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I’m one more step closer to wrapping up all my loose projects. The final installment of Harem Project Alpha, and the last touches on Alpha Creation 5 are all I have left. This whole clean-up operation has eat into my output, but I’m willing to take the hit. Luckily it won’t be for much longer. 

At this point, I feel safe in working on my next new series. Harem Wish will start releasing soon, as I’ve already got the story outlined to the end and covers made. Without juggling five series and guilting myself to death over leaving so many things unfinished, September will see a lot more focus out of me. 


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 4

Soaked in perspiration and hoping like hell the auto-plow was almost done, Wes kept flinging the dug up rocks along the edge of the field. It wasn’t that the work itself was hard. But he regretted putting himself down for eight full hours on the hottest day of the week.

With his fifth housemate set to arrive near sundown, he was antsy to get the work done. Slapping the button marked ‘stop’ on the back for his last break, Wes reached for the water bottle nearby.

A grinding rumble from up the hill told him someone was coming. He rested his back against a filthy tire and killed most of a liter in seconds. Whoever it was, they risked flying off the gravel road at that kind of speed.

Who the fuck is it, and what do they want?

Another one of the eight utility vehicles crested the ridge. Braking at the last second for the switchback, the buggy kept tearing his way. It didn’t take him long to recognize the figure through the windshield.

Sis? A pang of dread put his stomach at his feet. Perhaps Janus had taken a sudden turn for the worst.

Cutting through the field, Ava had the throttle pinned. He couldn’t stand up fast enough to wave for her to stop before the cut across freshly plowed dirt.

Judging by the look on her face as she got out, Wes knew what the visit was about. “Oh hell.” News of his acceptance of Elena and Jareth being an item must have filtered down, some way or another.

“Wes!” She stomped the fluffed dirt into hardpan with every step. “What the fuck? Mom and Jareth? And you didn’t try to stop it?”

“Calm down.” He knew she’d act exactly this way and had mentally prepared for it. “It’s not like it’s any of our business.”

Ava kept storming closer. She reached him, slapping his head sideways. “I know she’s lonely, but fucking Jareth? Really?”

“You’re acting like it was my idea.” Wes saw her rear back, catching her wrist as it whipped his way again.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Let go!”

“Just to get slapped again?” His grip loosened as he saw the flood of tears on the verge of spilling out.

She didn’t mind the ring of dirt he’d left on her arm. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I knew you’d act exactly like this. Good to know I was right, and you’d have lost your shit just as hard a week ago as you are now. The only difference is who you’d take it out on.”

“But it’s Mom!”

Wes started to lose his patience, reigning himself in before he could get in her face. “If it makes her happy, who cares? Yeah, it’s not what I’d prefer, but it’s not my decision.” Trying to leave it at that, he pulled a half-rotten stick from the hopper and chucked it as far as he could.

When he turned back around, Ava was struck with disbelief.

“If we were fucking on the down-low, and Mom acted like you are now, I’d see her point. But really? Jareth has the same dad as we do, but if he didn’t fall out of it, he can get up in her snatch as much as he wants.”

Her nose wrinkled. “Fucking gross! You didn’t have to put it that way.”

“And you didn’t have to hit me. Now that you’ve calmed down, wanna call it even?”

Whipping herself around with both shoulders bunched together, Ava took a hard step back to her vehicle.

“Is that all you came out here for?” Too worn out to bother following here, Wes cupped his hands around his mouth. “I’m glad you’ve got enough free time to waste on crap like this!”

She glared back at him. “Your newest toy will be here in two hours.”

The door of her vehicle slammed in the same instant the wheels spun holes in the plowed soil. But if Wes wanted to finish the original work and fix her damage, he wouldn’t make it back in time. Or at least, not soon enough for a good shower.


Wes had asked for info about his remaining housemates, but Cynthia never had cracked. A call to Jareth for an escort to Wes’ place had bought him enough time. His hair had only started to dry as he savored what rest he could get in the upstairs sitting room.

The door chime echoed through the house. Wes knew Holly would bolt for the door, having already worked on another welcome like a Stepford wife obsessed with reverse cuckoldry.

His watch buzzed to life with her own pattern. Wes rolled his eyes ahead of time before he tapped the screen.

Holly’s blush was too obvious. “You’ve got four of us… Can I have her?”

“Who?”

Holly whips her lens around to the new girl. “I don’t care if she’s taller than I am… She’s fucking adorable.”

Goddammit. “Whoever you are, don’t pay attention to her. Holly, show her the way up here and nothing else, please?”

There was a flash of recognition, but he shook it off. It looks like her, but there’s no way. Skye would never go along with something like this.


The door closed behind the new girl. Wes turned around, seeing his doubts shatter in front of him. “Someone’s had a haircut.” He remembers the hair that almost reached her ass back when Skye had been on his development team. “It looks great on you.”

Skye pointed at the canvas hanging over the bed. “So you really liked it that much?”

He remembered paying out the ass for it, days before her quitting date at YoniMetrics. She’d left his company to pursue an art career. Wes had hated to let her go, as Skye was the kind of odd genius even self-improving AI couldn’t replicate. “Yeah, I had it shipped over as soon as I knew I was stuck here.”

“When they told me who I was supposed to live with on the flight, I thought it was an elaborate prank. But here you are.”

Appraising the body in front of him, obviously toned in that form-fitting, white dress, he tried to make it seem like he wasn’t checking out the goods. “It’s not the craziest thing about this place.”

“Then what is?”

Wes saw the confusion turn to fear in her eyes, even from across the room. “I’m glad to hear I’m not the only one still freaked out by what’s going on, but even I probably don’t know that.”

“The girl who walked me up here... Isn’t she the one you brought to the auction?”

“Yeah, we’ve stayed together.” Cocking a brow as Skye took a seat several feet away from him, Wes moved the reunion along. “Have they told you about our fathers yet?”

Skye nodded. “He wasn’t around much, but he’s why I started painting.”

“Dean Horowitz, I’m guessing.”

“How did you know?”

“GeneFactor only brought one artist in as a Donor, and he was a saint about keeping in touch with what children he could.” Studying records had become a minor obsession for Wes, for this exact reason.

“Holly told me you’ll be taking over GeneFactor before we even made it up the stairs. Why leave the company you built from the ground up to run another one?”

“We’re both done with that place. Does it matter now?”

“What happened?”

There was no point in dragging out the most basic version. “I quit.”

Not that Skye could have been satisfied with that. “But you saw YoniMetrics like your own child. What could have made you abandon it?”

“You dropped the miracles you pulled for the same place to chase your legacy. Is it so weird that I did the same?”

Skye looked at him like she didn’t understand. “Janus Rickard is your father?”

“God-father, actually. My dad died of heart failure, just like your own. Can we go ahead and trade condolences so we can move on to something both of us need to figure out?”

“And that is?”

“Aside from my girlfriend… I’ve got an Olympian figure skater, a doctor, and a scientific prodigy. I get that you’re smart in ways I can’t figure out, but did they tell you any specific reason why you’re here?”

“To have two of your children. It didn’t take me long to take them up on an offer to escape the hell everyone else will probably face.”

Wait… “Have they given you any medication?”

“No. Should they have been?”

Wes puffed his cheeks out. What the fuck do I tell her? “Did anyone tell you to answer that question this way?”

“I have no idea what you’re getting at. If this is a prank, you’re going too far.”

“You signed onto the deal they gave you,” Wes stood up from his chair, “but as honored as I am with what you agreed to, that’s the easy part. The whole truth gets twice as wild, several times over.”

Skye took a seat on the corner of his bed. “This isn’t like you, being cagey about everything.”

If she’s really not on Succuba Gamma, why? Wes resisted the temptation to clear his throat. “Then tell me, what’s your motivation for being here?”

“Why should I? I’m here, and that’s all you need to know.”

Two knocks at the door gave Wes the escape he needed. “Who is it?”

Closed the door behind herself. “You’re both confused, but I had a good reason for setting this up.”

Wes glared back at his sister. “Then tell me the truth, already.”

“Succuba Gamma makes the women receptive, but we can’t build a new society on medication alone.” She looked at Wes. “I mean, I’m shocked you and Skye never became a thing.”

“And now is the time to test that theory? She was one of my best programmers, but you know I keep my work and personal life separate.”

“Not anymore.”

Damn it… Wes focused on Skye. “If you want out, say it now.”

“Out of what? Nobody’s told me why I’m even here, outside of giving you children.”

“And that’s the part she signed on for, Wes.” Ava walked between them, addressing neither one. “Mom agrees, if every family will have one man and six women, they have to be built on more than just survival and libido.”

“If we’re all jammed into secluded colonies, you’ll recruit women how, exactly?”

Ava seemed a little too confident. “Outreach and mentorship. Why keep our knowledge and resources locked away, if we can help mankind as a whole?”

Skye slammed an open hand against the comforter, forcing Wes to look her way again. “I know you visionary genius types are weird and all, but what the fuck?”

“I’ve already told you, back out if you want.” Wes turned his face back to Ava. “You’re letting the long-term goal creep into the setup.”

“No, I’m testing parameters. The men are supposed to be paragons and guardians, but that doesn’t mean the women have to be submissive broodmares.”

He shot a quick glance at Skye, who seemed intrigued enough. “Which is great. But haven’t you already screwed up the four downstairs enough?”

Skye leaned forward, almost giddy. “Shoot this down if you want to, but what if she has a point?”

What the fuck? “I’m lost, but I know you well enough to hear this out.”

“Not everyone can be a rebel, but any society without them would stagnate. Think about our conversation after you hired me.”

Wes remembered it well. “Logic and rules determine all.” He couldn’t help smiling. “Except when they don’t.”

Skye slammed herself onto her back, staring at the timber rafters. “And then, new rules can be written! It’s disrupting the status-quo, at its most basic level.”

“We’re already doing that, and I haven’t figured out what ‘normal’ should even be here.”

Ava looked at Wes like Skye might have been a mistake, after all. “Maybe you’re right. She’s kinda nuts.”

“Believe it or not, she’s probably the most sane person I’ve ever met.” Wes got out of his swivel chair and took a few paces toward Skye. “I’m not gonna ask again. You in or out?”

She kept her eyes fixed upward. “I’ve made it as an artificial intelligence engineer and an artist. What’s left after that, other than being a test subject in some grand breeding experiment?”

“Yeah, she’s onboard.” Wes put both hands over Ava’s shoulders, guiding her to the door. “But do remember, the next lunatic you bring in, might not be the kind we need more of.”


Hours of telling Skye everything he knew about Colonium Alpha started to exhaust Wes’ reserves.

Jenna, and the ‘twins’ didn’t care about specifics, at least. They’d abandoned the dining room already. Taking some of the desert plates away and leaving them alone, Holly seemed just as content to accept her new reality for what it was.

Skye slapped both palms against the table. “Really, your own mother was the prototype?”

“Not exactly. She just happened to be the one GeneFactor could control.” Not that Elena would ever admit it. “And I’d suggest you stay far away from her until we get this mess sorted out.”

“Why? She could tell us so much about—” Skye cut herself off before lowering her voice. “You know, why they’re all so willing to lie on their backs until you dump a load in them.”

“Yeah, if Mom shows up here, I’m locking you in a closet.” Wes scooted his chair back. “I know you’re aching to test things. Get it over with and tell me which one you need.”

Holly walked back in. Skye points directly at her. “This one.” Skye tries craning her neck into the next room. “And the shorter brunette. I need a control sample.”

“What?”

“You dote after Holly. But for Eve, I can tell you two are still distant, emotionally. I need to see how your own feelings affect their behavior.”

“Why don’t I get Jenna and Amelie together for you?”

“You think I’m studying the women?” Skye almost dove over the table. “Wes, you’re the freak here, not them.”

“Me?” Compared to Skye herself, Wes thought that he was the only sane person left in the house. Even Amelie had given in.

“Yes. You have the same ‘abilities’ as your mother. Ava explained that much to me.”

“And you’re sure she didn’t use them on you? She’s exactly like I am.”

“Don’t the people under that influence know something else has entered their head?”

Wes focused his attention between her eyes, mentally repeating the ‘command phrase’ his father had shared with him. Ego sum alpha, et genua parere. “Drop this whole subject.”

Skye clenches her jaw. “Fine, asshole.”

“I actually like the idea of having one of you not tarted up with Succuba Gamma. But the colony itself is the experiment now, not the people. You’d do well to keep that in mind.”


Wes had left Skye to her own devices. He imagined she was following everyone with a tiny notebook, jotting down observations like some pervy naturalist.

Finally alone again, this time hiding out in the modest library, he settled into a plush chair. How the fuck did Ava pull this off?

But if anyone would have answers, it would be his mother. Pressing her contact info, Wes didn’t have to wait long to see her face in his watch.

“Mom, I’ve got a problem you probably know about already.”

“Skye?” The background looked like Jareth’s room in the central compound. The fact that her shoulders were bare told him enough. “Is she backing out?”

“Not at all, but what the fuck was bringing her here about?”

“Like your sister told you, I want to see how someone who isn’t under Succuba Gamma’s influence will act. If she becomes a problem, we’ll start dosing her.”

“So I’m the guinea pig for your own guinea pig. She’s already proposed watching me have a three-way with Holly and Eve.”

“For observation?” Elena smirked and winked at the same time. “That’s kind of adorable in her own batty way.”

“How long have you known Skye, honestly?”

“I got in touch with her as soon as Janus told me what I’d be doing here. So about two months.”

And Wes had only arrived four weeks prior. “Any other surprises you’d care to warn me about?”

“Your sixth girl isn’t quite an A-list celebrity, but if I mention her name, she’ll sound familiar.”

Wes knew he was scowling as he spoke from the bottom of his throat. “Who?”

“Hey, I had to look her up. Some model and fashion designer from Europe. Lia Nespoli, I think was her name.”

Oh hell. “Holly’s gonna blow a gasket. She’s in love with her clothing.”

“And I won’t turn down jazzing up the wardrobes here. Everyone gets the same set, and no matter how nice it all is, it’s boring.”

“Really, you’re worried about fashion here? Why not bring on a dietitian or engineer in her place?”

“They’re already on the roster or being recruited as we speak. We have a few ‘general’ positions, so why not make them people with skills GeneFactor hadn’t thought of?”

“But again, fashion, of all priorities?”

“Gotta get the men excited about making that next generation. Besides, we’re supposed to be the model for a new way of living people want to strive for, not New Zealand’s modern branch of the Amish.”

“By showing off vanity and extravagance.”

“Human nature is what it is. Sex sells. Always has, and always will.”

“You’re horrible at public relations. People want guaranteed safety and stability.”

“Those have been seen to already. Lia’s primary job here is to design clothing. I don’t think the 3D and fabric printers care what they’re making.”

“I know I won’t convince you to change your mind.”

“Honestly, I thought you’d call bitching about Jareth like your sister does all the time.”

“I’ve already worked things out with him. Just don’t make that a problem either.”

“Well, at least the more sensible of my children can be happy for me.”

Wes heard voices coming down the hallway. “I gotta go.”

“Love ya.”

“Same, bye.”

Judging by the giggles right outside the door, Wes knew  at least two of them were outside the door. What the fuck are they trying to pull?

The door finally opened after a long pause. Skye walked in first, wrapped in a terry bathrobe and flanked by the other four. Holly and Amelie seemed to be prodding her on from each side.

Jenna leaned into Skye’s ear and whispered something that Skye’s face glow red as an ember.

“Anyone care to tell me what this is all about?”

Eve whipped a hand against Skye’s ass. “Go on. You wanted to know how he treats us, so find out for yourself.”

“You’re hazing her? This isn’t a sorority.”

Amelie forced the issue, putting her hands on Skye’s shoulders. “We’re taking a shortcut. Why explain how things work around here, when we could just show her?”

Holly pulled the knot in front of the robe. Skye tried to keep it wrapped around herself until Amelie jerked it down her arms.

She was left in nothing but a blue, strappy bra and panty set, with stilettos to match.

Wes liked what he saw, but couldn’t give them the pleasure of letting it show. “The only thing you forgot was wrapping a bow around her. Out, now.”

All of them looked dejected except for Skye, who was trying to beat them all out the door.

“Skye, you stay.”

Before leaving them be, Holly ducked her head back in. “You’re no fun.” She winked at him anyway before adding, “But I’m sure you two will have a great time together.”

Wes stepped over and handed Skye the bathrobe off the floor. “Here. I told you they were obsessed.”

“I was talking with Jenna, and then the other three snuck up behind me. Before I knew it, they’d hauled me to a closet and started pulling my clothes off.”

“You let it slip that you were studying them, didn’t you?”

She tried to look away, succeeding with her face and failing with her eyes. “I might have brought it up, but I haven’t said a word about not being on Succuba Gamma.”

Wes fought the urge to razz the hair over her forehead. “They could probably smell the difference in you. To them, not being turned on all the time seems like madness.”

“Clearly.” Skye finished tying her belt back on. “Thanks for saving me from all that.”

“Don’t worry about it.” Wes took a seat in one of the overstuffed, leather sofa chairs. “I was told your own dose of Succuba Gamma isn’t off the table, but I’d rather leave that choice up to you.”

“Would I know if they did go ahead with it?”

“I would.” Wes clasped both his hands around each other and leaned forward.

“Then I’ll do it.”

He had to jerk his head back, cocking it to one side. “Wait, what?”

“I’ve never seen happier people, but at the same time, they’re not complete idiots. Just talking with them, they’re still as brilliant as you’d expect them to be.”

“But they’re too obsessed with sex to think about anything else.”

“When they’re around you.” Skye looked at the door everyone else had left from and smiled. “Making small talk here feels like I’m back at MIT. It’s great.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“Before they manhandled me into this getup, Jenna was explaining the thesis paper she’s started drafting. I had no idea prevailing winds and particle size in the soil could make such a vast difference in the biodiversity of a forest.”

“And Holly? What does she do?”

“Aside from looking after the rest of us, I think she’s interested in having me teach her oil painting.”

For a moment, eavesdropping on them seemed like it needed to become a frequent thing. “I had no idea.”

“But around you, it’s all about sex. It’s like they mess around with each other only enough to keep themselves satisfied.”

“You’ve been here, what, twelve hours? That’s hardly enough time for an in-depth study.”

“Am I wrong at all?” Skye had relaxed enough to sit across from Wes. Crossing her legs, she added, “And quite frankly, I’m glad they’ve accepted me as one of their own so quickly.”

“Without the Succuba Gamma, they’d rip each other apart. It’s not so much that it keeps the peace... It keeps them in line.”

“Which is what you don’t like about it, correct?”

“It’s like a chemical lobotomy mixed with an aphrodisiac. Of course I can’t stand that.”

Skye let her teeth show behind her grin. “No, I’d say it’s more like the ultimate anti-anxiety treatment. They’re completely free of jealousy, self-doubt, or shame.”

“At least you nailed the shameless part.”

Like he wasn’t getting it, Sky leaned forward. “What I mean is, I don’t think Succuba Gamma is necessarily a bad thing. It’s like they’re in their own utopia right now.”

Paradise, no famine or war, and a life of relative luxury among their fellow prime of humanity. “Compared to the rest of the world, that’s what this place is, but not because of the drugs.”

Skye shot another look at the door. “You’re concerned about their personal freedom.”

“Exactly. It’s been robbed of them.”

“I have the choice to take Succuba Gamma or not, right now, the same as they did before arriving.”

Wes knows she wasn’t totally wrong, but the decision seemed too final. “Holly’s no longer on it, and she hasn’t gone back to baseline for herself. What if they would regret that choice, if they weren’t under its influence?”

“If it’s permanent, so what if they would be?”

“People can’t be mad over something they never think about. Is that what you’re getting at?”

“I know you’re on the verge of accusing me of looking at them like AI’s, but that’s not accurate or fair.” For a moment, Skye’s ability to rationalize anything competed with Elena’s.

“Then what is?”

“They had a choice, exactly like I do now. After spending time here, I fully understand why they would take that bargain.”

“It’s not a rational choice, though. Desperation over the state of the world is one hell of a motivator. Or in Holly’s case, it was the only way we could stay together.”

“And if she weren’t changed by Succuba Gamma, she wouldn’t have gone along with the living arrangements.”

“Among other things. Until very recently, Amelie hadn’t gone through the full transition herself.”

“Really?” Skye pushed her hair out of her eyes. “What did she go through?”

“Amelie knew that her mind was changing. I can’t say that she thought it was for the worse, but it worried her.”

“And now?”

“I tried to pick up the conversation where we’d left off a few days later, but she looked at me like I was a lunatic.”

Wes knew she was looking around for something to take notes on before giving up the search. “That tells me a lot.”

“About Succuba Gamma?”

“No,”Skye got out of her chair and worked at the sash of terry around her waist, “it tells me everything I need to know about you.” Pacing forward, she stopped just short of Wes’ seat. “Like I said before, I’m willing to take the medication.”

“Why?”

Tapping the side of her head with two fingers, Skye looked down at him with enough warmth to thaw what few glaciers were left in the world. “Intelligent people are always the most miserable, and recent history doesn’t make it any easier. Both of us know that from experience.”

Wes knew where she was heading. “Stripping some part of yourself isn’t the answer.”

Skye dropped the robe. As it piled behind her feet, she closed the last step between their legs. “Have they lost any part of themselves, other than the misery?”

He wanted to push her away. “You’re falling into that narcissistic trap where you assume you’re not happy because you’re smart.”

Like he was simply mistaken, Skye split her thighs and mounted his lap. “It’s a question of the scope of your thoughts. It’s not the intelligence itself that causes the sadness. It’s the realizations that come when you’re not busy with your purpose in life.”

“And locking them in a trunk in the back of your head is the answer? That seems like a cop-out.”

“No, it’s like you said, they’re too preoccupied to bother with what they can’t do anything about.” She leaned in, pushing her chin against his neck, “If I could pick two things to obsess over, non-stop, I could do far worse than choosing sex and my own work.”

“You’re looking at it like you’re able to choose between your happiest self or your best self.”

“What if I’m choosing both? Focus, a busy solitude to do what we believe is important, and security. I dare you to tell me that’s not what everyone but the two of us here have, right now.”

He started to see her point. “If they weren’t doing their work to make the world better, I’d call them nihilistic bimbos.”

“Why can’t a bimbo help society between bangs?” Skye lunged her breasts into him. “I want to paint and work on the automation here. Would having tons of sex make either one wrong all of a sudden?”

Giving in, Wes let her bite at the side of his neck. He rolled his head back, feeling the unspoken attraction between them that had finally come to a head.

Skye reigned herself in for one last moment. “And besides, you’d be much happier and productive if you focused on what you can do here.”

The feeling of her mouth over his own definitely made the broader world’s problems fall away. Both of his hands gripped the outside of her thighs. Sneaking both index fingers under the three straps wrapped around each of her hips, Wes begged for her to keep going without saying a word.

But doing anything in a straightforward manner wasn’t Skye’s way. She broke her lips away from his. “So why didn’t you try anything when I was still at YoniMetrics?”

Wes stared back at her, seeing her eyes lock on his own. “You’re worried about that, now of all times?” Not that it was stopping him from easing her waistband down another inch.

“I mean it. You were a great boss, and probably the only one in the valley who didn’t act like a creep.”

The push of her cunt against his shaft through the layers of fabric forced Wes to gasp. He tried to pass it off with a faint smile. “I was supposed to run my company, not bang every employee and intern who caught my eye.”

“Well, you’re not my boss anymore, so...”

“Am I stopping you now?”

Skye pushed her arms down, mashing her palms against his stomach. Easing herself back, she didn’t stop until she was easing herself onto her knees. A quick tease at his zipper joined her giggle.

Wes had to cup her cheek with his right hand. “If I hadn’t gotten with Holly before you resigned, trust me, it wouldn’t have been a question.”

The sound of his pants coming undone forced Wes to start unbuttoning his shirt. Before he popped the last and worked on the one for his slacks, Skye already had her fingers around his cock.

Watching her gaze back, Wes asked, “Are you positive this is what you want?”

Skye kept her grip on his length, leaning in as she reached up with her other hand. With an index finger over his lips, she whispered, “God, stop fucking talking already.”

Less giving in and more accepting his fate, Wes eased himself into the seat. The wrap of her mouth around his tip forced another sigh out of him.

Running her hand from top to bottom on it, Skye wasn’t finished driving the point home. “If it’ll make it more fun, we can pretend we’re doing this behind Holly’s back.”

Upfront about it or faking the risk of getting caught. It didn’t matter. “We don’t need to do that here.”

“Didn’t I just tell you to shut the hell up?” Her fingers slid up his dick, gripping just under the head.

Wes looked down at her, pressing his chin against his chest. He scrunched his mouth to one side and circled one finger in the air.

“That’s what I wanted to hear.”

His head shot back again as his jaw dropped. Something about the way she wasn’t doing this because of the Succuba Gamma made the way she took in every inch that much better. “Jesus fuck!”

Skye’s front teeth clamped around his base just enough to repeat her demand.

Not that it was a problem. Wes ran her hair between his fingers until he reached the back of Skye’s head.

Her own hand fell on top of his, pushing her own head down.

Wes got the message, grasping her by the roots and lifting her face away from his lap.

The Ferrari red lips turned up at the corners as Skye admired his initiative. Stroking him with the copious amount of spit she’d left behind, Skye eased herself a little closer on her knees. “Now imagine what I’ll do when I’m on the medication.”

She’s nuts. And he knew it was in the best way possible.

Putting his other hand over her mouth, Wes pushed his ass into the corner of the chair and leaned down. He pulled on Skye’s hair until she was staring up at him. “You know what I’m about to do to you?”

A jerky nod and a spark in her eyes told him everything.

Wes stood up, bringing Skye with him. She kept hold of his dick as he kept trying to press both hands together on either side of her head. A half-dozen steps took her legs out from under her, crashing her ass and back into the loveseat nearby.

Before he could let go of her hair, Skye had already wrapped her thighs around his waist. Squeezing the hand between themselves, he pulled at the bottom half of her barely-there outfit. The fabric stretched until he had it as far up her thighs as he could get it.

“Good enough.” Wes shot his hips forward.

Skye moaned against his palm as her cunt welcomed him in.

Driving himself in to the hilt, Wes loved the feeling of her breath welling up, hissing against his skin.

Taking hold of both of Skye’s wrists, he pressed her arms over her head and slammed himself deep again. Keeping himself all the way in, he pushed his face next to her ear. “I always knew you’d be a wild fuck.”

Her legs flexed, pulling her back off the cushions.

The feeling of Skye’s walls grazing along his shaft made Wes squeeze harder around her forearms. Not that it was stopping the miraculous hump coming from beneath himself.

Knowing it was too late to back out, Wes slammed himself into her. Pinning her body down, he forced himself to drive that last fraction of an inch deeper.

Both of her thighs clamped like a vise. Skye ground herself around his shaft as her voice buzzed against the skin of Wes’ palm.

Smarmy bitch. Uncovering her mouth and reaching where their bodies met, Wes pinched his index and middle fingers around the peak of her hood. The slightest twist had her squirming.

He let go of her wrists as Skye began seething air through clenched teeth. Both of her arms wrapped under his, curling until nails dug into the top of his shoulders.

The silk of her bra pressed against his chest. Wes tried to put all of his weight into subduing her, only making Skye wriggle herself around his cock even harder.

Steamy breath filled his ear. “I’m not about to let you win.” Skye let out a trailing moan before adding, “You know that, right?”

Like hell.

Wes abandoned her clit, pushing himself up from the cushions with one hand, grabbing the center of her bra like reins with the other. The first proper smack of their bodies together called her bluff.

Skye dug her claws in as ten pale lines ached down his forearm. Between thrusts, she managed to belt out, “More!”

His entire length invaded like Wes was trying to run her clean through.

The pop against his cheek registered before the sting. Skye reared her hand back again as she let go of his arm and pulled at the collar of his unbuttoned shirt with the other. “Not enough!”

Spreading heat pulsed on the left side of his face. Catching her tense up to slap again, Wes pinned her at the elbow and then put everything he had against her, head to toe.

Skye pulled him tight with every limb, whispering, “Make it hurt...”

Wes pushed his mouth against her ear, barely having to say, “You idiot.”

Another wave of pussy gripped toward the core of his shaft. “It’s okay, because I’ll be that much worse in a few weeks.”

His dick pulsed like it had taken over the show. Wes gave her a brutal slam without breaking the total-body hug. Resting deep, he pressed his stinging cheek against her temple. “What do you really want?”

Waiting for Skye’s answer, he didn’t expect the words about to seep from between her lips. “It’s one thing to tame someone primed for it, but another to break them on your own.”

Biting his tongue, Wes fought the urge to whisper, “You little bitch...”

Skye’s body sucked him deeper between her thighs. “Not gonna fight me anymore?”

Choking the life almost out of her would have been too easy and direct. Wes told her the one honest thing he could. “The rest of them will eat your ass alive, and then toss the scraps my way, if you keep acting like this.”

The firm grip of her legs around the small of his back pulled Wes in, beyond deep. “Good.” Both sides of Wes’ collar closed around his windpipe. “And if they figure out that they can take it too, even better.”

Wes planted a jolt toward her center. Skye’s head rocked back, giving his mouth a chance to nibble at the vulnerable skin.

Her hands pulled on the rear of his head, forcing Wes’ face deeper into her. Another pound busted the first hint of a scream from her.

Sliding his fingers under the cups of her bra, Wes felt the natural softness that moved more than the rest of her body. Tamping the sides of fingers shut around the hardened nubs, even the little bit of pressure turned her volume closer to maximum.

A pang of horror tried shouting through his head. What if she’s not safe yet? Unlike all the others in the house, Skye very well might not have received the temporary birth control.

Not that it mattered. He pushed the thought away, knowing the colony wouldn’t exile Skye over it. If anything, it would stop the dawdling and rush the project forward.

Her arms and legs gripped tighter around his torso as Wes stopped his motion. Resting deep in the copious wetness and heat, he wondered how much worse Skye would get once Succuba Gamma took hold in her system.

Pulling his hands off her breasts and then pushing himself up, Wes shivered as his cock backed out. “I guess we really are good at this, even without help.”

Skye finally straightened her neck. Like she was lost in his stare, her bottom lip tucked between her teeth.

Pushing a few strands of brunette out of her face, Wes felt her limbs unwrap from his body. Standing tall next to the loveseat, he caught himself admiring her like some exotic car in a showroom. No greater by her own rights than the four other women in his stable, but exactly what he wanted right then.

And she’d noticed. “I like the enthusiasm. It felt like you were about to bust a nut already.”

Helping her slide the strappy bottom the rest of the way down her legs, Wes sent it flying to parts unknown in the room. “Do you even need the medication?”

“I don’t need to get plowed like a field on the daily, but it sure would be nice. I could say the same for the other things it would do for me.” Sitting straight, Skye held both hands up in front of him.

Wes pushed them down, dropping to his knees. Putting both his and Skye’s hands on top of her thighs, he eased her legs apart. The flawless symmetry held true, even after being invaded and then spread open again.

His palms drifted upward. Both thumbs tucked into the crooks between her hips and legs. Then, with something bordering on reverence, Wes leaned forward for that first lick.

Skye jumped a little. Settling down as his tongue remained on her clit, her entire body relaxed at once.

Wes coursed his taste buds over her pearl, never letting the motion stop. She spread her thighs wider as her fingers wrapped in his hair.

Feeling the push on the back of his head, Wes lapped against the pulsing spot until her voice edged out. One solid run of his tongue down to the lowest part of her neatly tucked lips made every part of her shudder.

The insides of her legs heated against his face. Wes knew a finger or two would do the girl in.

“Go on, make me—” Skye faltered like a scratched CD. “Make me come...”

Not that he hadn’t been planning it all along. But pulling his mouth away, Wes knew she deserved more than the easy route.

He wiped the excess from inside her off his mouth as he stood up. “Not so fast. I’m not done with you yet.”

Wrapped up in thinking about which way he wanted to take her, Wes didn’t pay much attention to Skye grabbing his arms. But the room spun around him as he felt the air rush past his skin.

Planted in the middle of the seat, he only realized Skye was on top of him when her cunt split down the middle, rubbing up and down the bottom of his shaft.

Skye was grinning too much. “Fine, if you won’t give it up, I’ll make you do it.” She reached around her back, popping the bra loose.

No sooner than she’d removed it from her tits, the center of the thing wrapped around the back of his neck. She always had been the kind to ask forgiveness later instead of bothering with permission.

The tip of Wes’ cock felt the all-natural willingness just inside her passage again. Using the bra like reins, Skye bumped herself forward. The rapid sink of her hips into his made her smirk that much worse.

Fingers danced under the unbuttoned shirt. She invaded his space, her lips no more than an inch from his own. “You know what I want.”

Right now, or long-term? He knew the answer to both, but not which one she was talking about. “I think you’re taking it for yourself, whether I’m ready to give it to you or not.”

Full-contact along his dick put a cramp and a shake in his neck. Smooth and soft as buttered velvet, Skye’s pussy drove a hard bargain.

“You’ll never guess which one of them begged me to do this.”

For all he knew, it could have been any of them. “Jenna or Holly, most likely.”

Skye crashed herself down again, leaking herself down his package and into the upholstery. “If I told you it was your mother, would you believe me?”

Absolutely. “Why?”

Another wiggle of herself stole the breath from him, forcing Wes to listen.

Every syllable got more heady as she ground herself into him. “You already have Holly to keep the family running, but you need another one to keep your mind engaged.”

Wes gasped out, “Philosophy during sex?” Another whip of her body made him blink, hard. “That’s not exactly the right answer.”

“And you didn’t even guess right.” Skye nuzzled herself up to him, starting with her legs and ending with her cheek glancing against his. “She doesn’t know where all of this is headed, and we don’t either.”

Grounding his mind for what felt like the last possible time, he asked, “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Skye reared away with the upper half of her body, pushing against his sternum. “Does it matter?” Every iota of her cunt tried to steal his attention with a few good slides. Up and down. Forward and back. Left to right…

His conscience gave out with one final admission. “This colony is an asylum for nymphomaniacs, and the patients run the show.”

“I know, right?” Skye tossed herself around on his entire length. “Lucky you.”

Tormented by the cunt he’d denied himself for too long, Wes gripped her sides like it would have slowed her down. When it didn’t, he settled in for what he hoped would be enough.

Skye ground herself to a near-halt. “I’m sure the others have some tricks they could teach me, but I think I’m getting my point across.”

His breath gushed out as his eyes opened. “And that is?”

Bouncing herself in his lap, she didn’t have to answer to get the point across. It had Wes on the verge already.

Then she forced her shoulders back, resting her hands on his knees behind herself. The rhythmic twirl of her hips stole his attention.

Putting one hand in front of her pussy like it was suddenly time for modesty, Skye got to work on herself like she was desperate to catch up to him. Wes felt the rumble down below, starting inside her and transferring through his shaft until it shook his core.

A twinge of almost-pain shot up his stomach until it reached his lungs. Shaking in his own breathing, Wes forced himself to keep his eyes on her.

Skye bawled as her cheeks turned almost the same color as her lips. Her fingers blurred with the motion. Even the sound of Skye jilling herself off had to be making it through the door.

Her teeth chattered as Wes felt his neck tighten. His fingers curled into his palms as he felt her toes do the same through her stilettos. Ready for it or not, the o-face he’d been imagining since meeting her a few years prior met every expectation.

Forcing his ass off the sofa, it pushed Skye through her limit. Her hand stopped as she lurched into his chest, caught stammering just before she could belt out the scream she’d been building up to.

All four sides of her cunt pulsed and tightened in unison. The feeling of it against the head of his cock gave his trigger that last ounce it needed for a pull.

The shout finally came out of her, buzzing his collarbone as the rush of pure greatness took him over. His eyes couldn’t take it, slamming tight as the emptying feeling burst through the length of his shaft.

Tons lifted from his shoulders as the first rope coated her inside. Another howling vibration filled his chest as Skye clamped even harder around his dick. Her arms pushed herself tighter against him, like she wasn’t allowing a single drop to hit anywhere but her innermost reach.

Her mouth parted from his skin just far enough. “Right there, deep inside me!”

Wes opened his eyes just enough to see her head nodding too fast for comfort. Her chin shook even more until it was almost a blur.

Five shots in, Wes started to get that hollow feeling and warmth.

Skye began to pull herself out of it, her voice still shivering. “Keep coming, please...”

Willing what reserves he had left to the surface, a few more blasts and the shift in her pussy overloaded him. Wes shirked back out of reflex, still not making it out.

“Easy,” Skye’s tits pushed against him as she breathed in, “pull out too fast, and it’ll all leak out.”

The question of her fertility status felt like it had been answered. Holly’s gonna snap if she’s not the first. Not that Wes hated the idea of Skye jumping the line.

“You know, I didn’t think it would go down like this.” She pushed her cheek against his again, much hotter this time. “It’s like I’ve lost my mind.”

Elena having a hand in this wasn’t out of the question, but that wasn’t the biggest concern at the moment.

His watch buzzed on his wrist. Wes tapped the button on the side, hoping the bitch-button treatment would get his point across. Skye settled even deeper against him as he ignored the second call attempt.

The tips of her fingers slid down his chest as she pulled away, almost enough to get him out of her. “A few years ago, I bet you would have stopped in the middle of sex to answer a call.”

He had a few times, and it had taken Holly until their sixth month of dating to get used to it. But when your company is worth more than some countries? Seconds could decide the fate of millions of dollars.

Wes dropped his forehead against her shoulder as Skye nuzzled her face into his hair, not minding the sweat at all. Her top and bottom teeth clamped on the end of Wes’ ear before she whispered, “So, the Succuba Gamma… Do I even need it?”

Ignoring a third set of vibrations on his wrist, Wes answered, “Probably not.” Not that Wes knew he could handle her like that, if her normal self was any indication of how she’d be.

Skye’s fingers wrapped around his arm. “If they’re calling this much, it’s probably important. I don’t mind.”

“You’re assuming,” he grinned to himself, “that I’ve got the breath to talk that much right now.” Her body shifted again, forcing his head to jerk to one side as his cock shrank and begged him to tap out. Meanwhile, his watch stopped for the fourth and final time.

Pulling herself away, Skye made him tremor from the waist up. The expected line of pearly white dripping from her cunt never sullied the hardwood.

Wes looked her over again, now bare except for the heels. With the haircut and freshly-fucked look, he couldn’t argue against how Skye flipped the right switches in him. Had this night happened before Wes got serious with Holly, he knew it wouldn’t have been a competition. She’s absolutely nuts, but that almost seems like a good thing right now.

He almost missed the knocks on the door. Something about how quiet they were put Wes on edge.

“Who is it?”

The door creaked open without an answer. After a few seconds, nobody entered.

“Well?”

Holly finally took one step into the entryway. Everything about the look on her face ran a streak of dread down Wes’ spine. But she didn’t say a word.

“Hey, what’s wrong?”

She couldn’t look up at him. For a brief second, Wes imagined that jealousy had finally gotten the upper hand.

Keeping her gaze locked on the floor, Holly waited for endless seconds until she answered. “Ava just called me because you wouldn’t answer. I’m sorry...”

Her posture didn’t change, but silence let Wes catch the sound of a tear hitting the floor.

“What happened?”

She finally looked him in the eyes. “It’s Janus. They don’t think he’ll make it through the night.”

Wes spun through disbelief, bargaining, and denial in the space of an instant. Still, he’d known it was coming. “Fuck...”

Holly took a few steps closer. “Do you need me to go with you?”

As he stared into the empty space between his knees, the numb shock swallowed the afterglow. “No, just take care of things here. Tell Ava I’ll be there as soon as I can.”


Still worn to the point of collapsing, Wes had made it to the main compound in minutes. He braced himself with one hand, still unsure how he’d ran the entire way. Both on fumes and through pitch darkness.

He twisted the door handle to Janus’ room. The crowd he expected wasn’t there. Only Ava and Cynthia stood watch over the hospital bed. They didn’t notice that Wes had entered until he was mere steps away.

Janus’ legs shifted under the thin blankets. Even through the covers, Wes knew his feet had swollen.

Closing the gap, he felt all three of them look his way, even without looking away from his god-father. The rasp in the old man’s breath nearly made Wes lose it on the spot.

He gripped the rails of the bed and tried to keep a strong front. Nobody said a word, even though Wes knew everyone had volumes to speak.

Cold fingers rested on top of his left hand. Wes looked down and saw the sickly-white of Janus’ nails contrast with the yellowed skin. Hell, his liver’s giving up too.

Janus made a weak motion toward the door with his other hand. Barely taking in the breath he needed, he held in in for a moment before whimpering, “I need to tell him something.”

Cynthia took her husband’s gnarled, jaundiced fingers between her own. “We already know what it is, but we understand.”

Smiling as best he could, like it hurt to even do that much, Janus leaned his head against the pillow and rattled another breath in as they left. Finally, he barely pointed at the table next to the bed. “I need water.”

Wes grabbed the pouch, moving the straw up to Janus’ lips. Only enough to wet his mouth passed through.

“They should have you on something for pain.”

Janus acted like he was about to hack up a lung, but managed to speak anyway. “If I’m dying, I want to know what’s going on.”

Wes couldn’t help looking at the wild motions of the legs on the other side of the bed. “But if it hurts, why put yourself through this?”

“The same reason I turned down dialysis or a kidney transplant. They would have given me a few more months, but I’d end up begging for drugs by the end of it.” Like he was using the last of his strength, Janus gripped Wes’ hand almost enough to hurt. “I’ll only do this once. I might as well take it for what it is.”

Stubborn bastard. “You wanted to tell me something.” Fighting back the waterworks, Wes tried to grin. “Might as well spit it out now, before it’s too late.”

“It’s all the same, you know.” Janus coughed into the air, drizzling spittle all over Wes. “Sorry.”

A real smile came out. “I think you’ve earned a pass this time.”

“Dying is like watching my work pass on to other people. I don’t know what’s gonna happen.”

“Nobody else has that answer either.”

Janus shot a deadpan look at him, letting Wes see the jaundice in his eyes. “You’re about to live for centuries. Shut up.”

Wes thought about firing back with his own line, but held his tongue. Somehow, it felt like an even more smart-ass response. Trapped in the loop of wondering which one would show the least disrespect, he stayed quiet, regardless.

“I’ll tell you what I’ve already told your mother and sister: ‘Watch those other two and make sure they don’t lose sight of why we’re doing this.’”

“But do they know that we’re all hearing this?”

Janus did the closest hack he could manage to a laugh. Clearing the excess fluids from his throat, his head turned further to the side facing Wes. “Both of them asked me the same thing you did. I think you three will do fine, knowing that.”

Wes could tell he was about to drift off. With Janus still hours from death, it wasn’t time to rush for Ava and Cynthia, yet. But he knew that the next time those eyes would shut, they might not open again. “Anything you wouldn’t tell them that you wanna share?”

Wincing for a moment, Janus shifted in place until he looked comfortable enough. “Four things.” His body moved a little more until he sighed and then continued, “First, don’t run this colony like a business. I doubt your stubborn ass has noticed yet, but it’s a family.”

His head shot back on its own. Wes knew it was the truth he hadn’t considered yet, even though the project was all about creating families. “If the rest of your points are this good, keep ‘em coming all night.”

“Wise-ass.”

Now he knew Janus was fucking with him, as always. “Go on.”

“Number two.” He barely held a pair of fingers out. “You’re gonna have a new set of girls in their twenties, maybe fifty times before you end up in my place. Cheer the hell up, you lucky bastard.”

All Wes could do was shake his head and smirk back. “And watch three-hundred women I might have grown to love die of old age, just like you.”

“I knew you’d bitch about that.” Janus strained against the weight of his own limbs, trying to throw his arms in the air. “Let me piss and moan about my own problems, even though the guy in front of me is goddamned dying. Woe-is-fuckin’-me.” Meanwhile, that shit-eating grin couldn’t change.

“Okay, third?” Wes fought to keep it all inside. Tears welled up in all four corners of his eyes. Then his stomach tightened until air shot from between his clamped lips.

“What the hell are you laughing at?” Janus kept the snarl up, giving no fucks, as usual. “You’ll watch your children die of old age, their children, and so on.”

Imagining watching Holly grow old and pass had barely registered in his head, even though Wes had thought about it far too often lately. “I’m not sure if I’ll ever forgive you for that one.”

“You don’t have to. Which brings me to my third point, if you’ll let me goddamned talk...” A gnarled hand reached out for him. “The people close to you dying gets easier the longer you’re around, but it never stops hurting.”

Wes knew it was a point in and of itself. “And the last thing?”

“I wouldn’t have trusted your mother or sister with so much power if I didn’t know you’d be there to reign them in. If Elena gets out of hand,” Janus dug into the sheets, pulling an envelope out, “you have my permission to overthrow her crazy ass.”

“Jareth might throw a fit it if comes to that.”

Like the future of his own ‘son’ was nothing to worry about, Janus forced the wax-sealed parcel into Wes’ hand. “Unless you slack off, he won’t have the power to say a word. Keep her in check, and it probably won’t come to that.”

Wes held the envelope in front of him, seeing Janus’ bold signature through the layers of paper. “I’m not one for emotional goodbyes. I’m sure there’s one last thing you want to tell me, but you’re afraid to.”

“No, it’s not that I fear saying it.”

Rubbing the skin on the back of Janus’ hand with a thumb, Wes knew too much pressure would hurt the guy. “Then what’s stopping you?”

“Shame.” His legs shifted again as the vital signs monitor lit up. “I never told you or your sister this, and I’ve regretted it for too long.”

Wes saw the heart rate increase as blood pressure and oxygen saturation dropped. “Would it piss you off if I already know what you’re about to say?”

Janus gasped as the back of his head dug into the pillow. “Fuck yes.”

Time was short. “My guess is, ‘Keep the broader goal in sight.”

Rolling his jaundiced eyes, the old man frowned as best he could. “Idiot.” Another hork of air rattled his lungs. “Creating more Queen-Types would mean the end of free will as we know it. Never let people like your mother happen again.”

“But you—”

A meek squeeze on his fingers told Wes that it was Janus’ time. “Tell my wife to come in here. I want everyone else to leave,” spittle coated Wes’ forearm as the involuntary cough erupted, “now.”

There was no more advice or arguments left. “I owe you at least that much.”

Turning around, Wes kept himself from bursting until he was through the door. Ava caught him before he collapsed in the middle of the hallway.

But all Wes could remember from that moment was the look in Dr. Clare’s eye as he stuck a thumb toward the doorway. It’d be a look he’d repeat, himself, dozens of times. And the poor bastard knew it.
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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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