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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


With Camgirl Harem finished and out in its entirety now, I’m forging ahead on this series to the end. I’m still chomping at the bit to start my next one, but I have to do Harem Project Alpha and some of the long-time characters I’ve had justice. Discipline in action and all that jazz. 

I’m hoping to wrap this up within the next week or so. Getting back into devoting myself to one series at a time already feels like it’s working out. But either way, brace yourself for some curveballs in this one. 


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 3

“The fucked up part about hunting your own kind, is seeing yourself in them.”

Wes recalled Elena’s story about how ‘Aunt’ Emmy became the first Queen-Type to go rogue. “What did they really make you do?” He didn’t care that Janus was still seated next to his mother.

The grin on Elena’s end was almost audible. “I didn’t want to, but I understood the danger of my kind.”

“As in?”

“Think of what Holly is now and then give her the power to control thousands.”

Jenna had to have been warped beyond recognition as well. Whether from days of being around Holly or the Succuba Gamma didn’t matter. All Wes needed was confirmation of his worst fears. “That’s fucked up.”

“Hey, if your dad hadn’t stepped in, I’d be an old bat asking for tithes on a shitty cable-access channel right now.”

Wes knew it was the truth. “I see you’re fine with being a monster. How do I avoid the same fate?”

“You can’t.” Elena eased back in her seat as she scooted her seat away, making sure Wes knew the camera was on her desk. “If the world wants to go to shit, it’s on us to be the nightmare future dictators fear. Otherwise, it’ll be the same hell all over again.”

Some of Janus’ madness had infiltrated her mind. Wes tried dropping all shame as he answered, “Sounds like it’s easy being evil.”

“That’s harsh.” Like she’d seen more than anyone should ever have to face, Elena stared back through his screen. “Billions are dead, for the sake of profit. Don’t tell me you’re still looking for meaning where there isn’t any.”

“I get what you’re hinting at, but it’s totally unfair to pin it all on business.”

“I never said it was all companies’ fault. Politicians and the people themselves hold some blame.” Elena leaned forward as she crossed her legs, finally. “All those deaths weren’t for a greater sacrifice. Ten percent of India died of heat stroke in the last five years. I would say they’ve been throwing air-conditioners up left and right in Mumbai. But that city’s been underwater for a decade.”

“Then what you’re saying is, ‘we’re still the cold, unfeeling bastards we’ve always been throughout history.’ Is that it?”

“You got the unfeeling part right.” Elena cracked her wicked grin. “Except some of us aren’t so cold. We just talked about more than a hundred million peoples’ brains roasting in their skulls.”

“Next, you’ll tell me that I’m the real villain, because I amassed wealth in my life.”

“Not at all.” His mother scooted the chair next to Janus. “The only thing I ever respected about this guy was that he gave up making himself even richer to try and make the world better. Yeah, Janus fucked it up pretty badly, but he did put in an honest effort.”

Wes rubbed his eyes with two fingers. “Mom, you’re almost making sense. Put that in English, please.”

“Money doesn’t make a better, worse, or even different person. It only amplifies who you truly are.”

“I gave up my company, but I’d have done this if I was unemployed too.”

“Doesn’t that prove my point?”

“What even is your point?”

Janus’ chair lurched forward, jerking his chin almost into his chest. He grabbed the wrist-phone with gnarled fingers. “You and I both know what your mother is capable of, but we’ve finally compromised. You should hear it for yourself.”

Even with his own powers to influence people, Wes knew it paled in comparison to Elena’s. “Are you sure you’re saying this of your own free will?”

“I know better than you how much she’s wished me dead for years, and why.” Janus looked away for a moment before turning his eyes back. “I have weeks left, if I’m lucky. It’s time to have the talk I’ve been dreading for too long.”

Wes had assumed Janus still had months, if not a year or two. “So it’s not the Alzheimer's?”

“Renal failure, and I’d rather let it take me than let my mind rot any further. Losing who you even are seems worse than death itself.”

The urge to protest welled up. “If you’re at peace with it, trying to convince you otherwise would just be selfish of me.”

Janus smiled, this time without the hint of a loaded joke behind it. “I’ll be right here. See you soon.”


Every step of the walk felt like a note in a funeral dirge. Yes, Janus’ impending death had been known since before Wes had even set foot in New Zealand. Losing Janus’ guidance so soon after made every step feel like a swinging log to the ribs.

Scrub gave way to edible landscaping as he got closer to the central compound. The fact that it was the planning ground of the next world order still felt as unreal as the first time he’d heard it.

The crazy bastard picked Mom, out of all the options he had. How much of a choice it was didn’t matter anymore. The only important part was that it had happened.

Pulling at the metal loops in the door, Wes felt the relief of cool, dehumidified air again. We still use air conditioning in the mildest climate in the world, but blame others for using it to survive? Elena had always had a bigger pair of balls than any man Wes had met.

Dr. Clare-Rickard was cradling her beloved notes and leaning against a wall as Wes made it to the third floor. She could tell that her husband had just given him the news. “Janus should have told you sooner.”

He couldn’t believe how clinical she was being about it. “I guess you’ve known for a while.”

“When someone gets to his age, it can happen at any time. You get used to it after checking if he’s napping in his chair or just plain dead for so many years.”

Wes’ only real exposure to death had been his father. “I’m sorry to hear it. If you need anything, don’t hesitate to ask.”

“They’re waiting, so you’d better head in.” As if even her husband’s impending death wouldn’t tear Cynthia away from her work. She turned to face him one last time before leaving. “And candidates three and four will arrive in the morning.”

“Two of them at once?” Bringing his little harem up to four already. “Why?”

Dr. Clare was already too far down the corridor to hear.


Janus already seemed weaker in-person. But he kept explaining what he wanted out of the colonies anyway. “You balance devotion and rationality, Ava has already made carrying on Cynthia’s work her own purpose, and your mother is as fair as she is ruthless. Who else could I have picked?”

Wes didn’t have any better answers. He knew Elena wouldn’t let her emotions get in the way of doing whatever had to be done. Often enough to be a risk to the end-goals, anyway. “That’s always been the problem with ethics. Swing too far toward sentimentality, and you might as well do nothing. Abandon everything but cold logic, and you become a monster.”

Like the student had learned the master’s core teaching, Janus let his shoulders relax. “Balance and context. And not in the wishy-washy ‘the truth is in the middle’ or ‘both sides are bad’ kinds of way.”

The truth had always felt like a moving target for Wes. Learn more, and it would shift somewhere else. Maybe not as far away as before, but it was never a static goal. “Still, it’s priming us to be called hypocrites.”

“So what?” Janus pressed the button to scoot himself closer to Wes’ seat. “No matter what we do, someone will anyway.”

The glaring contradiction came right to his mind. “Like the breeding program. If we’re supposed to reduce the human population, wouldn’t one child to every woman work better?”

Elena had the philosophy Janus had been trying to outline down already. “No matter what we do, famine and war will claim a few billion more lives before things get better. I know it’s cold, but if we want to guide human evolution, a bottleneck is the best chance to do so.”

Wes knew it was the truth. His donations to humanitarian groups in the past few years had accomplished nothing. Roving militias seizing aid and humanity’s refusal to live a simpler life to save itself seemed like our nature. Even after he’d pissed away more than the gross domestic product of some nations.

Janus tried clapping his hands together, barely making an audible pat. “Don’t look at it like we’re forcing the world into our way of thinking. It’s more like we’re presenting an alternative.”

As opposed to the system that allowed humanity explode to ten billion, and then crash like an overcrowded aquarium. Wes wanted to agree more than anything, but he knew certain interests were dug in. “Overcoming what people have believed for over a century will be an uphill battle, at best.”

Like it wasn’t a concern, Janus shot right back, “That’s why this project will take hundreds of years itself. How it overcomes that hurdle is up to you two.”

Elena spun her chair around and tucked her legs in like the weight of the world’s problems wasn’t half on her shoulders. “No pressure, right?” Anything resembling whimsy from her always meant she was cracking some kind of sick joke.

Wes emptied his lungs with one huff. “It’s not like I can back out now.” He eased back a little. “Now, tell me about the new girls coming in tomorrow.”


Amelie and Eve, huh… It sounded too biblical. And despite the different last names, they looked too similar. Not quite twin brunettes, but they close enough to fool some people. And both were all of twenty-five, a year younger than Wes.

According to GeneFactor’s records, they weren’t related at all. The only recent change was on their close friendship being the deciding factor in placing them in the same home. It gave Wes the suspicion that their father might be the same Donor.

He knew he’d have to talk Ava into a genetic test on them. GeneFactor had gotten into the business of faking results to suit its own purposes. Wes couldn’t trust what was ‘official.’

Otherwise, they looked like a solid win for any straight man. Amelie Benedict, a promising medical resident. And Eve Whitaker, already hold ‘PhD’ behind her name and rising star in the field of microbiology. Beautiful and brainy seemed like par for the course.

Wes closed the hologram of their records with a poke at his watch. Are we supposed to pair off the women with each other? Judging by Holly and Jenna’s compatibility, it seemed so.

His own reservations wouldn’t make their new life any easier, so Wes tried to shut them into the back of his mind. It was already past midnight, and they were set to arrive within seven hours.

Making sense of it all would have to wait.


The chopper pounded air in the distance. Wes shielded his eyes from the sun until he saw the faint dot.

Ava was there with everyone else. Grabbing her by the arm, he tried to pull her away from the group around the helipad without a fuss.

He figured she’d have no idea what it was about, but her true suspicion almost made him forget about his own issue. She squinted back at the group. “Don’t you think Mom and Jareth are getting a little too touchy-feely?”

One glance behind him confirmed what his sister had caught before him. His half-brother had a hand dangerously low around Elena’s waist. Even worse, one of her hands had tucked under his belt. What the hell?

“I mean, they’re not related, but thinking about Dad’s first kid getting it on with Mom squicks me out.” Ava poked Wes under the ribs. “See, look at that! It’s like they’re dating or something.”

Wait a second… It was almost too good to be true. “If it reigns Mom in, would it be so bad?”

Ava was about to start yelling. That is, until Wes covered her mouth with one hand.

And he couldn’t afford to get distracted. Almost growling, Wes semi-whispered, “Listen, I need you to run genetic tests on these new girls we’re waiting for. “

Waiting for his sister to calm down, he heard the rotor wash draw closer. The noise was about to ramp up exponentially.

“I won’t believe they’re not sisters until I see a test you’ve done, personally.”

Wes’ revelation shocked Ava more than the younger version of their father Elena was chasing. Feeling safe in that, Wes removed his hand, letting her start in. “You don’t trust Dr. Clare?”

He could talk at a normal level now, without spilling the beans to everyone else. “Yes and no.”

“Why would she lie about something like that? If GeneFactor fudged their genealogy results, I’m sure she’d put it in their internal files.”

“If you confirm they’re not related, I’ll put more trust in Cynthia from here on out. Believe me, I want to be wrong.”

Ava cocked her head. “What’s wrong with having kids with a pair of sisters, so long as they’re not your own?”

Wes couldn’t help smirking. “What’s wrong with Mom getting banged by one of Dad’s kids, so long as she didn’t have him?”

“Because it’s gross!”

“A threesome between myself and two sisters is legit incest. Mom and Jareth getting it on wouldn’t be. There’s the damned difference.”

Ava nearly had to shout over the chop in the air. “But she’s old enough to be his mom.”

Wes eased closer instead of running himself out of breath. “And looks as young as we do. If he’s set to live as long as her and looks almost exactly like Dad, I don’t blame Mom one bit.”

The landing gear descended as the chopper hovered directly over the concrete pad. Ava had given up, punching Wes in the arm instead. “Just take your new toys and have fun.”

Breeding stock, experiments, and now toys. Wes hated the terms for his own kind like they were slurs. Am I gonna be the only one here who sees ourselves as people?


Wes had given Amelie and Eve the tour of the central compound himself. Stepping across the boundary of his own patch of the mowed valley, he stopped in front of them and turned around. “I’ll show you two the other parts of the colony tomorrow. In the meantime, welcome home.”

They looked at each other and giggled behind their hands like teenagers. Whispering too low for him to make it out, neither one of them took their eyes off Wes.

“Something wrong?”

Eve, the shorter one with a higher voice and a tad more curves, took the lead. “Why haven’t we met the other two yet?”

“Holly’s getting your homecoming ready, and Jenna’s doing who-the-hell-knows what.” They’re supposed to have IQ’s over 150, but they act like airheads. “I think the four of you will get along fine.”

Amelie piped up before Wes could turn for the porch. “So, what about yourself? We don’t know a thing about you, other than your name and that you head our family now.”

“That brunette who swabbed your cheeks is my big sister.” Wes started for the door, with or without them. Even thinking of his argument with Ava pushed his blood pressure up. “The goofy fucker who looks kinda like me is my half-brother, Jareth.”

Between the sound of gravel crunching behind him, Wes heard Amelie’s next question. “And the blonde girl? She looks just like Ava, other than the hair color.”

“That’s our Director, Elena Jensen.”

“So is she be your sister too?”

Wes kept quiet until he had them in the shade of the gabled porch. “She’d be happy to hear that, considering she’s my mother.” And whether his half-brother was trying to get in his mom’s pants, or if it was the other way around, wasn’t putting him in a happier mood.

Eve snatched his arm before Wes could grab the door. “Hold up, she’s way too young.”

And you’re way too nosy. “I guess I inherited some good genes, huh?”

Amelie sounded meek as she asked the obvious. “And your father?”

“Dead for the past twenty years. He was one of GeneFactor’s donors, just like your fathers.”

Both of them shut up and looked at him with a mix of sympathy and pain. Amelie broke the silence. “Eve’s died when she was in high school, and I never met my father.”

Another log tossed on the fire of suspicion. “This is supposed to be a happy day for all of us.” He faked a smile and opened the door, waving them in. “Come on, let’s see what Holly’s been planning.”


Wes had excused himself from the massive dining room table fit to seat the planned family of nineteen, plus several guests. Ducking into the nearest bathroom, the lights flicked on without any input.

The screen on his watch had Ava’s call code preloaded from earlier. Wes tapped and waited for several endless seconds.

Her face looked too chipper as she started talking like this Maury Povich guy they remembered watching as kids. “In the case of twenty-five year old Eve, Todd Whitaker… You are the father! In the case of twenty-five year old Amelie, you are... not the father!”

“Really, Ava?” The relief was there, but his sister could ruin anything with a joke.

“What? They’re not related, so you’re free to bang away, right?”

Wes tilted his head up to look away from the screen. “Yeah, thanks.”

Before he could end the call, Ava butted in, “You owe me now.”

“And you just sounded like Mom. Do I need to chaperon you and Jareth now?” He looked at her with a hard smirk.

It sunk into Ava’s head a couple of seconds later. “Oh fuck you!” Ava caught herself before Wes could fire his next zinger. “And don’t you make a crack about us out of that, either.”

“You know me well.”

“I’d hope so.” Ava stopped her fuming act. “Either way, have fun role-playing the twin angle with them. They really do act like sisters, even though they’re not.”

Gross. “Call your favor in later. Bye.”

At least he knew now. The lights shut off behind him automatically as he left to get back to everyone else.

Wes rounded the corner and almost ran into Holly as she carried dessert. She was glowing and beaming like a newlywed bride who’d just gotten a positive pregnancy test. “You know, I really like those two.”

Keeping his voice down, he took the red velvet cake from her hands. “In what way?”

Holly blushed. “Not like that.” Her face got even redder. “Yet, anyway.” From the living model of the CEO’s ideal girlfriend, to a complete nympho housewife.

Wes held the cake up in one hand, using the other to give Holly the pat on the ass she’d always liked, even before the colony. “You did good today.” Which he always tried to remind her of, daily.

Holly thrived on praise for keeping the house in order. “Stop! I can’t go in there blushing like this.”

“What, your girlfriend might get jealous?”

“You know Jenna and I are just really close friends.”

“Incredibly close. Two knuckles inside each other, even.”

Holly swatted him on the thigh. “Hush. You like to watch us before you join in anyway.”

“Wanna test drive these two for me?”

Like he’d asked the impossible, Holly slammed the brakes mid-step. “It’s not like I know them that well yet.”

“And you’ve known Jenna for more than a couple of weeks?”

Scrunching one side of her mouth at him and dropping her eyebrows, Holly then crossed her arms before answering, “Neither have you.”

Fair point. But Wes paused before he could get out his next thought. “Give them several days to adjust, and then get to ‘know’ them?”

“I was thinking tomorrow.” Holly started turning for the dining room. “Speaking of which, Jenna told me there’s a really nice swimming hole with a waterfall in one of the valleys. I think we should make an afternoon of it.”

Wes followed, getting one more addendum out. “After we take care of everything else. They still need to see the rest of the colony before you get any ideas.”

“Then why not do both at once?”


Eve and Amelie were as awestruck with the periphery facilities as they’d been over the central compound, and their new home. Wes started the electric motor on the utility vehicle as Jenna and Holly followed the new additions.

Wes stopped Holly before she could claim shotgun. “Tour’s over. I need Jenna up here.”

Holly smiled and opened the door wider. As Jenna slid in, she took her place in the back next to Eve. “You two remembered to grab swimsuits, right?”

The pile of bikinis and beach towels in the cargo bed had reminded Wes of the ultimate goal all morning. Amelie, starting to seem like the more curious of the two, let out the obvious. “There’s no beach here. From what I saw, it’s a good mile of cliffs in either direction.”

Jenna fastened her seat belt, the diagonal strap forcing her tits apart under her olive top. “Wes, take the road south and cross the ridge. We’re heading for the creek in the next valley.”

Which meant three or four kilometers on gravel, and no telling how far on foot. Even though it was barely past noon, Wes already knew how long it took to get anywhere in this terrain.“How long will it take?”

“Maybe an hour.”

Backing the rambler up, he checked the rear view mirror and caught Holly whispering something to Eve. By the time they were moving forward, he’d already figured the house matron was brewing some kind of plan. What shocked him was how pleased Eve looked.


Nearly a mile, up a hollow that made coastal California seem flat as a pool table... And no hint of a trail other than the creek itself. Wes had been holding back a string of obscenities that kept getting longer with the hike for a while.

Jenna, the lone athlete of the group, kept having to stop for everyone else. But this time, she wasn’t frowning as she waited.

Climbing up the rise, Wes heard a faint roar of water grow until he had to piss. The only saving grace was that the walk back would be downhill.

The subtropical forest split at the top of the rise. A sheet of turquoise spread until everyone hit the peak. The water going clear with only a few more feet of elevation almost made him snap.

“It’s a damn puddle.”

Jenna undid the front of her shorts. “No, it just looks like it from here.” She pointed to the sheet of water coming off the overhanging rocks. “Every waterfall has a pool under it.”

At least it looks clean. Wes unlaced his boots. “How deep?”

“A few parts go over my head.” Which wasn’t saying much, considering how short Jenna was. She winked at Holly. “You can swim, right?”

Sitting on a rock as she unbuttoned her shirt, Holly stuck out one middle finger without skipping a beat. “You’ve got all of two inches on me.”

Wes pulled his own shirt off. Sitting it in the growing heap of clothes, he couldn’t help slipping in his own jab. “Relatively speaking, when you’re that short, two more inches means a lot.”

“Fuck both of you.”

Jenna stepped in to make it even worse. “Is that a promise?”

“Piss off.”

It reminded Wes of the bladder emergency. He looked at Jenna as he stepped back in his boots. “How far up the hill do I need to go for a leak?”

“It’s not our water supply, but yeah, don’t piss in it. As long as you go on a tree, fifty feet past the clearing should be enough.”

With Amelie following behind him, Wes took the easiest path up. Out of sight of the rest, he stopped at a split in the animal trail. The fact that she was only in a bra, boots, and a tiny strip of cutoff jeans made Wes smile more than he intended. “Well, what do you think of the place?”

She pushed a few stray locks off her forehead. “If this is supposed to be our new lives, it’s like a permanent vacation with a part-time job.”

“Don’t get too comfy. Once all the houses fill up, we’ll have more work.”

“Yeah, but it’s still nowhere near as much as I was working in my residency. Like, less than half every week.”

He could have said the same about his old life. “You go left, I’ll go right.”

“Sure.” Amelie turned away with a grin and a blush.

Finding a gnarled trunk to wet up, Wes unzipped his pants. Did she think I brought her up here for something else? Or maybe acting so flirty was the default with Succuba Gamma.

Shaking the last few drops off his prick, Wes zipped himself up. He gazed up the slope, seeing nothing but a solid barrier of life.

Most people would call this paradise. Not that there were many places like it remaining in the late-2040’s. The rest of the world is going to shit, and here we are, barely working and fucking our brains out.

If he hadn’t heard Amelie’s footsteps, Wes probably wouldn’t have found her again. They met in a place that wasn’t where they’d parted. She looked around, getting dangerously close to hugging against him as she said, “Remind me not to get lost out here.”

“No joke.” The noise of the waterfall and the slope pointed the way, but it still felt like they were miles from anyone. “Keep walking downhill until you hit the coast, I guess?”

“You flew in the same way I did, right?” Amelie wrapped her arms around one of his own. “I think I saw a town to the north, way off, but I’m not sure.”

“Te Puia isn’t even a town, and it’s miles from the coast. You probably saw Waipiro Bay.” Which was just a few houses and abandoned buildings.

Amelie pulled herself tighter against his arm. “Holly told us about what we’re supposed to do here.”

“And?”

“Is she pranking us?”

Balling a fist, Wes figured it was time to learn how much candidates really knew ahead of time. “What did she tell you that GeneFactor didn’t?”

She almost hugged around his elbow. “Before the medication, we weren’t told much. That’s what worries me.”

“And it made you act differently than normal.” Well, someone else has their sanity left. Thank fuck.

“Would you have agreed to all this before?”

Amelie rested her forehead against Wes’ bicep. “I know it sounds awful, but I really don’t know. If I assume the world will keep getting worse, it’s not even be a question.”

She hadn’t said much, but it explained a lot. “You wanted to help people. Even doctors have it rough nowadays, so I know med school wasn’t about the money for you.”

“And what about yourself?”

Unlike his tech CEO friends, Wes hadn’t bought himself a bunker and years of preserved food. “You know about GeneFactor’s history, right?”

“Enough to know why I never met my father.”

Wes didn’t have it in him to break the news that he had likely died of heart failure years ago. “The head of this org put the future of it in my family’s hands. Not that I was told much more than you before I got here.”

The rest of her body pushed against Wes. “Well, I can already tell you and Holly were a thing before all of this. She acts like she’s your wife.”

“Matron of the house, but yeah, we’d been dating for two years before this.” A pang of guilt made Wes ask what he hadn’t even asked Jenna yet. “So, did you have anyone before now?”

Amelie took half a step back. “Kinda, but it wasn’t that serious. Between my residency and his schedule, we saw each other every other week, if we were lucky.”

It wasn’t enough to guilt Wes too badly, but it told him that Amelie and Eve had simply been close friends before arriving. “We’d better head back. They’re probably talking about how we’re doing more than taking a piss already.”

Letting her hand wrap around Wes’, Amelie followed him down the hill. “Holly told us the basics.”

Wes almost stopped in his tracks.

“But I’m glad you’re after more than that.”

Which did plant his feet in the ground. “How many milligrams of Succuba Gamma do they have you on, and how long have you been on it?”

“Two doses of thirty, daily, for two weeks now.”

The exact same as Holly and Jenna before they arrived. “I know this is the last thing I should ask, but what’s your weight?”

“I’m a medical resident, so I used put people on scales all the time.” But Amelie still paused. “One forty.”

Putting her around a third over Holly’s weight. Which didn’t make a girl barely shorter than himself heavy by any means. “That explains why you’re acting a little more normal than the rest.”

“Define ‘normal’ here.”

For the colony itself, totally insatiable and with a hard case of the baby rabies. Wes turned where he stood and leaned against a massive tree trunk. “I’m supposed to tell Dr. Clare-Rickard about any differences so they can be corrected.”

Amelie dropped one brow. “So I’m not up to code?”

“I want you to keep your mouth shut about it. I will too.”

Her mouth twisted like she was trying to read his intentions. Amelie kicked at a fallen stick in front of her. “You want me as some kind of control sample, is that it?”

“No, I want someone with at least some their sanity intact.” He looked up at the solid canopy of leaves through the undergrowth. “And I think you can help me figure out what even my sister won’t tell me.”

“She ran a genetic profile on us, didn’t she?”

“The cheek swab gave it away?”

Wes heard Amelie make a couple of steps closer to him. “Don’t worry, I’m not related to Eve. I already did the same test, because I’ve had my own suspicions for years.”

He looked down and realized their postures matched exactly. Crossed arms, leaning on a tree, one foot propped on the toes. “Then we’re on the same page about this place.”

“Eve is why I got talked into this. What made you doubt it?”

“I knew even less than you did before I arrived. The promise I’d made to Janus as my godfather and biggest investor in my company obligated me to do it. But I hate all the secrets they’re not telling me.”

Amelie grabbed the smaller trunk behind her and leaned forward. “It doesn’t look like it’ll be a bad life, though. Especially since GeneFactor paid off my student loans for signing up. Cynthia even promised to handle my residency requirements under her supervision.”

“I looked at the list of jobs they’re planning on staffing with the colonists. Are you supposed to be the general practitioner, OB/GYN, or pediatrician?”

Her cheeks went peachy shade of pink. “I haven’t decided on my specialization yet. I was only on the first year of my residency.”

Te Puia’s hospital seemed the most likely place for the program, since such a tiny rural hospital wouldn’t turn down free volunteers as residents. Cynthia had been more of a geneticist than a practicing medical doctor for decades, anyway.

Wes pushed himself off the bark. “I’ve already said they’ll be wondering why we’re gone so long. I do want to talk more about this later.”

Amelie had more pep in her walk than before. “Same.”


The sun had traveled far enough to end the girls’ tanning session on the pebble beach. Wes hated to admit that Jenna had been right about the secret pool, but he couldn’t deny how much six feet of spring-fed water had cooled him off. He assumed generations of colonists would make first trips there a rite of passage.

Hearing them chat over the noise of the waterfall, Wes figured it was time to leave the shade of the overhanging rocks and the boulder that let him sit up to his neck in the water.

Jenna’s voice made it through the splashing. “One more dip?”

It didn’t take long for pairs of sloshing feet to close in.

Holly sounded worried as they reached the drop-off. “I don’t see him.”

“Back here!” He stood on top of the hidden seat. “Behind the waterfall!”

Backstroking until he felt the ledge, Wes then pulled himself up on the slick rock. The hidden grotto wasn’t deep enough to be a cave, but the only entry was to swim through the fall.

Their splashing kept getting closer until one face after another broke through the water curtain. Eve and Holly grabbed the rock shelf first.

The cool air made Holly’s yellow bikini top poke in the middle of each breast. “Why didn’t you tell us about this?”

Jenna and Amelie added to the crowd. Like she was throwing back to her figure skating days, Jenna stood in her white two-piece, complete with blue frills around the waist. Pointing at the ceiling, she said, “There’s black shale over a layer of mudstone. I should have figured there’d be kind of hole back here.”

It made sense to Wes for a forestry biologist to know a decent amount of geology. “Any caves likely nearby?”

“All the rock is sedimentary around here, so it’s not likely.”

Which told Wes he wouldn’t have to worry about future generations losing members to teenage caving accidents.

Holly pushed herself against him, her nipples pressing into the bottom of his ribs. Pushing herself up on tippy-toes, she whispered, “Sometime when I’ve got you to myself, we’re sneaking here.”

“I don’t there’s any curfew or travel bans for us.”

“You know what I mean.”

His trunks felt like they’d just shrunk two sizes.

Jenna pointed at Wes’ hips and grinned. “Well, someone likes what he just heard.”

Eve looked impressed, but Amelie stayed back with a knowing smile.

Wes put an arm around the small of Holly’s back. “Does everything have to be about my dick?”

Holly patted on the lower reach of his stomach. “Yeah, kinda. Have you already forgotten where you are?”

“Fu—” He cut himself off. ‘Fuck me,’ was likely to turn the leisure trip into an orgy.

Knowing his habits, Holly hugged around his side. “Fuck you? I know every single one of us can arrange that.”

“You know what I would have meant.”

“And we talked about this last night. Remember?”

Eve and Amelie’s attention perked up, for totally different reasons between them.

Now I know what she meant by ‘Then why not both at once?’ “They haven’t agreed to shit.”

Like it was nothing, Eve trotted forward. “Uh, I did.”

Wes looked at Amelie. She blushed, but couldn’t deny what even the relatively lighter dose of Succuba Gamma had done to her. “I didn’t turn her idea down either. That’s what we’re all supposed to do at some point, right?”

So much for having a sane one. As the other three closed in like a pack of raptors around the pack alpha and her prey, Wes tried to think of a distraction. “Isn’t getting dark soon?”

Jenna grinned a little too hard. “The ridges block the sun well before it sets. We’ve got at least three hours of walkable light left.”

And the damn vehicle had headlights.

“Listen, can it wait until we get back?”

Amelie stepped in front of him, almost nose-to-nose. “It took us under an hour to hike up here, and it’s downhill. I don’t think you’ll last long enough to make it a problem.”

“But I thought you were—”

“Less affected?”

“Yeah.”

Eve nested against Amelie, their matching sky-blue bikinis almost glowing in the rock shelter’s darkness. “Holly told me the plan, and I told Amy what was up. Just like how I got her to sign on to this whole program a couple of days ago.”

“So you’re losing your grip.” Wes had figured at least something out about how Succuba Gamma worked. “It builds up in your system, over time.”

Like he was a moron for not figuring out the connection between Succuba Gamma and how Queen-Types like his mother passed their traits on, Amelie snickered at him. “No, it forces genetic changes. Just like the Patrem formulas.”

Orphaned pieces fell together and snapped in place. Donors and Queen-Types… And their mutual children with the same abilities. “Like two parents having the same recessive gene.”

Amelie smiled too much. “Bingo!”

“Who told you all of this, and why?”

“When we compared what GeneFactor told us, I put it all together on my own. Eve has no medical training, but I do.” Amelie’s forehead bumped against the bridge of Wes’ nose. “If you ask me, I think GeneFactor isn’t pairing two children from both Donor and Queen-Types for a reason.”

“And that is?”

“If you think it’ll make an even more powerful version of either, you’re mistaken.”

Why Elena had always warned him about the consequences of feelings for Natalie Kincaid, ‘Aunt’ Emmy’s daughter, suddenly made sense. “What would happen?”

“Nobody knows. The same powers, increased abilities over the parents, or unmentionable birth defects from screwing with the human genome that much… Without a test case, it’s impossible to tell, and GeneFactor wasn’t willing to risk that kind of cruelty on a child. Who knows when the genetic time-bomb would go off and kill them…”

It put Wes at some measure of ease that it hadn’t been tried. “Believe it or not, that makes me feel a little better.”

Amelie’s smile turned warm. “Our colony’s Director has a sense of ethics. Holly told me you were like this.”

If he was bound to be locked into his station, Wes at least wanted some control. “You have that kind of empathy too.” And he couldn’t rule out his own mother or sister getting risky with the breeding program. “Volunteer to be the OB/GYN, and we’ve both got a deal here.”

“Why?” Amelie was already dropping to her knees in front of him.

“If what’s left of my family has control of the genetics, you’ll have more pull with them than I probably would.” His trunks jerked down an inch or so. “Yeah, the world’s gone to shit, and human life is damn near worthless anymore, but I can’t let people be experiments.”

One of Amelie’s hands was already pulling the waistband over his erection. Her other gripped him about mid-shaft. “Your older sister is twenty-eight, right? You’re about that many years, plus ten months, too late for this kind of order.”

What the fuck am I, exactly? While no problems from pairing the children of separate Donors had led to problems, the children of Queen-Types hadn’t produced offspring of their own over the age of five yet.

Wes pointed the tip of his right index-finger against Amelie’s nose. “Before you start, how do you know the mutual grandchildren of Donors won’t have genetic problems?”

Giving him a torturous stroke down to his base, Amelie looked up at him. “X and Y chromosomes. The problematic genes are only an issue if they come from both the father and the mother. My own dad being a Donor won’t mean a thing, because my mother wasn’t a Queen-Type.”

“So Ava...” Her sudden refusal to have children of her own right after starting her thesis paper, with Cynthia’s help, made too much sense. “The daughters of Queen-Types risk too many birth defects in their own children, assuming the father might carry the same gene.”

Keeping her hand wrapped around the hilt, Amelie looked up and smiled one last time. “You nailed it.”

His knees already wanted to fold, but the way she took his cock into her mouth like it was nothing made Wes shudder.

Jenna and Eve kept getting closer, but Wes noticed that Holly had backed away a few steps. Keeping as much composure with his girlfriend as a guy with another woman’s mouth around his dick could, he asked, “What’s wrong?”

“You’re not okay with this. I can tell.”

Amelie took him to the back of her throat, forcing his neck to tighten. “Didn’t I already tell you? Of course I’m not!”

The world’s smallest Mama Bear activated. Digging nails into both of Amelie’s shoulders, Holly tried forcing her back from Wes’ hips. “He already told you... Back off!”

“Whoa!” It shamed him to say it, but it was the truth. “I was talking about the blowjob, okay?”

Holly pursed her lips. “Oh.”

What the hell am I doing?

She dropped right next to Amelie, eager to join as if nothing had happened. “If that’s the case, why didn’t you say something earlier?”

All Wes could do was pat his girlfriend on top of her head. “Enough’s already screwed without kicking up drama.”

Inching closer on her knees, Holly stared up as Amelie kept blowing away on his shaft. “Like what?”

It’s like I’m dealing with a bunch of sex-crazed lunatics. Wes inhaled and accepted his new station for what it was. “Right now, not a single thing.”

Jenna had already backed Eve against the far wall of the grotto. Not able to pin her wrists all the way up the mossy wall, Jenna leaned forward to lock them on both sides of Eve’s head.

Another mouth and smaller hand joined the festivities as Wes’ trunks shot down. Stepping out, he made sure his hips stayed in place. Sometimes a gift just has to be accepted.

The graze of a smaller hand along his cock made Wes move his fingers behind Holly’s ear. Her tongue flicked on one side while Amelie took the other.

Over the static splash of water from above, Eve’s first gasp put everyone in motion like a starting gun.

Wes’ other hand cupped Amelie’s cheek. He looked down, seeing the last shreds of doubt and shame leave her face. Both mouths claimed one half of his girth, meeting in the center, above and below.

Their tongues waltzed along the bottom of it. Nudging both of them to pick it up with his hands, Wes tilted his head back and sighed and grinned like a king in his first minute overseeing the royal court.

Not even ten feet away, Eve panted out, “Deeper... One more...” Wes glanced over to see Eve’s leg wrap around Jenna’s almost at the hips.

Meanwhile, his current pleasures were adoring his length with their lips and tongues. Amelie nibbled just enough to put bumps all over his skin.

Holly pulled back until she was at his tip, cupping his sack and beaming like her true calling in life was in her face. “As the house mom, who should I give the honor too?”

Eve had already turned the tables on Jenna, trading places as the limber nympho clamped three limbs around, with no telling how many fingers on the other still inside her.

“Those two are doing just fine.” Wes patted against Holly’s cheek and said, “Why don’t you make that outburst up to our friend here?”

She giggled like Wes had taken the words out of her mouth. As Amelie stopped tasting him, Holly gave her a wide grin. “Go ahead. I promise he’s every bit as good as I told you last night.”

The moment of understanding between himself and Amelie turned into something hot in his throat. As she rose up to within inches of his level, Holly throttled his pulse with a smooth thrust of her head.

Wasting no time, Wes let Amelie’s hands rest on his shoulders. His pressed around her waist as he cocked his head to face her.

Close enough to feel the turbulence in her breathing, he didn’t see any hint of those doubts from before.

“Is this,” she looked happy, at least, “what life will be for us from now on?”

“Yeah.” Plus two more women, at some later date. “Are you sure it’s what you want?”

Barely touching him with her fingers, she slid one hand down to the center of his chest. “I thought your heart would be racing, but it’s not. Like you know the answer already.”

Holly gave him a deep-throat treat that broke his gaze.

Son of a…

Amelie’s hand dipped lower, tracing the center line of his abs until it reached where to top of his trunks used to be. “I want Eve in on this, but I get the last round this time.”

The sounds next to the wall stopped. Holly pulled her head back at a glacial pace, pressing her tongue hard and giving Wes all the vacuum she could. Like she was trying to suck the soul right out of him.

“Something wrong?”

His teeth chattered as Holly worshiped the last third of his dick. With a twitch like a nervous tic, Wes tried to regain his composure.

“Or is everything going better than you thought?”

Phop.

“Ff… Hol...”

Holly giggled and gave him a quick tug.

“Holy shit!”

Giving him a snappy tap on the ass, Holly finished pulling his swimming trunks down. Standing up, she didn’t even look back at Wes and Amelie. “Have fun!”

Eve was already at him when he realized how much further his main relationship had changed. Far from a threesome with some new girl, Holly was passing him off to two other girls who were basically strangers to them.

Nearly identical, especially with their soaked hair and matching bikinis, Wes felt like he was about to break some taboo. But Ava’s test results had settled the matter.

Baby blue string whipped from behind Eve’s back. Her top loosened until it shifted down her breasts.

Amelie hooked the middle with one finger, dropping it with the slightest tug.

Eve reached around her near-twin’s back. The sound of a wet knot coming undone barely hit Wes’ ears.

But when their lips met, his entire body felt as if liquid fire pumped through his veins. Unable to get enough of each other, Amelie and Eve leaned against him for support.

Wes eased them down, not minding that they were making out with his dick stuck between both pairs of tits.

Jenna held one hand up around Holly and closed it a couple of times at him. “Someone’s having the time of his life right now.”

Shifting into reverse, Holly looked at her own ‘closest friend.’ “It’s their first time with him. We should help.”

Oh Lord.

Resting with his palms against the stone floor, he watched Holly take her place behind Eve, and Jenna against Amelie. The chaotic, writhing mess of hands worked the knots on every remaining piece of swimwear free in seconds.

Nibbling at the ears in front of them, Holly and Jenna wrapped their arms around their targets’ waists.

Without a hint of ceremony, Holly looked at Wes as happy as he’d ever seen her. “I don’t think you’ll last two minutes.”

Making it worse, Jenna leaned over the mass of taller brunettes, inches from Holly’s face. Creating an arch of bare, moaning womanhood with their lips and arms, it laid out the full buffet on top of Wes himself.

Fuck it. The master bed was plenty for all involved, but he wanted to dive into the middle. Of both the action, and one of the new offerings laid across his body.

Amelie eased her lips away from Eve’s. Before he could realize what that look meant, she got on hands and knees.

Like they’d talked it out within each others mouths, Eve sat up and held Wes’ shaft upright.

Soaked hair danced over is chest, coiling against his skin until Amelie’s mounds pressed against him. “Is this what you want?”

His head didn’t nod so much as it bobbed. With Jenna and Holly trapping him below the knees, and Eve aiming his cock for the main event, it’s not like Wes would have had any choice in the matter.

Resting his head in a stone divet, he graced his hands with the curve of her waist on each side. Pressing against the apex of her hips, his arms straightened as Amelie’s heat grew.

His shaft danced at the base, striking the head against Amelie’s clit under Eve’s guidance.

Wine red lips parted to show him a thin line of white. Her face eased closer, dangerously close to his own.

A prod of entry shot his eyes wide open.

“From now on, it’s yours.” Amelie kept her lips parted a little further.

The plunge forced Wes to breathe deep. Tight at first, and then blossoming into pure luxury as their hips met. This felt like the pussy a man could wait lifetimes for.

Amelie’s mouth pressed into his. The slight rotation of her head and hands rubbing along his neck pushed Wes into taking his own initiative.

Forcing her back up his length and then back to home base with a firm push on her body, it tempted a faint moan past Amelie’s throat.

Nibbling at her bottom lip, he gave just enough of a suck on it to urge her forward. Petal soft, from mouth to tits to cunt, it felt like more than a hormonal fling.

Both thighs spread a little more, forcing her slit to take in all it could. The wetness inside eased up with every rise and fall of herself.

Wes consumed Amelie’s voice one last time before she pushed against the rock. Weaving the honeypot forward, down, back, then up, she planted one hand against his sternum.

Her other arm drifted up, pushing her breasts up as wrapped it around her chest. “Well, how is it?”

“Fucking incredible.” Wes kept exhaling the final syllable in silence.

“Yeah?” Grinding herself into his dick, Amelie’s shoulders bunched together. “What are you gonna do with it later?”

Spreading his arms out, he was about to respond.

“Actually, don’t say it. She’ll get too jealous and steal it from me.” Stopping the motion, Amelie leaned back until Wes’ tip pushed against her roof.

With a deep shove of her body forward, she had him gasping. All ten of her fingernails scraped hard enough to leave white lines on his pecs.

“Don’t you dare come inside her.”

Amelie’s pussy didn’t consume him again like Wes almost begged for it to. Instead, she pushed herself even further up, leaving his erection without its new home in the chilled air.

Wes had lost track of Eve, but it didn’t take long to find her the tiny space. Snared in the arms of Jenna and Holly, she was already getting pre-gamed for her own turn.

Close to hitting her head on the ceiling as she stood straight, Amelie tucked an arm under her breasts again as she pushed two fingers against her cheekbone with the other. Even in the receding daylight and shade of the overhang, she was undeniably on par with the rest of GeneFactor’s legacy.

She turned her head back at the tangle of the same perfection behind her. “I’m not using him right this second.”

The unmistakable noise of women going at each other stopped all at once. After Amelie stepped aside, Wes saw Holly whisper something to Eve.

Jenna crawled to him on all fours, stopping feet short of his face. “Eve’s been asking me how good you are.” Bending down like she was grovelling at his dick, Jenna’s stopped short of his tip. “All. Day.”

Her mouth took him in and out in one fluid motion.

I’m not gonna survive this damn trip.

Acting like she couldn’t help it, Jenna aligned the center of her tongue with his length. Trying to spread it until she wrapped the entire circumference, she moaned like it was mana from Heaven.

Jenna winked at him as she sat up on her knees. “I need more of this.”

The way she pulled Amelie down to the floor told Wes that it wasn’t the taste of his cock that excited her.

Holly still kept a hand between himself and Eve’s ear.

Wes didn’t mind the breather, but Amelie settling her cunt on top of Jenna’s face wasn’t helping the demand he’d just heard. “Are you two done gossiping yet?”

Eve’s blush overshot pink, sending her cheeks into the same territory as that raspberry red lipstick both herself and Amelie seemed to love so much.

Holly motioned for him to come over with too much enthusiasm.

Despite the wear of getting between a sex-fiend and solid rock, Amelie’s words had fucked him up more than anything else. Not that it mattered to either of these two.

Grabbing Wes and Eve by a wrist, she trotted them to the far end of the hideout. But still close enough to hear Jenna’s tongue speaking through Amelie’s cunt-to-mouth bypass, mind you.

The whispering was meant for him now. “Amelie’s lying. She wants you to come in Eve.”

Yep, they’re gonna fucking kill me before I get out from under this goddamned waterfall. “Stop bullshitting.”

Eve leaned her ass against a slope in the wall. Not quite standing, and not quite lying down, the tidy crease between her thighs was at the perfect height for him.

Holly wasn’t letting it go. “Ask her for yourself.”

“Say it loud enough that Amelie can hear it.”

She glanced behind herself and grinned back at him. “Do you really think she’s worried about what we’re saying right now?”

“I’m not doing it.” Wes looked at Eve’s body and the open invitation as she pushed her ankles against the back of her thighs. “You get the next round.”

What Amelie had in aggression, Eve had in that pout.

Holly seemed offended for the very first time since she’d hit the colony. “Aww! Really, Wes?”

Because of course, I’m the asshole. “When we get back home.”

Matching Eve’s puppy-dog look, Holly spread the folds laid out in front of him with two fingers. “I promise, I’ll make sure you don’t toss off early.”

The hard throb in his cock meant that it agreed with her.

Eve’s lips lifted at the corners as he pulled closer. Breaching past her entrance, the girl looked like her purpose in life was being realized.

“It feels good, right?”

Wes kept sliding further in. Every part of her felt matched to his own size and shape.

“I promise Amelie won’t get mad. I’m in charge, remember?”

Of who, exactly?

“That’s it.” Holly gave a terse slap on his ass before dropping to a whisper again. “Fucking come in her. I bet you can already feel how much she wants it.”

Even when it was soaked, Holly could tempt a guy with nothing more than the feel of her curls on his shoulders. “Fucking come in her already.”

Eve’s pull felt like gravity. The shake in her jaw didn’t argue against it either. “Fucking do it, please!”

“You heard her.” Like twisted strands of the same bad idea, Holly’s touch danced from shoulder to ass until it ended in a push. “You own it, so act like you do.”

Fuck! Outside of that kind of moment, Wes would have stopped at the idea of owning even a part of someone else. But balls-deep in a girl begging him to do it, as his girlfriend cheered him on?

Nothing was about to stop him from jerking back and then bracing himself against the rock Eve was on. Driving forward with everything he had, Wes bumped her entire body an inch up the surface.

The resistance inside her eased. Smooth greatness merged with the heat, forcing him to give Eve another shot of himself.

Holly grabbed at his waist, pulling him back again. “You know you want it as much as she does.” She gave him a nudge.

Eve’s jaw dropped. As her hands overlapped behind him, Wes had to rip himself into her again.

Not satisfied with keeping it vocal, Holly stepped to Wes’ left. She ran fingers down to Eve’s cunt. “Go on, she’ll come with you.”

Amelie’s words started to fade, but her voice still filled the air. Wes looked over, seeing her sprawled out just feet away. Whatever Jenna was doing to her with her fingers and tongue didn’t give her a break from earlier.

Holly took hold of his chin with her other hand. “Pay attention to who you’re fucking right now.”

Eve wasn’t resting her feet on the ground anymore. Between the grit and his thrusts driving her back up, she wasn’t going anywhere.

Satisfied, Holly leaned between them and whispered something else to her new ‘friend.’ Both of them giggled at once.

Glass-smooth skin graced his sides. Wes pushed himself off of the stone and took hold of Eve’s thighs.

Both legs grazed upward. As they pushed together, Wes moved them to the side. The way it tightened her up did even more than the backs of Eve’s thighs giving him a resting point.

Meanwhile, Holly kept the pressure alive down below.

Eve forced her eyes open to look at him. “Don’t slow down...”

Her walls tensed as Wes sank in. Settling deep and feeling her climax would have been plenty, assuming Holly’s provocation hadn’t worked.

Ramming himself through her depth again, Eve’s voice took over Amelie’s and the roar of the water. His hands coiled around her elbows, pressing her against the rock and blessing him with the right kind of grip.

The side of her foot bumped against his ear in rapid succession. Every thrust pushed Eve closer until her screams turned raw.

Rumbling tension shot through her legs. Wes gave her one more jarring crash, stiffening her into a toe-curling lock.

Shrieking and pulsing with life on the inside, Eve’s cunt gripped around his shaft like a Chinese finger trap. Her entire rattled until it the climax slammed her with brutal force.

Wes held on as her voice trailed off. As he started to hear Amelie’s frenzy again, he remembered the forceful demand she’d made.

Eve settled into the afterglow. Holly rubbed a few parting gifts into the poor girl’s clit, forcing her to jerk and whimper.

Torture after an orgasm had become Holly’s favorite past-time. Wes eased the legs off his shoulder and back to the ground. “Easy!” He knew the overload could go too far in an instant. “She just fucking came. Give her a minute.”

“You mean you didn’t come?”

“Not yet.” He stepped back and locked eyes with Amelie. “But she’s about to.”

Stepping her way, Wes held his hands out for her. Jenna was still working some kind of miracle with her mouth.

Trembling in her own rush to the end, Amelie tried to smile through a groan. Their hands locked.

Jenna wasn’t pleased. “Hey, she’s not done!”

Wes didn’t care. Pushing Amelie against the same rock Eve was gasping on, he was ready to finish the job himself.

Holly stroked her fingers along Eve’s rising breasts and watched. “Or you could come in her. Either one works for me.”

Sex pest. Wes grabbed behind Amelie’s right knee as it rose higher than her navel.

It had spread her pussy enough that he didn’t need guidance. But he couldn’t help rubbing his tip between her folds without entry.

Amelie bent her neck to the side. “Throwing it back in my face like that?”

He made sure to clock her bean a few times. “If you’re so damn close, it’s on you to catch me up.”

Both of her hands spread over the damp rock. With a shift of her legs, Wes felt the silky heat take him in. After letting out a breath that steamed in the air, Amelie shot back, “Less fucking around, more fucking.”

If it had been a bed, Wes would have pushed her face into what it was resting on. But stone? A bit too much, even for a pushy lay like Amelie.

Easing himself all the way in, Wes heard Jenna’s footsteps circle around to Eve. Clearly not done and feeling left out, she took his place in front of the shaking wreck he’d pulled out of. Holly joined in, slapping at Jenna’s ass and staying back there.

A sudden wiggle of Amelie’s hips forced his free hand into a ball. Straining against the urge to keep the fist, Wes grabbed the soaked bundle of hair hanging in front of him.

“You’re not the passive guy I had you pegged for.” Amelie reached back and pulled down on his arm, jerking her head even further. “Go ahead, I’m not fragile.”

Wes pushed forward, trapping her between himself and the boulder. Amelie smiled deep and closed her eyes.

The weight of her leg shifted as her cunt slid along his pole. Even with only one foot on the ground, she knew how to drive him straight to the edge.

Muscles threatened to cramp as he tried to lock her even tighter. Even with her neck bent to it’s limit and one leg stuck in a white-knuckle grip, it wasn’t stopping her.

Amelie opened her eyes before asking, “You feel it that much?”

“What?”

“That look on your face… You’re cock’s loving this.”

Indeed it was. Enraptured by the swirl of her passage, Wes didn’t know who had trapped who. Nor did he care.

Eve reached a hand out, wrapping it around Amelie’s. Wes let go of her hair, easing Amelie’s face against the rock and pinning it so she had to look at her friend.

Catching the gesture, Eve grinned at both of them before locking on his eyes. “She’s in heaven right now.”

Her ass ground against his trunk as hot gasps emanated from Amelie’s mouth. Something about feeling a girl put her all into it, even locked into place, triggered a rush up his spine.

Wes tried to force himself even deeper. As the front of Amelie’s hips touched the rock, he had her nearly immobilized. From front to back, at least.

Waggling herself left to right instead, Amelie broke the moaning long enough to say, “He really thought he could stop it. It’s pretty cute.”

Holly put her own hand on top of Amelie and Eve’s. “He tries that with me too. It never works, and he knows it.”

He wanted to blurt, ‘Oh, shut up.’ But the feeling of Amelie’s walls, grazing hard on one side before switching to the other locked his jaw.

Amelie emptied her lungs with a moan that seemed like it would never stop. The mound of her g-spot pushed against the base in of his cock as she seethed air into her clenched mouth.

Even through his dick alone, the massage felt like it was pushing hard into his entire body. Electric waves shot down his limbs and he felt his pulse in both temples.

Whining it out, Amelie picked up her effort. “You’d better fucking come!”

Her total dominance, even pinned against the rock, had Wes spun up and ready to lose it any second.

Amelie tried pushing back with her ass. Wes didn’t allow her any mercy, crushing himself into her like he was trying to flatten her out.

Which, in that instant, did him in.

Her body shuddered as his lungs did the same.

Like his very essence was rising up from between his legs, the rush coursing through him gathered just behind the hilt.

Amelie stopped her screaming long enough to sputter out. “Do it!”

Trying to run her through, Wes’ body pressed forward with all it had. Her own surrendered, more than willing to take what it knew it was about to receive.

One rise of her hips to the left made the crack that broke the dam.

Clenching his teeth to the point of pain, Wes felt the release shoot through him all at once. “God damn!”

Amelie started boiling over. Her entry squeezed as her deep insides pulsed. Like that begging pussy knew what it was doing.

The sense of self left him with the initial blast. Like the structure of his own body was about to implode in on itself, Wes gave in as the second and third roped into Amelie’s cunt.

Static filled every sense until he could only feel his shaft and the give in his joints.

Warmth spread down the entire length as he kept coming. Four, five, six…

By the time Wes felt her leak onto his sack, the sound and dim light flooded back to his consciousness.

Amelie wasn’t back from the land of wonders yet, still trying to break out of the pin with random muscle spasms.

Wes’ head dropped. “Son of a bitch.”

The hourglass curve of her body kept shaking. But Amelie had enough sense come back to whimper, “Stay in me...”

Not that he had the energy to take his weight off her. With his nose buried in her hair, he whispered, “Next time, I’m breaking you.”

An aftershock rippled through her. After several gasps, Amelie nuzzled her face against his. “Eve gets the next round,” her cunt finally unlocked around him, “but I’m looking forward to it.”

If they’re this damn crazy with the birth control still in effect… Wes knew all four of them would act like addicts seeking their next fix when the time came. Or at least, until he would.


Wes knew better, but his older half-brother Jareth was the only person he hadn’t asked for advice yet. Plus, he wanted to figure out that whole touchy-feely thing with Elena. One of them was trying their hardest to get some action, if not both.

Easing back on a lounge chair next to a window in Jareth’s room of the central compound, Wes smiled with one side of his mouth. “So, this thing with my mom… What’s that about?”

Jareth stared back, looking exactly like Wes’ own father had, stubble and all. “You saw that?”

“Ava did too.”

Going white as tasteless bread, Jareth froze. “I mean, the only other women you’re not fucking are related to me. And I’m not fucking my own mom, or my half-sister.”

“I’m not mad.” Wes leaned forward. “I mean, Mom’s gotta get her jollies in too.”

Jareth relaxed like the weight of two trucks fell off his shoulders. “I’m sure Ava’s throwing a fit, though.”

Wes couldn’t help busting out a chuckle. “Yeah. Good luck with that.”

Jareth closed the several feet between them. Pointing out the floor-to-ceiling window, he looked confused. “So, you want us to take the house next to you, or clear across the valley?”

“You’re really gonna try it.” Wes broke into a full laugh for a moment. “I mean, you know I’d never accuse you of being smart, but you’re fucking mental.”

Like he knew it was true, Jareth, slapped Wes on the knee. “I wanted your mom before I even knew what to do with her. She’s fucking hot. Always has been.”

Wes kept giggling, trying his best to do a hick accent. “A’right, brother-daddy, I don’t need to hear details.”

“You’re really fine with it?”

Catching a breath as his brains came back, Wes looked up at him. “You look exactly like my father, and she misses the hell out of him. The possibility always had a room in the back of my head.”

“How do I handle Ava?”

“If you can’t handle her, Mom’s gonna use your skull as a wine glass someday. She’s Ava, but totally psycho. Every guy who tried dating her after Dad ran away screaming in the first week.”

“Well, can you talk to our sister for me?”

“I’ll calm her down, but I don’t want to hear my mom fucking you dead.” Wes pointed toward the house furthest from his own. “You’re gonna take that one.”

Jareth looked too giddy. “That’s a relief. She thought you’d be the problem.”

“That’s not why I came here tonight, but Mom’s always had a blind spot with her.” Wes noticed Jareth try to get a word in. “What’s your next question?”

Pretending to scratch the back of his neck, Jareth looked away. “Well, what’s Elena like, once you really get to know her?”

“Jesus Christ.” Wes leaned back in the seat. “You’ve already fucked her, haven’t you.”

He didn’t answer.

“And now that she’s satisfied, Mom’s cold as ice again, right?”

“How did you know?”

“I live with four women who have the same libido she’s had for decades. You’re her only option here, so give it a week or two.”

“Why are you so okay with this?”

Not that Wes loved the idea of them being a thing, but at least he had leverage over Jareth. “She can make her own decisions. We might have the same father, but it’s not incest.”

“So about what she likes...”

“I never dated the woman. You figure it out.” Wes clasped his hands together and smiled at Jareth like Elena would. “But my mother will probably act like a total bitch until she’s about to crack. If she’s anything like Holly and the rest of them are now, she’ll basically rape the hell out of you.”

Jareth tucked his bottom lip out and nodded. “Good to know.”
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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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