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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


One more series finished and off my plate! Now I’m down to two that I need to get wrapped up before giving myself that fresh start and trying to keep a more regular schedule. The temptation is still strong to go ahead and begin my next series, but I know better. I’ve fallen into that trap way too many times. 

So what is the plan going forward after the clean-up? Well, I’ll still being doing the bimbo and harem shorts, don’t worry. 

But I’ll also begin putting serious effort into a novel-length science fiction series scheduled for release in early 2020. While it will have to be under a new pen-name due to Amazon’s tendency to shove everything by erotica authors into erotica, I’ll make sure to pass along the news and where to find it in another one of these notes when it’s finished. Because of course it will have a harem, right alongside the giant robots and carnage.


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 5

Wes had spent the last month holed up in his new office. As the ‘official’ head of GeneFactor, he knew the true power was still in his mother’s hands. After Janus Rickard had succumbed to the kidney failure, the public face of the company was nothing more than a figurehead. Which was fine by him.

The intercom on the desk chimed a pleasant tone. Wes tapped at the screen and saw the recently widowed Dr. Clare-Rickard looking back at him. They hadn’t talked since the funeral and Janus’ burial as the first resident of what was supposed to be the colony cemetery.

Without hearing a word from her, Wes smiled. “Come on in.”

Cynthia nodded. Her own age seemed like it had caught up with her in days. But losing a spouse does that to a person.

Toting a stack of files against her lab coat, Cynthia had always been a fan of paper records. The final addition to Wes’ household was no exception.

Her first words to him in many days sounded to-the-point as usual. “Ms. Nespoli will arrive tomorrow. Of course, I’m sure you want every record I could scrounge up on her.”

At least now, Wes wouldn’t be kept in the dark. “Thanks.”

Cynthia dropped everything on the corner of the desk and turned to leave.

Before she made two steps away, Wes almost stood out of his chair. “Wait.”

The frames of her glasses were already tipped down when she faced him again. “It’s not like another round of condolences will bring him back. I’m tired of hearing them.”

“That wasn’t what I wanted to talk about.” Wes didn’t expect her to listen anyway. “I want to know how you are holding up.”

“As well as I can. It’s hard in fits and bouts, but overall, it’s been easier each day.”

Wes clasped his hands together and rested his lips against the knuckles. He cleared his throat and straightened up before asking, “And Jareth?”

“You should ask your mother. I haven’t talked to him since the service either.”

“Doc...” He scooted back from the desk and grabbed the edges. “It’s not healthy to just dive into your work like this.”

“For most people, I would agree.” Cynthia took a step toward the door. “As soon as you and Ava stop feeling sorry for yourselves and pick up the slack, I can take time to grieve.”

Jesus fuck…

Wes gazed at the closed door until well after she’d left. Dr. Clare had always been a cold and distant, seemingly toward everyone. But this was beyond even herself.


Holly had squealed with delight after Wes had dropped the news. The fashion designer and model she almost idolized was about to join her household. With only hours to prepare, the poor girl had been working herself ragged. Like she was nesting for a surprise baby.

Maybe I should have told her sooner. But Wes didn’t care that much about anything by that point. That is, beyond figuring out the way forward without Janus.

He wasn’t willing to take part in the greeting party. Holly would keep Lia occupied for days if Wes allowed it. Whether the new addition would appreciate the attention or get stalker vibes from it all didn’t matter so much.

Diving back into his own escape, Wes pulled up the resource projections for the first five years again. At least in Ava’s lab, nobody would bother him.

The door slid open. Elena’s voice carried through the room. “See? I told you he’d be hiding in here.”

“What do you need?” He didn’t look up until he heard more than one set of heels clack on the tiles.

Skye almost beamed with joy. Succuba Gamma does that to a person, especially as the total effect kicks in. “You can take thirty minutes to greet the new girl. Come on!”

Both of them were wrapped in the same red tube-dress Holly had put on earlier. “And if you’re all matching like this, she’ll think we’re a cult.”

Elena wasn’t taking his shit. “Actually, Lia requested this herself. I’m starting to think she’s even weirder than this one.”

“Well, that’s your problem. You picked her.”

“I picked both of them, remember?” Elena stood on the other side of the desk, gazing through the holographic spreadsheets. “I mean, you could make her Jareth’s second, but I’d imagine Holly would throw an unholy fit.”

“And I’m sure you’d like that.” Wes always knew his mother wasn’t shy about getting involved with other women. “What’s this really about? I’m busy.”

“Skye, sweetie, can you whip something up to do all the analysis for him? My son doesn’t understand that checking the same figures ten times won’t change the results, so an AI that does it twenty times might keep him satisfied.”

Wes pushed all the air out of his lungs in one huff. “You know it’s not about that. Lives are on the line here, and someone in charge has to give a damn.”

“You say that like I don’t care at all.” Elena perched her ass on the corner of the desk, twisting her body to look her son in the eyes. “If I don’t know enough to check it, why would I waste my time, if you’ll do it instead?”

The start of a migraine spread between his eyes. “Fine. I’ll play along with your dumb stunt.” Wes tried to rub it out of being. “But now that Janus is gone, we’ve got boundaries to work out with each other.”

Elena smiled hard, those full lips never letting her teeth show. “If I send over the files he’d kept on Ava and yourself over the years, would that be enough to keep you happy?”

It would have been, but every conversation with her was a negotiation. “I want full access to the database. Make that happen, and I’ll keep my mouth shut until your experiment runs its course.”

“You’ll never leave your fucking office if I do.” Now his mother’s teeth came out. “But that’s fine. I’ll think of what you owe me for it later. The old bastard’s code, no caps, is ‘perthglory two-zero-three-one.’”

Wes gazed at the ceiling as the sound of Elena’s heels trotted further away. Skye wasn’t far behind her.

Really, you let yourself be Mom’s newest toy? Not that it was out of character for Elena to plant her own spook in Wes’ house.


Wes hadn’t shown Lia much interest in her first couple of weeks. Not that he had to avoid her. Holly was more than willing to treat the final addition to the family like royalty.

Still, he did enjoy what time he had spent with her. Her Italian accent was barely there, and she’d proven smart enough in their conversations. The fact that a fashionista model understood the geopolitics of the current world like a policy expert put him at ease.

But the files GeneFactor had kept on himself and his family ate Wes’ focus, exactly as Elena had claimed they would.

Wes closed the database window hovering over his desk. The full record of his father’s ‘service’ to GeneFactor left him in a state of semi-shock.

Jesus. I’ve got nearly five-hundred half-siblings running around out there. Grant Jensen had been a busy man, and the decent fortune he’d left his wife and children after his death finally had an explanation.

The endless tracking of himself and Ava soured his opinion of Janus as well. Having dug through what information he was after, the gnawing though of the colony’s future settled into his mind again.

He walked toward the door of the home-office. “The mad, old bastard had been planning my future before I was even born.”

Entering the upstairs hallway, a stroll around the main valley felt like just the thing to clear his head, as usual. Before he could make it outside, Holly almost collided with him as she ran to the kitchen.

Panting like she was about to fall over, she barely got out, “Sorry, can’t talk right now!”

Wes grabbed her upper-arm. “No, you’re coming with me. Whatever you’re in such a rush about, it can wait.”

“But dinner...”

He let up on the pressure, nowhere near mad enough to cause pain. “You, Skye, and that girl you’ve been following like a servant. With me, in five minutes.”

“Really, for one of those walks you go on? If this is a joke, it’s almost funny.”

Wes let go of her. “I’ve got some things to go over with Skye, you deserve to hear it, and I want Lia to know what she’s gotten herself into. There’s no point in saying the same thing three times.”

“So, where to? The falls, or somewhere else?”

He’d been meaning to follow the path for weeks, but had never gotten around to it. “Swimsuits under clothing, and hiking boots. One of the technicians told me there’s a hot-spring that flows right onto the beach, about a mile north.” Supposedly like the ones that had made Te Puia a tourist destination, on a smaller scale.

Which was good enough for Holly. “You’re helping with food when we get back.”

“Fine.” Making every colonist help others on a weekly basis had already seemed like a good way to cross-train in case anyone went out of commission for a while. As GeneFactor’s new head, Wes knew that specialists are great and all, but shit happens to people.


Holly and Lia still acted like they were joined at the hip. Until the bubbling sand that looked like mud was right in front of everyone, neither of them said a word to Wes or Skye. And even Wes’ ‘assistant’ kept her mouth shut.

Sitting his towel on one of the beach rocks, the little bit of moisture left over from high tide promised that he’d never get completely dry. The others piled on top, making his the sacrifice. Flip-flops, shorts, and shirts made the stack a technicolor cairn.

He eased up to the edge of the pool, tipping his foot into the edge. “It’s nice and hot.” A wave rolled through, shocking him with cool water that felt like ice for a second.

Skye wrapped her arms around him from behind. With her forehead resting on the back of his neck, she asked, “Are you gonna be mad if I tell you this isn’t why we’re here?”

Holly and Lia weren’t jumping in, either.

“Then what’s this all about?”

Skye let go of him and joined the other two in front of their pile of clothes. “Our house is full now. You should already know what that means.”

Ava didn’t… But he couldn’t put it past his sister. “When did she end the birth control?”

Lia whispered something in Holly’s ear, making the family’s queen-bee perk up as much as her own tits. Two pairs of hands working the knots of her bathing suit didn’t hurt matters either.

Wes tried pushing the real purpose of the colony out of his mind. “Really? I thought we came down here to relax.”

The strings on Holly’s bottom loosened first. Lia kept hold of her side, waving it over her head like this was a damn basketball game. “Ms. Ava only cut off the contraceptives for her. First dibs, and all that.”

Not that there were any rules about what order the women had to have their children. “You’re running the roost with more of an iron fist than I thought.”

Holly wiggled herself just enough to break the top free. Still dry from the ankles up and basking in how Wes could see every bit of her, she wasn’t paying attention to the beachside hot-spring anymore. “Jenna still has a lot of surveying she wants to do, while Eve and Amelie want to have their first children around the same time.”

Wes stepped back as Holly strutted closer. He looked at Skye and Lia. “And you two?”

Their bodies met as they glanced at him. Skye relaxed on her feet as Lia bit an earlobe. “We don’t know yet.”

Feeling the webbing of his trunks tighten up, Wes knew he was showing how much he liked what he saw. He put one hand on Holly’s shoulder, stopping her before she could get hold of him. “This is the kind of thing we need to talk about first, as a family.”

“We have. The only one who shoots the topic down is you.”

Being the lone key to making the twelve children GeneFactor expected, it chapped his ass that he’d been left out of the plan. “Hey, I’ve still got a colony and an organization to keep afloat. It’s too soon.”

Holly squinted at him as she gnawed on the inside of her right cheek. “You only need to give me what I’m after. Every single one of your kids will have six moms. Especially the first.” Which took his primary excuse to the barn and then shot it behind the ear.

“What if I’m not ready to be like my father?”

Curls the same color as the sand brushed against his arm as Holly tilted her head over. With a quick grab at his wrist, she put his index finger in her mouth.

This was the opposite of what Grant Jensen had done. For the first time, GeneFactor depended on the women overriding the men. Wes knew it, too.

Fuck, this is bad... Holding his other hand out like he was stopping traffic, it pressed just under Holly’s belly button.

“Yeah, that’s where I need it.”

Wes looked up the bank toward Colonium Alpha. Nobody was around to cry out for. He was trapped between a raging case of Succuba Gamma, sans birth control to keep her somewhat tame, and two equally obsessed helpers.

He was fucked, or about to be, anyway. And he knew it.

Holly’s fingers clamped around his forearm. Fighting the urge to wince, Wes tried to maintain his composure. “Can we talk about this in a couple of weeks? I promise I’ll figure out when I can slow down the management side of things and—”

A girl that petite should have had so much strength. Holly forced his fingers off her shoulder as she leaned against the hand over her womb. “Orders from above.”

That bitch! Not that it shocked him at all.

“Your own mother told us to do this. I always wondered if she liked me.” Holly leaped and then wrapped her thighs around him. “It was the best way to find out.”

Staggering until he lost his footing in the wet beach, Wes braced for what would have been a concussion anywhere else but a bed. The sand gave just enough to knock the air out of his chest.

Holly was already forcing herself against the erection Wes didn’t want to have. Through his trunks, the part in her lips forced the inner layer to scour against his dick.

“Wait!” He tried to roll Holly of of himself without hurting her. “We’re not even married yet.”

“So?”

It hadn’t stopped the overwhelming majority of GeneFactor’s offspring from being conceived. Including every member of Wes’ household but himself.

The nylon over his dick was already soaked. Wes stopped fighting her, but he let out one final, desperate excuse. “I’ve gotta piss!”

“When you’re this hard? No you fucking don’t.”

His pitiful reach for an exit hadn’t escaped Skye and Lia’s attention. The sopping noise of feet against the wet sand got closer until he was staring up at three nude bodies.

Lia’s fingers curled around Holly’s shoulders as she bent down. “You were right. He’s too stubborn for his own good.”

Skye was barely keeping herself from laughing at his expense. “I told both of you… He’d fight this until the very end.”

“I already told you, there’s no reason we have to rush it. Humanity’s future needs a little more planning than hormones running wild.”

But Holly wasn’t trying to stop them. As Lia pushed her shoulders against the rock and pile of clothes, Skye turned around and started working Holly’s tits with her mouth.

Wes tried to keep himself contained. That raging boner in his trunks was plain for everyone to see, though.

Lia bent down and poked at the hard spike aimed right at Skye and Holly. She watched it rebound and smiled up at him. “I’m still safe, if that’s what you’re so worried about, topolino.”

With no idea what the term meant, Wes caught the endearing tone of her voice well enough. “It’ll take a little more than a pet-name.” Meanwhile, Skye kept molesting Holly with both hands and her mouth.

Picture-perfect teeth flashed from between Lia’s plush lips. “She told me you’d act like this, and so did everyone else. Even your sister.”

Not that Ava would have known from personal experience. But she’d heard enough from every other member of the household to mock Wes for his ‘let’s take it slow’ attitude.

Strands of rope hung down to grab hold of and save himself with. “You each get two children. What happens if we make them happen so soon?”

“We already worked out a pecking order.” Lia pointed at the writhing, moaning figure on the rock. “One month of taking care of her, and then you can move on to the next of us when it takes hold.”

He knew exactly what she meant. GeneFactor’s medication would see to it happening, likely on the first attempt.

“”Don’t I get a say in this? I am the head of the company, after all.”

Lia crept a hand under the front of his shorts. Keeping that fool’s smile going, her grip and tug almost made him forget about the show going on less than ten feet away. “You know we don’t really take orders from you, right?”

Shuddering as fingertips grazed along his shaft again, Wes didn’t want his shoulders to relax that much. “A little too well.”

Cool breeze and warm sun merged on Wes’ cock as his trunks slid down. Lia shot him one last glance. “Good. She’s almost ready.”

He looked at the expert job Skye was pulling off on Holly. Two knuckles deep with three fingers in, and probably locking tonsils with his girlfriend already, Wes’ former protege knew Holly’s body like her own. The girls had been busy during all that time he’d wallowed in the colony’s particulars.

Letting the secondary brain between his legs take over, Wes didn’t fight back as Lia took him to the deepest part of her throat.

Fuck me… Both of his hands wrapped around her head, coaxing the newest addition to his stable to take him as deep as she could. Wes tried looking to Holly for what to do next, but she was already wrapping her thighs around Skye’s head.

Slick fluid wrapped around his shaft as Lia put all her effort into sucking him dry. Wes held on for the sake of his own mind, praying he’d keep it together until she got tired of the oral game.

Out of nowhere, Holly cried out, “Fuck!”

Wes tried to ignore the way her toes and legs curled in on themselves.

Then Lia wrapped her digits around his shaft. The quick jerk rocked him out of the trance. “You get to claim her today. Why aren’t you happy?”

His mind raced from one excuse to the other. Another shot of oral bliss jerked his neck back.

Lia parted her lips from his dick with a hard pop. “Well?”

Wes couldn’t help feeling her scalp with his fingers. The fact that he wanted her to do it again raced through his mind. “You’re both twisted.”

“And?”

Another course of fingers up and down his length buckled Wes’ knees. Holy shit…

His mind wandered through everything Skye could have been doing to her. Fantasies of Holly losing her mind to the girl Wes had wanted before she even came into the picture filled his mind.

Then Lia gave him a fast jerk, pulling down on his shaft until he was staring her in the face. “You know what you want.”

Wes glanced at Holly’s arching form. As her fingers disappeared into Skye’s hair, he couldn’t help thinking how much more he could do to her.

One stroke down his cock pulled Wes out of it. Lia gazed upward and asked, “You want her?”

Hell yeah…

A soft bump on his tip stripped his attention. Holly’s idol crept the attention down his shaft, cradling his sack with no intention of letting them off easy. “She wants it too.”

Then let me give it to her, you daft bitch!

But no dice.

Lia had a winning hand, and the keys to the kingdom clutched between her fingers. “No, she wants to see us together first.”

Holly’s eyes told a different story as he looked her way. Barely.

Wes knew the only way out of this was to shut these two up, and then pitch a raging fit at Mom. Assuming his half-brother wasn’t already balls-deep in her when the time came. “Hold up.”

“Why?”

It would have been common-sense under any other circumstances. “Beach sex is fucking awful. There’s sand, and don’t even get me started on the water making it even worse.”

Lia patted the mound between her legs. “She told me you’d say that.”

“Holly, Skye, or my mother?”

It wasn’t any big deal to Lia. With a shrug that brushed every word off like dust, she kept pulling at his length. “Does it matter?”

Wes tried pushing her away.

That is, until Holly shot him that look. Something about the way his main squeeze shook her head stripped the fight out of him.

You’re not fucking serious…

A cold buzz filled his head, like Ava or Elena had set him straight. You never used this power on me. Why not?

IQ doesn’t matter when the mind gets reamed like that.

What?

She told me you’d react like this.

The voice had been Holly’s, but Wes didn’t know who had put the idea in her head.

And then Lia dove in for the kill. “Is something wrong?”

Wes couldn’t string his words together. As she tugged on his dick and planted one foot on the trunks resting between his feet, he couldn’t help stepping out of them.

Maybe Holly could have pulled this off on her own, with just enough of his bloodline’s power to screw him over. Whether it had come from his mother, his sister, or himself… It didn’t matter so much.

Holly rolled her eyes at him as her fingers wrapped around the back of Skye’s head. If you have to know, Ava set this up. The more control we have exerted on us, the easier it is for us to push back.

How? Wes reeled in his own head as Lia started taking him in, down to the final inch.

Your Mom’s orders. I don’t know why you’re shocked.

All that time Holly had spent at the compound with Lia met up with Skye’s absence during that time. Jenna’s sudden attention to him while he’d tried locking himself away with the data made enough sense to piece it all together. He’d been played, totally.

Worst of all, it had happened right under his nose... Within the organization he headed, and under his roof.

This kind of treachery is what she wants to spread?

Holly moaned as she pushed Skye’s shoulders down enough to speak. “Don’t bitch. The men can’t have all the control if we want to be better than what came before us.”

What Elena had become was one thing. But her power was shameless and direct.

Did she groom me for this?

As if he’d said it aloud, Holly fought the urge to whimper as her neck bent. “Are you stupid? Of course not.”

Lia pushed her head forward, stealing every whiff of air from his lungs.

Wes put his hand atop her head. Trying not to cringe in the best way possible, he felt her tongue wrap around his base. “So Mom just wanted to turn the tables.” Lia’s mouth forced him to shudder before he added, “Is that it?”

Holly got enough of a break to relax her shoulders.

Before Holly could reply, Skye looked back at him. “Now you get it. And this is just three of us, going after a man with a clue.”

Wes tried not to laugh at what Elena had pulled off.

Catching it before anyone else, Holly wrinkled her nose at him. “What’s that look about?”

I’m not even pissed. And even Lia’s tongue swirling around his cock didn’t stop the laughter.

Holly and Skye gazed back at him. Finally, his ‘assistant’ broke. “Have we fucked him up that badly?”

Wes curled his knuckles until Lia’s hair popped at the roots. Her throat spasmed until a whimper buzzed his cock.

That’s when he realized that Holly knew. Her fingers did the same as Wes’ own, jerking Skye’s face upward. “No. He’s giving us permission.”

The Italian study in perfection at his feet gave in and relaxed, as if it had been ordered from on high.

Wes eased his grip until he felt Lia’s mouth take him in to the hilt. Even knowing what was up, he couldn’t help reigning her back. All that did was make Lia buck away to catch her breath, and then swallow him completely again.

Holly’s smirk turned into a knowing grin. “Someone’s accepted his place in life.”

Every stubborn gesture already felt like they had all been exercises in stupid belligerence. Even from the moment Wes had set foot in the colony.

Skye gave him a second of recognition. “If we told you how long Elena had planned this out, you’d blow a gasket.”

“Before even Ava was born, I’m sure.”

Holly and Skye looked at each other as his eyes drifted shut. The time for giving a damn had passed.

But Skye wasn’t ready to let the matter drift into oblivion. “When your father gave in and conceived Ava, he understood.”

The gliding motion of Lia’s taste buds against his cock almost drowned the rest of her words

“Grant Jensen knew you would take over. Your mother granted his wish for the next generation.”

His mind was already in another world, but the meaning still filtered through.

“If the women have to share one man going forward, he thought it was only fair that they get to dictate the rules.”

Wes felt his eyes gaze at the back of his skull as Lia got even more into it.

“So that’s why Janus, Elena, and Cynthia let you—”

After that, Skye’s lecture turned into a long slur of nothing.

Given how soon Holly’s moans picked up after that, he was in good company. GeneFactor’s broodmares had turned into the guiding hand of human evolution.

And he wasn’t in any position to raise a fuss about it, much less stop them.

QUARTER 4: RESOLUTION – 1550

Ramp Shit Into the Ground! – 9350

His limit was about to pop when Wes felt Lia’s fingers took over. As he looked down, he felt the pull on his dick.

Lia stood, pushing her body against him. That tease of accent in her words made every one of them mean so much more. “She had talked about this for days. Make her happy.”

Wes opened his eyes again. Skye already had the afternoon’s main-course laid out between open thighs.

Some part of him wanted to pull back and do things according to his plan. But another beat that common sense into submission.

Staring at Holly’s waiting, eager cunt, Wes couldn’t help stepping forward. The instant his fingertips planted on the outside of her thighs, he knew what every part of him wanted.

Like she was reading his mind, Holly bit at her lips and scooted closer.

Both legs closed around him, pushing the bottom of his shaft against her folds. His lungs pulled air on their own until she quit.

Three or four hands tried pushing him into her from behind. Wes tensed his ass, forcing his shaft to glide up her open cunt, her clit pushing against the tight ridge of skin on the bottom of his cock.

Holly twitched as her hands pulled him closer. Wes tried to fight the urge, watching her mouth slack just enough to give her voice again. “Go on,” she let up on the pressure until his head pressed at her entrance, “fuck me...”

Every siren in his head quit as fast as they spun up. The first inch made him want more of her.

Skye and Lia pushed against the small of his back. Slipping more than halfway in, Wes felt his plan to take everything slow melt like an ice cube in a forge.

Holly’s nails grazed against his sides, digging in right before she could lose traction. Ten points of hurt stuck like needles as he drew back.

“Don’t you fucking stop...”

But you’re not on—

Weight came from behind as the full length of his cock plunged in.

Holly bunched into a knot, pushing the soles of her feet against his chest, leaving marks on his sides with every fingernail.

A seething breath in his right ear had enough of an accent to tell Wes it was Lia. “You should give her what we all want, because she treats us so well.” Streaks of pain flowed down his arms. “You’re a lucky man. She idolizes me. But it doesn’t stand up to what she will, for your sake.”

Wes drew back again, ready to bury himself in Holly as far as he could get. Every part of Holly tenses up, ready for whatever he’s about to throw her way.

One hard shock overwhelms her thighs. As he feels Holly close in around him, Wes tries to ignore what everyone is trying to rush him toward.

She’s close.

Knowing it’s the perfect time to strike, Wes gives himself a moment.

Why now, and why these girls? He knew the answer to each question. And why is it my responsibility?

Seconds of thinking about it was all he could afford. Lia and Skye had their hands on him before he could even throw a fit.

“He’s trying to think his way out of it.”

Wes looked at the voice just past his waist. Skye gazed at Lia as they pushed Holly’s legs back.

“I wish him the best, if that’s what he wants.” Lia ran a finger from his core, all the way up to his chin. “You can’t turn her down. Even if you run, she’ll find you.”

Holly’s grip on his wrists settled him down just enough. They had a purpose, and no matter how much he tried to fight, Wes knew his station in life was set.

“Then quit fucking around!”

Skye and Lia backed off. But it gave Holly a chance to settle what little weight she had on him.

Wes stared up at her, knowing she wasn’t about to let him go. “Well, you gonna do it or not?”

Both sides of her mouth curled up as she grabbed his wrists even tighter. “Maybe.” Her cunt pushed against his shaft, daring Wes to sink it all in.

Fighting against what came naturally, Wes barely held himself back.

That only made Holly grin harder. “You know what this is about.”

He understood the point as well as she did. Not that it made it any easier.

Tensing every muscle in his neck, Wes clenched his fingers around her. “Not yet...”

“Too late.” Holly dug both heels into his back. “You’ll come inside me, and we’re having the first kids in this colony, like it or not.”

His window to back out had passed. Whether it was days, hours, or weeks ago didn’t matter. Wes knew he’d been caught in the ultimate purpose of the colony, beyond what he could fight his way out of.

Slick walls took him down to the hilt as Holly embraced herself, forcing both tits up like a dare. The instant she had him fully enveloped, Holly’s cunt tensed like that dick belonged to her now.

Trying to win it back, Wes flinched and struggled to pull himself free. All four sides clamped shut at once. If anything, he’d only coaxed even more pleasure out of the hold.

His hands gripped around the small of her waist. Short of hurting the girl, Wes knew he couldn’t get himself way.

The bone of her hips gave Holly a good point to force herself back into him.

Fuck, she’s gonna pull it off… He paused long enough to see Lia and Skye gawking on.

One thing was certain: The men would all have their own harem, but they weren’t going to be in control of who could breed, and when.

The stroke of Holly’s pussy twitching sent a wave of energy down his shaft. As the feeling pooled deep in his loins, Wes knew his ‘wife’ was about to get exactly what she demanded.

I can’t. His neck almost snapped as Wes shook his head. “No...”

Holly bunched her shoulders up as her mouth opened. “You know you can’t stop it.”

Wes tried to grab her wrists as she scraped his abs with every nail. Before he could let go of her body, both arms twitched and forced him to grip around her torso even harder.

Skye patted at Lia’s ass while she cheered him on. “It’s okay. This is what we’re all supposed to do here, right?”

Bitch.

“And just wait until it’s my turn. You’ll never see it coming.”

The arteries in his neck pulsed hard enough that Wes felt them. Trying to think of anything other than what was inevitable by then, his teeth clenched and his breath seethed.

Holly’s clit grazed against him, jerking her entire body and forcing her to draw into a knot. “Fucking coming!”

His knees and elbows shook as she stuck to him like glue, trying to pull just another fraction of an inch inside herself. Everything felt perfect, if only for a second.

Wes couldn’t help pushing his lips against Holly’s.

Her tongue slipped into his mouth as her feet and hands tried clawing him deeper.

One jolt of her body coursed through his length, drawing the finish out as screams and tightened limbs kept Wes deep within herself.

His mind splintered as the first jet flew out. Fragments of ideas tried and failed to make him stop. But it was too damn late. Both of his lungs felt like they were on fire as he buried his face in Holly’s neck.

Every part of her guided him deep as possible inside her own body. As cold as the world could still be, even with all the extra heat, at least their kids wouldn’t have to face it without some kind of shelter.

Her motions and that realization forced Wes to give in. By the time his second blasted forth, he was already dug into her, trying to plant it as deep as possible.

As his strength and seed exhausted themselves, reality leaked around the edges of the fog. The sound of waves behind him, the feeling of his cock shrinking inside her, and the giddy conversation going on to his left… He’d done what his father had been changed to do by GeneFactor, for the first time.

Resting his hands on Holly’s breasts, he sucked in a breath that brought clarity back. Wes saw the fulfilled, ecstatic grin on her face.

“You finally started the next phase of the colony.” Her legs tightened around him. “Do you know what this means?”

Since it was Holly, Wes knew there was no telling.

Skye patted both of them on a shoulder. “You two didn’t just make a baby. You made history.”


February 25th, 2472

Tens-of-thousands of council meetings had all blurred into a mass of bureaucracy. Weighing one crop variety against another, deciding which bloodlines to cross, settling the endless, petty squabbles between colonies…

Now that GeneFactor’s grand experiment had spread to all six populated continents, the regional differences and minutia had weighed on Wes’ shoulders for over four centuries. He pinched the bridge of his nose, trying not to frown when he stared back at the assembly of holographic representatives before himself, Holly, and Skye.

The fact that a good dozen out of the hundred or so before him were his own descendants didn’t matter. “So what you’re saying, Mr. Santiago, is that you need more genetic diversity. Right?”

Late middle-aged in appearance, even though he was one of the original children of a Donor and Prime Recipient at more than four-hundred years old, Clef Santiago’s image lagged a few seconds. “Is it a problem? Our East Asian colonies have barely integrated with South American populations.”

Colonium Alpha’s original compound had been rebuilt and expanded twice. Now that it dictated the destiny of nearly all of humanity, it had become a gilded palace. Or prison, if you asked Wes.

“I’ll grant it, but the East Asian wing will demand an equal exchange of genes. Isn’t that right, Mrs. Vu?”

Another ghostly image stepped closer to him. Nia Vu always drove a hard bargain for the thousands of colonies she represented. “And we are short on various metals. I can round up volunteers for the exchange, but I expect enough resources to fix our shortages.”

Wes cocked his head. “You heard the lady. Take it or leave it.”

Clef scoffed visibly. “I’ll have to discuss it with my own council.”

Which meant endless bickering over the details would happen. Councils branched into sub-committees. And within those, nearby colonies formed endless boards that guaranteed some group or another would pitch a fit about anything.

It had finally reached a head for Wes. “You’re forty-years away from inbreeding an entire continent, Santiago. As is your sector, Mrs. Vu. I get that mineral resources aren’t uniform across regions.”

Clef looked triumphant for a couple of seconds. “I’m glad you see it my way, Director.”

Wes almost booted him from the meeting, right then. “And those who see inequality as the natural order of things, oddly enough, are always better off than most. These pointless disputes have to stop. Consider yourselves reigned in, as of now.”

Almost in unison, both of them asked, “Under what authority?”

Wes caught Skye grinning a little too much as he whispered into Holly’s ear. “It’s time to call out The Boss.” Both of them had gained some age, but not so much that he wanted to trade them in for newer models. Even after hundreds of years.

Holly walked away, the heart shape of her ass still pert as ever.

Skye leaned in. “Nobody outside of this colony has seen The Director for over a century. Are you sure?”

Wes didn’t care that every member of the council could hear him say it. “Absolutely. They’re just mentally constipated.”

Enough of the holograms shrank in-place.

“You people know that I’m not the one truly pulling the strings.” Wes leaned back in his chair, as the only one privileged enough to sit for the meeting. “I’m sorry, but this endless bickering has turned into our greatest threat.”

Nia Vu tensed her neck, almost speaking out of line. After closing her eyes for a moment, she accepted the truth. “Have we strayed that far from our original purpose?”

Wes heard the door whisk open behind him before saying, “Not yet, and I’m not willing to let it go that far.” He glanced behind himself and then back at the camera. “You’re all afraid of offending your constituencies, and I can’t control that fact anymore. So it’s time for our Director to take the helm until we get our bearings aligned again.”

Holly returned by his side, but heels still pounded on the marble like rifle shots behind her.

Oof, Mom’s pissed…

Elena slammed both palms on the edge of the desk, still looking like she’d aged a couple of years for every century. “Every continent has shortcomings. Don’t think I haven’t been watching while I’ve been silent.”

The highest of the big-wigs dodged eye contact with her the hardest.

“North and South America, you need to share more genetics. Africa, end the nativist bullshit. And Australia? You’ve pissed me off more than anyone else!”

Holly’s voice drifted into Wes’ ear. “She wasn’t happy to see me.”

“I’m sure.” But he couldn’t help smirking as he looked at the crowd shit themselves all at once.

Elena wasn’t done, though. “If any colony or continent believes it can make it alone, speak up now. I’ll be happy to cut you free so you can die like humanity’s last attempt at civilization.”

One hologram tried to throw a fit, but a few other people entered the projection, hauling him away.

“I didn’t think so.” Elena stared back down at her son and winked. “Just like the last time we hit a peak, nobody has to do without any of the essentials to keep the world running. Several of us have lived long enough to remember what hoarding and selfishness led to.”

Europe’s ballsy figurehead, Nigel Cunningham, had to throw his own opinion forward. “But Director Jensen, we cannot distribute everything equally.”

Elena didn’t skip a beat. “You’re right.” But that was just her setting up another hog for the slaughter. “Now that half of Europe is a frozen wasteland, the rest of the world can write you off, I guess. There’s no need for anywhere else to take in the people from the northern colonies.”

The Gulf Stream shutting down had turned Britain and northern Europe into snowbound hell, and it was only getting worse. “Now, now, Mrs. Jensen… We’re only advocating for our interests.”

“So name what you have to offer.”

Aside from rare metals few other places had, Cunningham knew he was holding an empty bag. And said metals weren’t totally exclusive to the place. “We simply don’t want to be at the whim of the rest of the world. Self-determination is important to all people.”

Wes tried not to cringe for the guy as Elena asked, “Then tell me, what’s your problem?”

“Without having cerium and neodymium to hold out as a bargaining chip, what promise do we have that our food shortfalls won’t allow us to be taken advantage of?”

I’m kinda glad I haven’t broken the news to him yet.

But The Director wasn’t holding back. “Our population goal for humanity will be achieved within a century.” Now that almost all people were among the colonies, and the stubborn hold-outs were gradually dropping to conflict and famine… “The scale of our recycling regime means that if there’s no growth, there’s no need for more of those resources.”

Cunningham rested his chin on a fist. “How many years, exactly?”

That was Wes’ domain. He looked him in the eyes before being as blunt as possible. “Give or take a few years, seventy-three, based on the simulations. Two more decades will give us enough of a reserve in these metals to have a near-zero chance of shortages.”

“And what of our people then? Will you leave us to freeze and starve?”

Elena was even colder than Norway had gotten, but she wasn’t evil. “I know you won’t like to hear it, but colonies that can’t sustain themselves after that time will be absorbed or relocated. The only people who will truly lose anything are your regional council.”

The call-out snuffed whatever response Nigel had ready. Openly, anyway.

Good, let your ass sulk. “Does anyone else have a complaint or proposal?”

Every pair of eyes darted to Elena before shifting to the ground in front of them.

“As always, submit any you aren’t willing or able to bring up in this forum to me, directly.”

Wes didn’t bother reciting the corny slogan the meetings usually ended with. Waving his hand at the sensors, it cut the feed and dimmed every hologram to nothing.

Skye and Holly looked at him like they were expecting an order. Wes shrugged at Elena, not even bothering to shoo them away. “There’s a reason you agreed to be the figurehead again. Wanna tell me what that is?”

The door behind them opened. Apparently, Jareth had been listening in. “Ava swore up and down that it couldn’t happen after the age of three-hundred for our kind.” Slower aging meant the human reproductive system matched the pace, but nothing could go on forever.

Wes snapped his gaze between his mother and half-brother/step-father. “I made that bet as a joke...”

Elena waited until Jareth was next to her. “We never had our quota of children, unlike your bunch. It will be nice to have kids running around this colony for the first time in centuries, right?”

“How?” Wes shook his head. “Wait,” he cocked an eyebrow at Elena, “I know where you’ll go with this. Don’t.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

HAREM WISH 


I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.

Nuh-uh… Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

***

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”

Shit. “I’ll be there in a second.”

Sierra wasn’t taking any crap. “How have you not noticed the big fucking hole?”

“I’m as confused as you are. Just calm down.”I turned the deadbolt and swung the door open.

Still in their Honkers tank-tops and pink hot-pants, they looked content as stoners watching the birds.

My head cocked on its own. “You two were pissed a second ago.”

***

Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.”

“I made you suck my dick.”

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized she was in your bed. Not gonna lie, it was kinda sweet watching you two.”

I saw the hint of bitch come back to her face, knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders had come. “Both of you,” I locked eyes with Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.”

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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