters in forestry?”

Janus wiped his mouth with a napkin at the far end of the table. “Because this diversity shouldn’t just be genetic. We need experts from all fields if we intend to keep these colonies self-sufficient.”

Wes had to know who to expect. “So we’ll have at least one attorney and an MBA. Great.”

“Absolutely not. Those two professions are what got the planet into this fucking mess. I say let ‘em burn in hell.” Same Janus, as always.

“I’m glad to hear it. They’ve been a pain in my ass ever since I founded my company.”

Janus had his own barb for Wes, though. “I think in this first group, we’ve got three Olympic medalists and five who would have been shoo-ins before the games were canceled. Wesley, you’re probably the slacker of the bunch.”

Gee, thanks, asshole. Taking a quick bite, Wes swallowed as the table fell silent again. “So, why forestry? That’s about the last major I’d have figured someone like you would pick.”

Taking it in stride, Jenna relaxed a bit more. “What else is there in Nova Scotia but trees? I figured if I have to be an expert in something, it should be what I grew up surrounded by.”

Dr. Clare was ready for her husband to shut the hell up. “And that’s exactly why you were selected. As competitive as the slots are in this program, we need people who can aid the colony.” She leaned back and waved an arm out the floor-to-ceiling window taking up an entire wall. “As you can see, we’ve got plenty of forest that needs to be cared for properly.”

Jenna grinned. “I can already see issues with the hillside behind us. Erosion is always the biggest challenge, and we don’t want a landslide burying everything in this valley.”

He looked at Elena again. “I guess you’re beholden to everyone else, Ms. Dictator.”

Swiping her hand down against the table, Elena stared knives at her son. “I never said I knew everything, or even had to. You should ask Janus what your real job here is.”

“What’s she talking about, old man?”

Like he was supposed to know already, Janus cocked his head at Wes. “You’re not just the leader of this colony, technically.”

“And?”

“With all of these experts, we need someone to observe and distill their knowledge into an education program for the next generation and future colonies.”

“I skipped college because I can’t stand the professorial type.” Between himself, his mother, and Jareth, Wes knew they were likely the only three without more than a high school education in the entire plan. “Now you want me to be a teacher?”

“No, a recorder and observer. When I heard your pitch about the direction of YoniMetrics, I couldn’t have been more pleased.”

“So Mom runs the day-to-day operations, and I’m more of a principal.”

Cynthia dropped the knife she’d been using. “What he means is, you have to develop a way to pass everyone’s knowledge down. We can’t have every colonist spending their entire lives teaching an apprentice.”

“Nobody learns everything from a video feed. The kids will have to tag along to learn.”

“Of course.” She had one last clarification. “But that doesn’t mean we have to have a society of teachers. Not everyone is made for that.”

“So it’s all on me. Gotcha.”

“No, you’re nurturing the next generation. Apprenticeships will handle most of the teaching.” Dr. Clare picked her up fork and stabbed at her food. “We wouldn’t have trusted anyone else with this, and you know it.”

Wes had to look away from his god-mother. “Sorry. I guess I’m being a little out of line.”

Cynthia’s voice dropped a several degrees of heat. “It’s fine, Wesley. I knew it would take someone who would push back if he thought something wasn’t right as well.”

“So, when do we get the rest of the people?”

“Once your household is up and running at capacity, we’ll start on the others. For now, this is all a test-run.”

Holly couldn’t contain herself. “So, we’re still on birth control until then?”

Fucking hell.

Dr. Clare smiled at Wes. “Until everyone has arrived. Allowing children to happen before we know the project will succeed would be the height of irresponsibility.”

Compared to the thousands of bastard children you and your husband caused over the past several decades? “Easy, you know we’ve talked about this.”

Jenna’s foot slid up his leg again.

Wes tried not to look her way. Sure, let’s throw another horny bimbo my way. That’ll make shit easier. The fact that four more were yet to come killed what little was left of his appetite.

Pushing his food away, Wes scooted from the table. “Alright, that’s all I can handle right now.”

Holly took hold of his wrist before he could walk away. “What’s wrong?”

“Nothing.” Wes looked at her and then at Jenna. “I’m heading to the house without you two. It’ll give you a chance to know each other.”


Days had passed, but Wes thought it better to let the entirety of Jenna’s new life soak into her own head. He knew what they were meant to do together, same as with Holly. But his original girlfriend had been needy enough to wear him out.

Janus flying in various experts to begin Wes’ curriculum development for all colony members hadn’t made it any easier. As much as Holly and Jenna tried to help, that last trip down the bluffs to learn the basics of sea salt harvesting had left them all wiped.

Wes lounged in the Adirondack chair by the gazebo off to the side of his compound. Holly, technically the underachiever of the group, was picking up her slack by seeing to lunch. Jenna had already passed out beside him.

Aching and spent as he was, Wes knew Jenna had been running on even leaner fumes since her arrival. Surveys of the hillside forests, soil testing at the lab, and the same lessons he had to absorb… She looked as pitiful as she was beautiful.

One pound of sea salt from four gallons boiled, after six hours of direct heat and two days of air drying…

Wes had already filled a ream of paper with handwritten notes. As it turns out, the basics of a functioning society are complex as hell. And there were still months of the same kind of lessons ahead.

Easing back into his chair, Wes heard the footsteps approach from his left.

“You still awake? I know she’s not.”

“Yeah.” Wes glanced up at Holly. “What’s wrong?”

“Can I ask you about something?” She was motioning for him to follow.

Feeling every vertebra pop in unison as he got up, Wes knew she wouldn’t have tried pulling him away if it wasn’t something important. To her, at least.

A good fifty feet from the gazebo in the robotically-cut grass, Holly finally let it out. “Jenna thinks you can’t stand her.”

“Why?”

Holly stared back like it should have been obvious. “You make her sleep in another room, she gets hardly any attention, and—”

“Stop.” Wes figured the friction would stem between those two. “What’s this about?”

“I’m worried about her. You act like she’s not even here.”

“Then how should I act? If I try getting in her pants, you’ll throw a fit.”

“No,” Holly looked back at Wes like he’d told her the sky is green, “I won’t at all.”

“That’s news to me. I’m used to checking in with you, just to make sure you know I’m not fucking around.”

“This isn’t the tech world, Wes. That’s what you’re supposed to do here.”

Letting those two get acquainted without his supervision might have been a mistake, and Wes knew it. “So I’m supposed to throw my own objections aside? What’s the deal here?”

“She asked if you treat me like you treat her. I can’t lie to her.”

Fuck. “It’s the polygamy thing, alright? I kinda have a problem with it.”

Holly eased closer to him. “You don’t have to be your dad. We’re all supposed to be a family, which means you don’t have to be some glorified gigolo.”

“That’s not what my dad was.” Kinda, but at least Grant made damn sure to slot time for his ‘home’ family.

Like she was gesturing his objection away like a fly, Holly swiped a hand through the air. “Don’t you think it’s time to get used to it? You know what we’re all supposed to do here.”

“All too well.”

“Listen, I didn’t like the idea of sharing you either. It’s just...”

“What?”

“I don’t know.” Holly glanced over at where Jenna was resting. “I’ve always known that so long as I supported you in what you do, you’d make everything turn out alright.”

Degrees fell from the air as Wes tried to figure out what to say next. Punting with what little he had, he answered, “I promised I’d lead this project, but I wish I’d have had the full details ahead of time.”

Clouds gathered like a time-lapse video above the hills. Holly kept staring at Jenna. “She just wants to know that she’s wanted here. That’s all I’m getting at.”

Well, she’s kinda not. “I haven’t sent her packing, and I don’t plan on it, either.”

“Then make her feel welcomed.”

By fucking her brains out, I assume. Wes noticed the shadow coming down the valley. “You two don’t know what that medication has done to you.”

“Does it matter? Assuming we stop arguing and just do what we’re supposed to, I know I can be happy about it. From what Jenna’s told me, she will be too.”

Succuba Gamma hadn’t just warped Holly. It had take the girl Wes had fallen in love with and replaced her with nothing but pure libido. “You don’t know what you’re saying right now.”

“Of course I do...” She clung to his arm like a burr. “We’re not who we were. We’re a family now.”

What the fuck? Feeling Holly guide him toward the gazebo, Wes felt like he was about to snap. “If I knew what Dr. Clare and my sister were really working on, I’d have backed out long ago.”

“But it’s a little late now, isn’t it?” One of her hands snaked under Wes’ belt and the waist of his pants to rest on his ass.

“Stop taking those pills, now.”

“Ava only had me take them for a week. Ever since I left California, I’ve been off the dose.”

Wes knew his mother was the only person left to give him honest answers. “Whatever the hell they’ve done to you two, it’s fucking criminal.”

“Hey, I like the changes.” Holly stepped forward, making Wes match it unless he wanted to fall over. “Jenna’s pretty happy about them too.”

“But I’m not.”

“You should be.”

The urge to burn the entire colony to the ground raged through his head. “This isn’t the last hope for humanity. It’s a damn kennel, and we’re the fucking dogs.”

Holly kept acting like it was all par for the course. “When you told me who my real dad was a few days ago, everything clicked in place, like the world suddenly made sense. Don’t tell me you think you’re any different from myself here.”

“I’ve still got my own free-will.” Wes tried planting his feet as the sky darkened even further. “Everyone deserves to have their own choice in life.”

“Pull the stick out of your ass. Your mom told me that Janus is about to kick the bucket.” Holly slid her hand up to the small of his back. “Once you two are in control, every fucked up thing about this colony can be fixed.”

It made too much sense. “Is that the medicine talking, or is it your own idea?”

“Ava’s, actually.” Holly bunched up her shoulders as Wes looked at her. “Until then, enjoy the benefits.”

As the air cooled by even more degrees a minute, Wes knew their time outside was about to get cut short. Bright sun and green hills turned drab within seconds.

He gave in and let Holly take the lead. As she broke away to pick up the serving tray, Wes pondered if he was truly up for giving in.

It’s too late to back out now. One subservient ‘wife’ devoted to his every wish, and another just as worthy, insulted that he hadn’t ravaged the hell out of her already. This is a little too fucked.

A dim roar came from the far side of the valley. Rain was coming, and the noise wasn’t going away.

Jenna hadn’t even stirred. Reaching down and hoisting his second plaything over a shoulder, he turned to Holly. “Come on, we’re about to get soaked.”

Something like a smart-ass reply drew across her lips, until she looked over the landscape. “Yeah, it might get bad.”

Heading toward the main house without Holly, Wes felt Jenna rouse a little. Her face contorted against his back as one of her legs kicked up, almost clocking him in the chin. “Easy, we’re just running inside.”

Nearly halfway there, Holly caught up. “I knew the weather was supposed to be wild here, but I didn’t think it would turn a one-eighty in seconds.”

New Zealand used to be the definition of mild when it came to climate. But the past few decades had thrown the entire world for a loop. “It’s not like California. Instead of droughts that last years, this place gets almost a foot of rain in an afternoon, several times in a season.”

He turned to look back over the landscape. The drapes of falling water had already hit the edge of his own property. By the time Wes could turn and start running with Jenna bouncing along again, the drowning humidity and thick spray of drizzle almost stole his breath.

A couple of stinging drops hit before they could get under the covered porch. Machine-gun racket pounded from the sheet metal overhead. Just the air itself had soaked all of them to the core.

But Holly couldn’t help laughing to herself. “In a way, it’s absolutely beautiful.” She cleared her throat before adding, “You know, the three of us here, being the future hope of mankind.”

Five other compounds, almost identical to their own faded into the gray mist. Assuming the current experiment worked, the place wouldn’t have the same idyllic seclusion for long. “Compared to half the world going hungry right now, we really do have it lucky.” Not that being obscenely wealthy, or backing from Janus Rickard’s foundation didn’t have anything to do with that.

Holly leaned close on the same shoulder Jenna had been passed out on. Her hand teased at the little blonde’s ass before a quick slap. A fine spray of water hit Wes’ face right after the pop.

Jenna finally started coming to. “Huh?”

Wes eased her into one of the benches. “Relax, it’s just a rain storm.”

Her cheeks flushed redder than a mid-life crisis convertible. “Sorry. I didn’t think that trip down the cliffs would take so much out of me.”

“You two head on in. I’ve got some things I need to think about.”

Jenna eased up as Holly reached down to help her. Wes turned around as the did as they were told. He knew the increasing rain was a portent of the troubles ahead.

Four more of them before this is all over. What the hell was the old bastard thinking?

If anyone would have solid answers for him, it would have been Grant. But he’d been dead for twenty years. As best he could recall, Grant would have told the joke about the two bulls standing up the hill from a field full of heifers.

The one where the old bull turns to the younger, excited bull and says. “We’re not gonna run down there and bang one of them. We’re gonna stroll down there and fuck ‘em all.” His dad loved that joke a little too much.

Mom probably doesn’t have anymore answers for me. And Wes knew better than to talk to her any further.

Since Dr. Clare was likely only marginally on his side, the only person left was Ava. He tapped at his watch and waited for her to answer.

The ringtone ended. Before Ava could get an answer out, Wes said, “Hey, I’ve got some problems.”

“Can I guess one’s blonde, and the other’s brunette, maybe a hundred pounds each soaking wet?”

“Kinda.” Wes noticed the background looked an awful lot like Dr. Clare’s lab. “Who’s with you right now?”

“Just Mom. Why?”

Better to play it safe. “Head somewhere private, both of you. I’ve got some questions I’d rather everyone else not know I’ve asked.”

He watched as Ava’s camera on her watch swung. By the time he was getting motion sickness, it stopped in what had to be a hallway. His mother and sister came back into view.

“Mom, you know how Dad’s powers changed you. Have you ever hated him for it?”

Flashing perfect teeth between her trademark ruby lipstick, Elena answered, “Compared to what I had coming if I hadn’t met him… Not for one second.”

Wes had heard of her old fiance, Reverend Boyce, and how he’d groomed her from fourteen to be his future wife. “I guess you left the crazy fundie world and never looked back. It’s kinda ironic that we’re basically heading a repopulation cult.”

“I wouldn’t go so far as to call it that, but what I said about this project earlier still stands.”

“As in, you still think its wrong in some way.”

“That’s a strong term. I just have my reservations about what it will do to the colonists.”

As the son of professional breeding stock, Wes knew the family obligations. “It’s not so much that I’m bothered about my role. It’s what the Succuba Gamma’s done to Holly and Jenna.”

Ava barged her face back into the frame. “It’s not like it stripped their autonomy. Dr. Clare made it absolutely clear that we’re not mind-controlling them.”

“Then what would you call it? Holly’s not the same person she was before.”

Like she was rearing back to slap a dead horse again, Ava rolled her eyes. “Listen, all it did was make them more agreeable to the colony project, and in prime condition to fulfill their roles.”

“Once the birth control stops, you mean.”

“Hey, you’re the one comparing them to broodmares here.”

“And what about when you have to start taking the medicine? Any problems with that?”

Staring back through his screen, Ava wrinkled her nose. “That’s my decision when the time comes, not yours.”

“Someone had to think it over.”

A look of panic fell over Ava’s face. Before she could protest, Wes was looking at Dr. Clare.

He couldn’t help grinning back at her. “So I guess I should ask you about all this instead.”

Cynthia glared back at first, settling into a blank stare. “What about it? Billions have already died from famine and war in the past couple of decades. The next few aren’t looking any better. We have to do something to reverse that.”

“By cloistering ourselves away in exile? By lobotomizing humanity’s best and brightest?”

“No.” Dr. Clare eased away from the lens on Ava’s arm. “By giving them a place to live up to their full potential, without getting caught in the crossfire or the food shortages.”

What truly bothered him bubbled up as the rain started to die down. “And the rest of humanity is left on their own. That hardly makes us seem like the final hope for the species.”

“Wesley, I know the problems you have with all of this. Don’t think you’re the only person with reservations.”

“Then tell Janus, not me. Anything less, and your explanation stinks on ice.”

Cynthia shared a look with Elena. Both of them nodded.

What Elena said in response felt like the last set of words Wes expected to hear from his mother’s mouth. “He’s gone a little crazy, but he’s not wrong. The world can’t pick up the pieces and go about things like it did before without the same thing happening again.” So much so, that he didn’t hear the door close behind him.

“Stripping their free-will like this… It’s just fucking wrong. I didn’t give the average person some measure of autonomy back just to lord over a harem.”

Elena cut in. “Their faces tell me otherwise, ace. Look behind you.”

Wes did, almost shitting himself when he saw Holly and Jenna.

“Stop jerking yourself off in your own head and have fun.” Right before cutting off the feed, she added, “All of us need to sit down and talk about things, but only after you’ve calmed your tits. And theirs, by the looks of it.”

Wes tried to argue back without cussing her out, “Is that what Dad would have told me to do?”

“Not at all. Grant was a master of never turning down what good fortune had placed in his lap, figuratively or literally.”

Dragging up his last reservation, Wes replied, “So he’d give in and do whatever GeneFactor says.”

“For his own reasons, yes.” Elena let go of Ava’s arm, still filling up the frame. “The difference between you two is, he’d find a way to make the best of the situation you find yourself in, right now.”

Wes hung up the call in disgust. “I guess you two agree with her.”

Holly stepped forth. “You’re looking out for us. That means more than you know.”

“But you still didn’t have any choice in the matter. That’s why I have a problem with this.”

Jenna moved to stand right beside Holly. “We do have a choice, right now, because of you. Are you really about to deny us what we truly want, just to make yourself feel better?”

“Don’t make it sound like I’m trying to be ‘nobler-than-thou’ about this. You two can’t even remember who you used to be.”

Jenna took one more step closer. “If that’s what you have to tell yourself to sleep at night, go ahead.”

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Holly inched closer until she was almost buried in his chest. “We agreed to the program under our own free-will, before even taking our first doses of Succuba Gamma. Every woman who wants to be part of the colony has to, without influence from the outside.”

“I can’t believe that. Who would sign on to something like this, from your perspective?”

Jenna closed in until she was in on the pile.

Holly took a quick glance at her ‘friend’ before she added, “Even if we had that dream family, what kind of future would our descendants face? Maybe one or two generations of relative comfort? The human race will either pull its head out of its ass, or it won’t. I’d rather not have my kids or even great-grandkids starve to death or get murdered by some roving pack of wasteland survivors.”

Wes knew he couldn’t argue with what was likely to happen in the future. “Evil in service of the greater good is still evil.”

Holly finally began to snap. “A true psychopath wouldn’t care about the fate of humanity. He’d pick his path by doing what pleases himself, so long as he can feel superior to everyone else. Isn’t that doing good, but in the service of the darkest possibility instead?”

“You know what I mean.”

“No, I don’t. Either do what you can to make sure this project doesn’t do greater harm, or just leave already.”

“So you’re saying I should leave, without you.”

Tears welled up in her eyes. “I’ll go where you go, regardless of whether we stay here or fly back home.” The way she tightened the embrace around them took Wes off his guard. “Janus and Cynthia trusted yourself, your mother, and your sister with the future direction of all this. If they didn’t want successors who wouldn’t call them on their own shit...”

“They wouldn’t have chosen us to temper the cold data with some kind of morality.”

“You told me who my real father was, because you thought it was the right thing to do. Yes, I still have problems with it, but that actually made me trust you even more than I had before. You knew it would hurt, but even more, you felt that I deserved to know the truth anyway.”

“I’d have rather you known what Succuba Gamma would do to you.”

“Ask Ava for yourself. I heard every detail, and then made the choice, of my own accord.”

Wes broke free and then looked at Jenna. “And you?”

A little more reluctant, but still honest in her expression, Jenna stopped hesitating before Wes could judge the pause. “I can’t make a living by figure skating, and there’s no point in my degree if every forest dies.”

“But all of your talent...”

“Which means what? The only alternative I had was to live on the dole and plug into VR like everyone else to kill time.”

“So you feel like this is the only way to save your potential.”

“Not at all.” Jenna wrapped her arms around the small of Holly’s waist from behind. “It’d be far easier to give in and atrophy away like the rest of society, but what’s the point in that?”

The sound of rain finally died behind him. Wes crossed his arms before saying, “People have the freedom and time to do what they want now.”

“After two-billion died between 2030 and 2043. Now that global food reserves are dropping again, people are starving again. It doesn’t make me feel any better knowing that they’re at least entertained while the malnutrition kicks in.”

Wes didn’t have an answer for the world’s problems, as much as he’d always tried to think of one on his own. He tossed out what he could. “Making more humans won’t help the situation.”

Holly cut the crap, completely. “You say that, but the people around these colonies will be fed and educated. Yes, we’ll die centuries before you do. But we believe in what a broader perspective can do for society.”

“You’re assuming it works out.”

Tears rolled down her face, finally. “What we’ve tried before sure hasn’t, and won’t turn out any better if we repeat the same fuck-ups again and again.”

He’d run out of excuses. “Fine. Humanity is screwed unless we figure out a new direction. Now, who decides what that should be?”

Holly and Jenna look at him with the same expression. Holly puts it into words first. “You, idiot...”

“A few weeks ago, you never would have agreed to this.”

Holly pulled Jenna’s hands tighter around herself. “A few weeks ago, I didn’t see the solution right in front of us.”

“As in, sharing me?”

“No.” She pulled Jenna’s hands up to her tits. “Sharing the responsibility. If this was about repopulating the world by itself, the duty would have been too much. You can’t have a functioning society without other people.”

Wes tried to roll his eyes, stopping before he made it obvious. “Then why six women to each man?”

“Six men to each woman would run into problems, even if the girls started at puberty. Biology doesn’t care about what makes people feel better about their choices.”

“So, you’re fine with it, just because you think it’s the only option.”

“If that’s how you want to frame it, go ahead.” Holly broke free of Jenna’s hold to lean against Wes again. “If everyone agrees to it, what’s so wrong about this?”

Jenna took her own chance to get words in. “We could teach every child what their parents know, or teach the kids what they need to learn, and let them figure out the world for themselves.”

“That’s the muddiest bunch of bullshit I’ve ever heard.”

“Is it? If the world around us is changing, I think it’s only right to give the future of humanity the basics to figure it out for themselves, based on what new things happen in front of them.”

“So you want everyone to abandon society?”

Holly loses her patience. “No, we want society to try and replace itself with something that won’t kill everyone. That includes our own children, and their own. You’ll live to see and guide the results. We won’t.”

Seeing flashes of himself mourning wife after wife, Wes almost lost his mind. “Do either of you realize the kind of torture that will put on me? I won’t just live to see my children die. Repeat ‘great’ as many times as you want, and I’ll see those descendants die as well.”

Holly cocked her head. “So? Seeing them starve or get shot execution-style in a bunker would be any better than watching them die of old age after a life of peace and security? Get over yourself.”

Wes eased Holly off of him and addressed both of them. “So you’re totally on-board, both of you?”

Jenna and Holly nodded at him in unison.

“I’ll accept the answer, but that doesn’t mean I’m happy about it either way.” He turned to head inside.

By the time he’d reached the kitchen, Wes realized Holly and Jenna were still following him like lost puppies.

“I’m just getting some water. I don’t need help.”

Holly protested, “And now you’re just being an asshole.”

“Any normal man would call this a fantasy life. Am I weird for not jumping at the chance?”

Holly’s frown lost some of its edge. “I mean, I can’t blame you for having issues with it. Your family life wasn’t exactly normal.”

“Tell me about it. When Dad was swimming in pussy, with Mom’s permission, monogamy seems like the dream.”

Jenna turned the tap on for him as Wes held a glass over the sink. He almost stopped her as she patted his ass. “I didn’t see my life going the way it has so far. We’ve got to play the hand we’re dealt, I guess.”

Wes marveled at the boldness packed into such a tiny girl. Both of them had the libido of drunk girls on spring break.

“Fine. I’ll do it.” Wes took his first sip.

Holly raised her eyebrows. “Do what?”

Wes gestured his drink toward Jenna. “Her.”

Like she’d just heard about a secret family fortune or a clean biopsy, Holly jumped in place and hugged Jenna. “See? I told you Wes doesn’t hate you.”

“I never did. I just wasn’t ready to admit what my role is here.”

Like he’d already got the foreplay over with, Jenna ripped her shirt off and left it in a pile on the counter.

“But not so fast,” Wes handed Jenna her top, “you need to rest, and I only agreed to it. I didn’t mean ‘right this second.’”

Holly put one of her own hands on his ass, her other on Jenna’s. “No take-backsies.”

Wes shook his head, more at the chub growing in his pants than at his ‘wives.’ “I’m not laying a finger on either of you until she gets at least three hours of sleep, and you calm down a little.”


Wes had skipped dinner. Taking the figures Elena had forwarded him, he was already deep in planning. Now that he felt a sense of purpose, Wes had already fallen off the wagon and back into his workaholism.

Two students per specialization in each colony. He’d decided on general education until the age of twelve, with specialized teaching and apprenticeship from thirteen to twenty. From there, each child would become a member of either a new colony, or take the place of their parents.

How to assign who goes where, especially whether the thirty-six or so boys become heads of households, would come down to his mother’s choice and the availability of resources. One colony turning into six within a couple of decades would be a tall order, even with GeneFactor’s resources. Recruiting enough girls to fill in the numbers wouldn’t be any easier.

Scribbling on the margins of his notebook, gloved hands covered his eyes.

He recognized Jenna’s voice. “Guess who.”

A little more weight pushed against his brow. “It’s both of you.”

Holly sounded flustered. “How’d you know?”

“You two are practically joined at the hip now.” The expected competition and jealousy between them hadn’t come. “Holly, are you gonna treat everyone in our house like royalty?”

“That’s kinda my job here, isn’t it?”

She had a point. One pair of hands left his face after the other. Wes turned around in his swivel chair at the bedroom desk.

Alright, then. Matched in black lingerie, complete with gloves and garters, Wes had no complaints about the fashion statement. “I realize they stocked the house with everything we need but food. The wardrobe’s a little on the nose for what we’re supposed to be doing, though.”

Holly stepped around one side of his chair as Jenna rounded the other. The way Holly acted a little embarrassed set Wes’ heart on fire. “So, matching outfits… Yay or nay?”

Abso-fucking-lutely yay! Wes reigned himself in before saying, “I’ve got no complaints.”

Glancing at both of them, fighting to tear his eyes away each time, Wes finally found what he needed to take his mind off work. And all it took was an arm around a petite blonde, and the other around an equally tiny brunette.

Jenna leaned into his ear. “Don’t worry, I don’t plan on replacing her.”

Wes scooted his seat back until both of them were between himself and the desk. It was the kind of scene guys with his sort of wealth were used to. Wes realized what he’d been missing out on because of his hang-ups.

One cock of his eyebrows set Holly off like a bullet in a fire. Her gloved hands graced the curves of Jenna’s waist. She gave Wes one final look. “So, it’s official?”

“What?”

She didn’t bother answering. Wrapping her own lips over Jenna’s, Holly set to proving her devotion again.

The fabric around Wes’ ass tightened from the tent forming in his lap as he gawked in awe. Four black gloves reached around the dangerous curves in front of him like modesty was an artifact of the twentieth century.

Jesus…

Holly wasn’t fucking around, and judging by the looks of it, this hadn’t been their first time getting physical. Hands dipped beneath waistbands, front and back on the two of them.

Breaking away for a gasp of air, Holly’s lips were already shining with Jenna’s spit. Her tits surged as Wes kept stared on. “See? Now think of all the fun you could have with four more of us.”

Two of them had already blown his mind. Wes clasped his hands together and rested them atop his zipper.

Jenna hooked one of her legs around Holly’s. Even the sound of nylon mesh sliding together felt subtle and clear enough.

Wes gave them their time and space, more than happy to watch the impromptu makeout session play out before him. Delicate and greedy hands groped along the curves of their bodies until he knew the erection was obvious.

Holly broke her mouth away from Jenna’s. “Someone likes what he sees.”

The warmth in his cheeks spread across the bridge of Wes’ nose. “Am I not supposed to?”

Jenna unwrapped herself from Holly’s body and then took one step closer to him. “If he can handle it three times a day, would this count as one or two of them?”

Holly looked Jenna’s way. “Does it matter?”

The tent growing in Wes’ lap argued, ‘Absolutely not.’

Holly dropped to her knees alongside Jenna. Wes almost stroked out as both of them worked together on his zipper.

The first peek of cock set them off like a starting gun. Warring tongues tried wrapping around his shaft as Wes gripped the bottom of his chair.

Fucking hell… Digging all ten nails into the seat, Wes arched his neck back.

One tongue flick ripped him out of the stupor. He looked down, unable to tell if it came from Holly or Jenna.

The dancing wetness and pressure wasn’t familiar, but Wes knew Holly had changed up her routine along with her personality.

Breathing out as one of the tongues parted ways with his shaft, Wes saw the mane of brunette rise up as the golden one stayed. Looking shameless as she had since arriving, Holly stood over Jenna and then planted both her palms on Wes’ thighs.

“She’s really good with that thing.”

He narrowed his eyes, trying to make her think he was suspicious and not happy about it. “You probably know that because you took her out on a test-spin already.”

She leaned her face a bit closer. “What if I did?”

Which only confirmed it. Wes breathed as he felt Jenna’s tongue flatten out, giving him a dragging lick from base to tip.

Holly stood back up and walked around them. “I mean, if I have to share you with her, it’s only fair I get something in return.”

Two going at each other meant the rest still to come would probably do the same. Wes had no problem with that, on a personal morality basis. “So I’m just as much a side-piece as everyone else to you?”

Jenna devoured his cock with zero warning. The look of pure wonder it forced out of him made Holly stop pacing.

“I think I made that same face the first time I messed around with her.”

“The first, huh...” He wanted to follow it up, the words pleading to get out. That searing kind of attention in his lap had hit his mute button.

Jenna kept playing with him, still using nothing but her mouth to set his entire body to shivering. Feeling her rhythm settle out, Wes suddenly felt eager to see how long and far she’d take the favor.

Still gazing back at him, Holly eased herself down behind Jenna. Wes barely made it out as she explained, “I mean, she doesn’t have a dick, but that’s why we’ll all have you.”

The feeling kept raging down his shaft. Wes gritted his teeth as and settled in. Judging by the enthusiasm below, Jenna wasn’t giving up the devout service anytime soon.

Her head sank hard as Jenna kept her tongue waltzing around Wes’ dick. Either she had gone totally feral, or something about the flavor of him got the girl excited.

One good swirl near the base brought it all to the edge. Feeling that kind of alive you only experience from unexpected head, Wes debated shooting his load then and there.

His mind had almost given into it. As she reared up, a playful nip at his head felt like the afterglow that could make anything addictive.

Jenna stared back like she adored him now. A quick courtesy handy eased Wes down from blue-balled hell. “So, did I do alright?”

Fuck… “Plenty well. Giving those unannounced would be a great way to earn extra-credit.”

Holly grabbed both of them by a wrist and yanked them to their feet. Frantically dragging them toward the bed almost across the giant room, she didn’t even look back as she spoke. “We’ll keep that in mind, but right now, I need to see what else she’s good at.”

Olympic-level figure skating, and equal talent at blowing a guy. Wes was almost afraid to ponder what else Jenna could do with that peak body of hers. And Holly probably was too.

With a hard swing of both arms, she had Wes and Jenna tumbling onto the bed. As she landed ass-first and fell back, Wes braced himself to keep from falling on her. They were already in the right position.

Jenna slid herself on top of the mattress, directly facing Wes from behind Jenna’s head. “Go on, let’s see if she comes like me.”

Wouldn’t that be a bitch? Talented, loud, and easy would make a thirty-second man out of him. He didn’t bother undoing his pants any further than they already had.

Holly eased forward, draping her hands down the faint outline of Jenna’s lean abs. Hooking one finger around the triangle of black lace, she pulled the last obstacle aside. “Go on, you don’t have to ask my permission.”

One look down showed him just how juicy his new ‘housemate’ had already gotten. The impromptu spit-lube didn’t make the prospect any dimmer. He was going to enjoy wearing her out.

The perfection on open display tightened as he inched his cock forward. Wes shot a look at Jenna’s face as Holly eased herself back. He could tell the blonde splayed out in front of him was hesitant.

Pulling at the back of his thighs with both ankles, Jenna pleaded without saying a word. Whether it was for mercy or the full suite of abuse he could offer, it was impossible to tell. The rosy blush around her cunt, then coupled with the satiny feel as he teased the end of his dick along her slit…

God, she’s fucking cute. The way Jenna slipped a pinky into the corner of her mouth, never taking her eyes off of him tugged at the heart.

Her jaw shot all the way open as Wes thrust himself in. The potent shock of his length matching with Jenna’s depth forced a whimper out of her.

Admiring the way it spread goosebumps down his arms, Wes let himself settle in the lush warmth. He hadn’t felt the inside of a pussy that soft.

Not wanting to just yet, but knowing what he was after, he eased himself back. Feeling just as rich on the way out, the texture Jenna’s walls eased back around the coursing skin of his tip.

Wes grabbed on the backs of Jenna’s thighs, spreading her as far as he knew a former figure skater could. One bump of his hips had him deep again.

Jenna was coming undone with every thrust. Before she could brace her hands against Wes’ body, Holly snatched her wrists. Holding both against the mattress above Jenna’s head, all their mutual object of attention could do was twitch and moan in place.

Feeling generous, Wes flexed his entire abdomen for a heavy pop.

Jenna and Holly’s lithe fingers started tangling as she gasped, trailing it out into a whimper that emptied her lungs. Nothing more than a plaything between the two, her face showed how Succuba Gamma forced her to feel gratitude.

Slamming himself into her, Wes felt Jenna start to come undone. Even though she was inches taller and maybe ten pounds heavier than Holly, she was every bit as easy for him to overload. That fact that the smaller of the two had taken the alpha female position already made him grin.

Holly sealed her spot on top of the totem pole. “That’s it, baby. Wear her out for me.”

Picking up speed and force, Wes couldn’t believe the primal screams. Every smashing blow of his dick against her deepest reach filled the room with chaos.

“Harder! She can take it.”

Wes gave it all he had, and then a little more. Feeling himself running up to the wall, he looked at Holly’s admiring face.

“See? She really likes the rough stuff.”

That was an understatement, but Wes knew his muscles were about to give out. With one final crash that forced Jenna to yelp, he gave himself a few seconds to catch his breath.

Pulling out as slowly as he could, he strained against the urge to shoot forward again and end this. When he was out and Jenna’s folds closed like he’d never entered, Wes knew how gorgeous a human specimen she truly was.

Even during the couple of seconds it took to flip her over, his cock ached to get back into the thick of her. Seeing her cunt peek from between her thighs as Jenna got on her knees put a hunger in Wes he’d never felt. Like being denied now would sent him into insanity.

Presented like the goddess among women she was, Jenna’s ass begged for a good slap.

Keeping his hand planted with merciless follow-through, Wes felt the skin heat up as it turned red beneath his palm and fingers.

Wes drew himself back, putting his other hand on the curve of her waist. Jenna was still dripping and panting, ready for the next round.

Driving forward, his shaft homed in on the mark. The shapely body he’d just impaled again reacted with raised shoulders, lowered back, and a thankful moan.

Every inch of him pulsed with satisfaction. Like this had been the feeling his dick had been starving for and never knew, this pussy felt like it had been made for the position. The pace ramped up until Wes had Jenna mewling again.

Holly wasn’t content to just watch. She slid herself under Jenna, her hair tickling the inside of Wes’ thighs as Holly forced Jenna’s legs apart.

The slight adjustment to the angle made it that much harder for Wes to contain himself. His own voice leaked out in grunts. Jenna screaming about whatever Holly was doing to her wasn’t helping either.

Every nerve in Wes’ body surged to life until the almost went molten. Hearing Jenna’s cries announce the end of a plunge, sweat pouring down his face, her lean frame taking the punishment and begging for more…

It was enough temptation to overcome his strength. He was eager to force himself to come, feeling it was the exact moment he needed.

Holly’s fingers rubbed against the magic button, helping the girl’s fever reach even higher. Feeling the tension rising in her walls, Wes took the dare, ramming himself with all of his weight.

Jenna’s ankles rose until they hit her bronzed ass. Her toes had to be curling inside those heels. It couldn’t have been anything but the home stretch.

With as much courtesy and warning as a car crash, Holly pushed both hands against Wes’ hips. It forced him out right as he was dangerously close to painting Jenna’s rear white.

Jealous and irresistible, Holly’s mouth enveloped his shaft.

Taking advantage and easing himself to the back of her throat, she took his entire length without a problem. Wes felt how vulnerable he was, knowing one good dance solo of Holly’s tongue would finish him off.

Fighting back the climax, he felt the wave course from his hips. Teetering on the edge of the abyss, he ripped himself back.

Holly breathed again without complaint, sliding two fingers on both sides of Jenna’s cunt. “Go on, I need you to come inside her.”

The ‘why’ of it didn’t matter to him. A quick spread was all the invitation he needed, but the words didn’t hurt. Wes grabbed his base, tapping the bottom of his dick against the inviting entrance.

A volatile gasp broke from Jenna’s mouth as he plunged in for the final act. She managed to look back, nodding at Wes with mouth and eyes wide open.

Slipping through her passage, her walls yielded like they were trying to guide him deep. Anymore wetness inside her, and the sheets would have needed changing.

Reaching out and taking one of Jenna’s forearms, Wes pulled it behind her back. The improvised handle let him sling deeper, barely moving halfway out while still jarring her body.

Screaming in rapture, Jenna’s eyes shut as Holly got back to work on her clit. A savage fucking and enthusiastic finger-play were apparently her real limit.

Keeping himself going with his jaws clenched tighter than his hands around her arms, Wes knew any hope of pulling out in time was dashed. He’d become a single-minded owner of her, if only for the moment.

Driving himself to keep going through the sting of his lungs, he rested both of his knees on the edge of the mattress. That only forced him further in, his tip bouncing against her insides. Unrelenting, despite the pain, Wes suddenly got the trigger to break his focus.

Jenna arched her head back. “Fucking god! Cu-cu… Coming!”

His heart tried to keep up as Jenna shook. Delirious in the frenzy and on the verge of collapse, some hidden reserve welled up from within him.

One final smack of their bodies rang out. Filling every bit of her pussy, he had to stop, painfully erect and seeing the room go fluorescent.

The sensation exploded out of him all at once. Dazzling radiance filled his vision even further. As he flooded the second place only he could leave his gift in, the feeling spread from his eyes and cock, merging together in the center of his chest.

Silken cream spread around his shaft. Jenna collapsed onto her shoulders as his Wes’ strength gave out. He lurched forward with her, feeling the growing pool that the change in position allowed.

Holy fuck… His face rested against the back of her head, almost drowning him in soft, blonde hair. Like his body had turned into lead, Wes knew he was spent.

Hands from below graced his sack, forcing the last drop of cum out in what felt like an electric shock to his dick. Unwilling, but unable to overpower even sometime tiny as Holly in that moment, he eased back as she pushed on his thighs again.

Going flaccid as he pulled through the final inches, the overwhelming sensation made him shudder. But Wes knew what Holly was after.

Jenna’s ass and pussy stayed in the air as Holly wrapped both arms around the small of her back. Pulling herself up, Holly shot Wes a look that almost gave him wood again. “You filled her so much, she’s already leaking.”

Wes tried to get enough breath to respond, feeling that burn in his side like he’d run too far. Half easing and half collapsing onto the hardwood, all he could do was watch.

Not even letting Jenna recover, Holly didn’t have any trouble cleaning the mess with her tongue. Even though the poor thing above her was shaking like a snapped faultline.


What seemed like nearly a gallon of water and a few cookies returned him to the world of the living, finally. From the sound of mutual giggling behind the bedroom door, those two were already starting the next round. But it would be at least another few hours before he could even dream of trying himself. Watching wasn’t out of the question though.

The watch on his hand buzzed to life as he reached for the handle. Looking at the screen, he saw Elena’s picture.

Shit.

Not that Holly and Jenna would stop their fun if he had a conversation in the background. But the timing felt too courteous, like she knew he’d need enough for his girls, and about how much that entailed.

“Hey, Mom.”

She almost laughed, some of it drifting into her voice. “From the looks of it, they just put you through hell.”

Wes turned and walked down the hallway for a little privacy. “I get my first threesome, and my mother calls to congratulate me. Great.”

“Oh, they’re not so bad.” Elena had to know it was torturing him, so of course, she kept sinking the knife in. “Holly probably took the role I always had with your father… The supportive wife who just wants to see her man have a good time.”

“You’re disgusting.” Wes tried regaining some of his composure. “What I really have a problem with is how they’ve turned into sex addicts. I know Holly wasn’t much of one, and the disciplined type like Jenna probably aren’t at all.”

“The best you can offer them is a swift death from what they used to be. Good work.”

What the fuck? “Mom, I don’t understand.”

“They’re like me now. They feed off of human desires.”

Like brainless vampires, feeding on sexuality instead of blood… “What the fuck have we done?”

Elena was too casual about it. “Don’t act like you’re shocked. You always knew there was something different about you, myself, and your sister.”

“Again, what have we done?”

“We didn’t do it. Following orders is all Janus has ever asked of us.”

Wes had tired of chasing his own tail in Elena’s answers years ago. “Mom, what did they do to you?”

“You’ve still got the humanity to ask that question. I’m glad. Ava lost it sooner than I thought she would.”

I don’t fucking care about what Ava thinks… “Tell me what happened!”

“Honest answer?” Elena hesitated just enough. “Alright, strap yourself in.”

“Consider it done already...” Wes pinched at the tears forming in the inner corners of both eyes. “What’s our real purpose?”

“Janus told me something he never told your father. ‘The only way to beat a psychopath is to beat him as his own game.’ That’s why he wanted our kind to come about.”

For every question it answered, ten more cans of worms blew their lids.

“Why?”

Like she’d been sitting on the truth for years, Elena answered too easily. “Billions are dead so a few families can amass fortunes they’ll never figure out how to spend. We’re not just here to save humanity from them.”

“Then what’s the damn purpose?”

“Janus thought ahead. He knew they’d try saving their asses. I’ll give him credit for not being one of them and shitting in everyone's’ cereal.”

“What’s our role in that?”

“Breed their women, turn the tide of what people see as fair by example, and then drive the final stake in.”

“Which is?”

“Once people see how much they’ve been fucking everyone over, just turn the bulk of humanity loose on the bastards. If they didn’t deserve the Marie Antoinette treatment so much, I’d have been horrified myself.”

Greed had killed more than Hitler could have dreamed, and the worst of the global chaos had yet to come. Wes wanted to fight the urge to give into vengeance, but he knew what had been done already. “It’s not like their kids ordered this shit, even if I do sympathize with why you’re that dead-set on killing them.”

Elena tossed the final kicker. “Oh, we won’t kill them. Selecting breeding stock from the most empathetic will do that well enough through attrition. The reason Janus picked me to head the broader project was exactly because I hate people like ourselves.”

“Care if I ask him?”

Elena angled her camera ten or so degrees. Janus stared directly back at him. “She’s not wrong, a single bit. People who consider themselves superior are too damned dumb to realize they’re not the peak of the species and its potential.”
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She leaned forward and asked, “First question, do you have a significant other?”

“I don't know why that matters, but no.”

“Good. Your family history is almost spotless too. Your children will be lucky to get your genes.”

What the hell? I watched Dr. Clare's face, still looking down at a clipboard in her lap.

“Your pay for this study is based upon certain tasks and benchmarks you complete. Is that acceptable to you?”

I knew I had lowered my eyebrows. “I guess, but I still don't know what I'm supposed to be doing.”

Dr. Clare finally looked up at me and snapped, “For now, answering a few more questions.” She blew a few strands of hair off her forehead and continued. “Are you straight, bisexual, homosexual, or other?”

“Straight,” I droned, making my impatience clearer than I intended.

“Your current occupation is listed as office assistant. How do you feel about leaving your current employer.”

“I hate the place. If the money's good enough once I know what I'm supposed to do, I'm gone.” It was a dead-end of a shit job.

“Excellent.” Dr. Clare extended her foot, popping her heel out of her shoe. “Now that I know you're a potential subject, I can tell you more. Are you still interested?”

“I guess, but only if you tell me what this is all about.”

“Grant,” she change in her tone threw me for a loop, “you have a gift, and it's one that needs to be shared with the world.”

A little praise always went a long way with me, but answers went even further. “And that is?”

“In case you didn't figure it out from the name of our organization, we deal primarily with human genetics.” I saw Dr. Clare smile as she uncrossed her legs and stood up. “We pay for prime genetic material, and you're a diamond in the rough.”

* * *

The chatter of ass kissing flooded the muggy night air. It was the only thing I could hear until the soft beat of heels pulled me by the ear. I looked back for a short glimpse of the source. God in Heaven.

Her hands were clasped in front of her hips, head and shoulders as low as they could be. The posture screamed chastity, but everything else about the girl lit my fuse. It took a cock-hair of a second to figure out what was going on.

That's the future Mrs. Boyce. The blonde kept several feet behind the reverend, the posture of her criminally tight body revealing shame in his presence. But her ass was worthy of a ballad from Steel Panther.

Reverend Douche Incarnate didn't even acknowledge her presence. “Gentlemen, our financial report for this month is disappointing.” He paused as no sound came from my left. “Explain this.”

The bravest of the sycophants chimed in. “Brother Boyce, our congregation has only grown ten percent in the past six months. Are you sure this kind of expansion is wise?”

“If it's for His glory, all will pay off,” one of them rattled. I began to salivate, gradually moving my eyes up that golden yellow skirt. “Our congregation has grown at three times that rate for the past four years. This is only a hiccup.”

Alright, fuck this guy. I opened the left corner of my mouth, sneaking out a, “Tssst.” Nothing. “Hey...”

Jack and shit. As fed up with the lack of service as I was with the circle-worship next door, I poked the girl in the small of her back with a rigid finger.

Still nothing. She wouldn't even acknowledge my presence. Her entire world revolved around that table and the bullshit emanating from it.

Ego sum alpha. Et genua parere. I leaned in her direction. “Hey, listen...”

* * *

That shame is the only thing I can't stand about her. “Listen, stop complaining and come sit down next to me.”

She tried to fight against it to the very end, but she did exactly as told. Elena kept a little distance between us, fidgeting in place as soon as she was down to my left. I knew I had pushed her limits.

Turning to stare right at her, I cupped her chin in my right hand. She averted her eyes, pouting those plush lips. I grumbled my frustration and then said, “Look at me.”

“This is too much for me to handle, Grant.” I never let her chin turn, even as she tried to make it. Finally, she got the message and locked eyes with me.

Ego sum alpha. “Listen very carefully.” Et genua parere. “That modest church mouse stuff has got to go. There's no shame to have about your body.”

Elena relaxed, her eyes widening. “But I’ve always been taught that—”

“Drop it. There's a better way to live.” The brainwashing of fundamentalism was deep in her, but it was time to set her free from all that creepy garbage. “You've got a body worth worshiping, and you've got far more to offer than just being a damn housewife.”

“Then what am I supposed to do,” she caught herself cracking a smile and forced it into a disapproving frown, “be some kind of harlot?”

That's a word I hadn't heard anyone use in a long while. I focused my intent and said, “You'll be my harlot, and mine alone.” Her eyebrows slacked and her neck ended all resistance. “You're more than just a broodmare for a husband or a church. You live for being admired now.”

“I do?”

“Why not? If you've got it, why waste it?” I watched her smile return and added, “Any straight man would climb mountains just to worship the ground you walk on.”

“So you think I'm that great, huh?”

What's with this damn insecurity about herself? She's rockin' and doesn't even know it. “Losing a beauty pageant killed your ego every time, didn't it?”

“I didn't lose many, but yeah, it hurt when I didn't win.” She was totally relaxed now. “Like I didn't measure up to what I should be.”

“That's a load of crap.” I let go of her chin and moved my hand down to her shoulder. “I don't know how to describe you other than the most stunning woman I've ever seen.”

Elena blushed with her cheeks, shoulders, and what little of her breasts I could see. “I was always told to look out for guys like you.”

Flattering that towel right off of her was kinda the goal, so at least I knew she wasn't dense. “Caught me red handed.” I moved my hand down a little more, sliding a finger underneath where the towel held onto itself. “You're not complaining, though.”

“Travis never talked to me like this,” she didn't stop me as I tugged against the fold, “but I like it.”

The friction in the towel gave way and it fell to the mattress. Jesus tap-dancing Christ. “Why would you hide yourself?” I was already salivating. “Have you ever looked in the mirror?”

Elena started to reach for the towel. I leaned over and put my hands on top of hers. She looked at me, her eyes trying to waver away from mine, finally settling in a direct stare.

I fought to keep the gaze intact. Those perfect handfuls she called tits and what I thought might be a bald slit called my name. I resisted, somehow.

* * *

She flinched and tensed up. “What's your plan with me?”

That's when Elena opened the door, not a scrap of clothing or any other cover on her. “Brookie?” Her eyes were wide, like she had just realized a speeding truck was heading right for her.

“So that's the kind of thing you're doing now. Travis was right about you, whoring around like this.”

I squeezed Brooke's shoulders harder and leaned down. “That was a mistake.”

“You'll both end up burning in Hell. It's never wrong to tell a sinner that they're on a path of destruction.” She still wasn't trying to get away, but the tone of her voice felt like acid. “You should feel ashamed of yourself, turning my friend from from the light.”

“Elena, come over here.” I watched her trot over without an ounce of embarrassment. That bug in her personality had been ripped out like a garden weed by this point. “Explain to your friend here why you're happier now.”

Leaving both of them to their own devices, I heard some heated chatter as I slipped into the bedroom. Physical stimuli, huh? I had just the thing for it in my nightstand.

I slid the drawer open and got it out. Long, white, and with a motor that'll make your hands numb just from holding it, I'd put the wand to good use on Prime Recipients and Elena. More for my entertainment than anything else, but none of them complained. Hell, Elena even gave it a name.

Putting it behind my back, I strolled back into the living room. The smirk on my face got their attention. “Elena, it's time out.”

“What did I do wrong?” It was our term for her 'punishment' when she let shame come back.
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