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Author's Note:
 I know some of you long-time readers love her to death, but it’s time for something big to happen: After this series, Elena will be retired as a character. Now that my graphics tablet is fixed, Alpha Creation 5 can get its cover finished as well. It’s all that’s been keeping me from publishing the finished last installment. So expect it sooner rather than later, finally. 


The poor bimbo’s been through a lot over direct appearances in sixteen of my books and counting now, and will eventually reach twenty-one appearances in total. I had no idea a single character could get so much traction in my head when I came up with her. But as you’ll see, this series is about passing on the torch for her. 

Camgirl Harem is in its final leg as well, with part four within a couple hours of solid writing and a good revision to finish. Part five is already outlined with a big finale as well. May and the early part of June turned into a marathon of trying to wrap up loose ends, but it needed to happen. 

Now that my home life has returned to sanity and a regular schedule after a false start, I want to wrap all of my ongoing projects up before I take on anything new after this series. Which is really the biggest wrapping-up of them all, considering the character I’m finally giving closure.


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA

A twinge Wes Jensen hadn’t felt since Christmas invaded the front half of his skull. Oh fuck, don’t tell me. The bullshit meeting carried on without his attention. Yep, Mom’s here...

Pretending to check his messages and then slamming both palms against the head of the conference table, Wes couldn’t give another damn about YoniMetrics’ information architecture strategy.

He locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”

Every face stayed locked-on, and he knew it. After Wes closed the door behind them, it was time break the news he knew he should have given months ago, had he known when this would happen. “It’s time to find a new CEO.”

Brett had been competent, and more importantly, loyal from the start. “Why? If it’s legal problems, we can have a squad of attorneys on it before lunch.”

Wes didn’t bother explaining any further. “Follow me.”

The rounded sconces and hanging plants gave way to the raised catwalk in the hangaresque lobby. Why did she have to show up now, of all fucking times?

Pointing down at the reception area, Wes’ finger aimed right at a blonde showing a little too much cleavage in her white cocktail dress. Her red lips and blonde hair, like a priceless ruby set in platinum, would have caught a blind man’s attention. “She’s why.”

Brett razzed Wes’ hair. “Buddy, sexual harassment suits settle for pennies on the dollar. You know that as well as I do.”

“It’d be really bad if that was why she’s here.” Wes feigned a smile as he leaned against the clear barrier and looked at Brett. “Because she’s my mother.”

The YoniMetrics tech-bro-in-chief whipped his head back and forth. After a fourth neck-breaking look, Brett finally stated the obvious. “There’s no way! She’s gotta be younger than us.”

Wes already knew his family had lapped fucked-up a dozen times already, even if everyone was on great terms. Knowing Elena sensed his presence by the quick glance she cast his way, he realized it was time to give his closest friend the rundown.


“When your dad has a massive heart attack in his thirties… In front of you, your sister, and your mom… It fucks with everyone a little.”

“I’m sorry, man. I didn’t know.”

“It didn’t help that he crashed through a glass door and cut himself to the bone. When he hardly bled after that, we knew he’d died instantly.”

“What caused it?”

It had been the years of taking Patrem formulations, and he knew it. “No idea.”

He patted Brett on the shoulder and looked down at Elena again. For a woman who’d just turned fifty, she dressed like a future trophy wife on the prowl. And as much as Wes didn’t want to admit it to himself, she looked only a few years older than she had when he was little.

Taking his hand off Brett, Wes knew her arrival out of the blue meant the time to resign should have been months prior, had he known what was coming. “I’d better go see what she wants.” He’d built YoniMetrics from the ground up in six years, but it was already time to leave this glass and metal campus to its own future. His father’s legacy called.

How Grant Jensen had been recruited into a billionaire’s genetics project, met Elena, and then proceeded to make a storybook family with the woman his powers had turned into a mind-controlling freak of nature… None of that mattered.

The fairy-tale ended with Grant dropping cold at thirty-six, leaving a widow and the two kids he claimed as his own behind. The fact both children had been born with their mother’s powers was secondary to all that.


Elena stood up from the row of formed chairs, almost as slowly as Wes descended to the ground floor. Pulling the bottom of her barely-legal outfit as far down as she could, her perfect teeth flashed at her youngest child.

Brett cut in one last time. “I get it, you’re pranking me. We’re gonna walk back into that meeting, and everyone will laugh at me.”

Wes kept going down, knowing his business partner was a few steps behind him. Every eye and ear was hanging on him again. “Either Ava’s getting married, or you’re here on business… Mom.”

Elena crossed her arms, boosting her tits even more. “Make your lackey quit staring at the goods, and we can talk.”

“How long does Janus have left,” Wes’ mind shot right to a darker place, “or is he already dead?”

Brett’s elbow almost broke a couple of ribs. “If our angel investor dies before our stock goes public next week, we’re fucked!”

Stopping just short of backhanding Brett, Wes had to know one thing. “How soon does GeneFactor need me?” But another question couldn’t hurt. “And why the everliving hell did Janus send you?”

Despite half a decade building the company that controlled access to every bit of data from most of the sensors, phones, and surveillance equipment on the planet… Wes’ final promise of, ‘I’ll take care of it, don’t worry,’ would have to stand between Brett Shive and a mental breakdown.


“Colony Alpha, or Rickardston, is built like a luxurious brick shithouse,” Janus looked frail as an empty eggshell through the screen, “ain’t it?”

Wes looked out the window at the mid-century modern compound on the edge of the sea bluff. The central building was surrounded on every other side by hillsides covered in green fields, six prairie-style mansions, and a smattering of greenhouses and outbuildings. “Someone realized the oceans would rise. What about it?”

One crooked digit tapped at the camera, like it could touch Wes through the stream. Wes’ benefactor glowed with pride as he responded, “Our whole base of operations is here on the south island of New Zealand now. The first woman your father bred already has your first candidate on her way.”

The fact that Grant had knocked up Dr. Cynthia Clare-Rickard before his own mother never sat right with him. “I get it, Jareth’s my dad’s oldest kid. Stop reminding me.”

“And he’s here to help.” Janus’ twisted grin faded into the look of a man who realized shit was getting close to the fan. “Sorry if that’s a problem.”

If getting his half-brother out of drug charges in Thailand hadn’t been so easy, Wes would have panicked. “I’ll agree, but only if he keeps his nose clean and stays out of our way.” Bribes in the six-digits had saved Jareth from execution or life in prison, under Thailand’s batshit laws.

The way Janus pulled his shawl closer didn’t make it any better. “I know you’ll keep looking after him, but he has to start taking responsibility for himself, someday.”

Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.

Janus is dying. You know it as well as I do.

Shooting a look at his mother, he tried to act like nothing was wrong. You could pretend it’s a problem, out of decency.

I’m sure it is, for you. Elena grinned back at him. But I’ll never forgive that old bastard. I think his death will be the highlight of my life, just ahead of when you or your sister were born. If only your father could have lived to see it.

For what people called an ‘empath,’ Wes knew Elena’s coldness hovered near absolute-zero. Never toward himself, his sister, or even his mother’s own estranged family. But decades of truly understanding every person she met, at the core level, made for one bitch of a woman.

Mom, just promise you’ll calm your shit until Janus zonks out on his Alzheimer's meds again.

As it turns out, 2049 has no cure for it either. Even for the billionaire-class.


“Oh, thank fuck!” Janus Rickard tried getting out of the sleek, robotic wheelchair, until the mobile arms pulled him back down. “You age like your mother!”

Wes hated the fact that he was just getting sideburns in at twenty-five. “I get it, Mom’s kids age a lot slower than normal. Tell me what else you know.”

Hands covered in liver spots tried reaching up for Wes’ face, giving up before they got past the old bastard’s shoulders. “She ages one year for every decade of her life, but your father...” Janus motioned a crippled finger, drawing his wife to his side. “He aged a decade every year. Patrem Delta is what killed him, and dozens of other men before we discovered the problem.”

From an evolutionary standpoint, Grant Jensen proved to be the ultimate alpha male. Closer to a thousand kids than zero after all that time getting paid to shag for GeneFactor, the guy had certainly left his mark on the species. His wife being the standard he measured every other women against had only made him that much more of a specimen.

“Janus, my mom still thinks you’re the devil himself, but I know what you’ve done for me. My sister owes you just as much.”

Cynthia Clare-Rickard attempted to clear her throat. “I know you’re nervous about Jareth being here,” she glanced away before handing Wes an envelope, “but Grant knew what would happen as well as anyone else could.”

No…

Cynthia hadn’t stopped aging like Elena had in the 2010’s, but what Grant had seen in her was still present, if only in grace. “When Ava reached out for my data to complete her doctoral thesis, I couldn’t turn her down. Even if she isn’t my biological daughter,  I knew I had to send her everything I could pass along.”

Wes pinched the bridge of his nose. “When’s Ava showing up?”

The doctor tried acting casual, as much as she could with so many decades in a lab behind her. “First thing in the morning, along with your initial test-subject. I know you wanted your half-brother to take up the work, but...”

Wes couldn’t help cracking a smile at his godparents. “Jareth’s a bigger fuck-up than buying another lottery ticket.”

Cynthia smiled at her husband. “He’s not wrong.”

Janus shrugged. The backcountry Aussie in his voice came to the front as he said, “I remember shit-all these days, but even I know that.”

Leaning in and pecking her husband on the forehead, Cynthia kept herself on Janus’ level. “You should tell Wes why he’s here and show him around. I need to ready everything for tomorrow.”

With a nod and a wink, Janus waited until his wife brushed past him. Once she was far enough away, he hit the button to rotate the chair in place. “You find the kind of woman who meets our criteria when she’s young, and she’ll still give you a woodie in her sixties.”

From his early childhood, Wes had a decent memory of Cynthia in her thirties. “Yeah, she’s still beautiful and razor-sharp.” Not Wes’ own type, but he couldn’t deny the merits of any woman who chose to age with dignity.

The electric motor hummed to life under Janus. Scooting ahead of Wes, he was already gabbing on to the next subject. “Well, this is the place I was telling you about. I think it’s a perfect headquarters for GeneFactor, considering our change in direction.”

The twenty hours and two fueling stops aboard his private Gulfstream had Wes ready to walk around. The final helicopter ride to this patch of New Zealand wilderness was the worst of it. He was certainly far away from YoniMetrics’ headquarters in San Jose.

“Designed by Kichiro Tanaka, and built in 1957, the forest had almost consumed the place when I bought it.” Janus stopped at one of the massive windows that made up most of the exterior walls. “After the Queen-type fiasco, it was important to move our operations somewhere more private.”

Wes remembered his parents leaving himself and Ava for days at a time, usually with the Rickards. “Yeah, Mom was getting really tired of bounty hunting her own kind when they’d go berserk.” Dozens of mind-controlling bimbos, setting their powers loose in a stadium or any other crowded place, had turned into an endless PR nightmare for GeneFactor. And stole too much precious time with Grant from Wes and Ava both.

“Elena is still the only Queen-type I’d trust with that. I’m just glad we’ve contained and rehabbed every one of the rogues.”

Staring at the endless ocean, Wes leaned his shoulder against the inch-thick slab of glass. “So if we’re no longer using the Patrem formulas that led to Queen-types and early deaths for the Donors, what’s the new plan?”

Janus was already gliding along the slate tiles again. “The children of the Donors and Prime Recipients contains enough willing candidates for our work to proceed. The problem when you tinker with human evolution is, it takes at least twenty years to move onto the next stage.”

“So you want me to direct the second generation of your work.” It was an honor Wes had known about for years already, but it still gave him the warm fuzzies. “I’m still up for it, but I need to know everything.”

Halfway across the room, Janus asked, “Did you ever find a girl who meets our criteria?”

For the ninth time in a year, Wes answered, “Yeah, her name’s Holly.”

Not so far gone that a reminder couldn’t get him back on the rails, Janus picked up where he’d left off. “Oh yeah, how could I forget her?”

Fucking Alzheimer’s. Which Janus himself forgot he had, every now and then.

“She’s on her way with Ava. Can’t have you getting too lonely here.”

It was breaking news to Wes. “She doesn’t even know about the arrangement we’ve got. I wish you’d have let me break it to her, myself.”

“So she doesn’t even know her father was one of our Donors?”

Wes didn’t either. “Who?”

“Steve Michaels, one of the first we trialed with Patrem Theta. As a matter of fact, he was the last man your father trained, personally.”

“But I’ve met her dad a few times already, and—” It hit Wes out of nowhere. “Fuck, now I’ve got even more to explain to her.”

Janus motored back to him. “Get used to it. Keeping track of and faking paternity test results, for the sake of Prime Recipients and their children, has cost us a mint so far.” And that was on top of providing supplemental income for the children who resulted. As the divide between the rich and everyone else grew over the decades, a few kids and a house with a picket fence wasn’t the American dream anymore. It had been replaced by a tiny apartment, without roommates to help cover the soaring rent.

“And when their grandchildren check their genes, it’ll get that much worse.”

The chair’s bumper pushed against Wes’ ankle. Janus sighed before adding, “Don’t worry, we’ve already bought up every company that does them. A small investment, compared to the later costs of covering our asses.”

Wes backed away from the window. “Well, let’s get the tour over with so I can write my resignation letter to YoniMetrics.” Janus funding the start-up costs, and further investments, had ridden on Wes taking over GeneFactor when the time came. That time just happened to be right about then.


Janus kept scootering himself through the halls. He pointed at one of the palaces barely within sight. “And the houses surrounding this compound, those are the testing grounds.”

Even through the haze, Wes made out the wood behemoths, more fit for Montana than New Zealand. “For a place this large, what’s the cost of the staff?”

“Less than we’d spend on a single full-time employee, you dumbass!” Janus whipped his head back as fast as a man in his eighties could. “We’re in the business of making an impact, not employing every dipshit who begs for a job.”

Wes knew he’d struck the usual nerve that flared between them. “So you’ve got automation taking care of everything.” From mowing the grass, to growing and producing any food that wasn’t meat. “The locals will hate us.”

“That’s exactly what I’d expect your father to say.” Feeble and withered as he could be, Janus still looked confident as hell when he turned his chair toward Wes. “That’s why I chose your sister to carry on my wife’s legacy.”

“Why let a psycho like Ava inherit the testing?”

“Your mother asked that of me, should Ava prove worthy. And she has.” Janus tapped at the window next to him.

Wes stared in the general direction. Elena was watching them through another pane of glass.

Janus laughed until it fell apart in a coughing fit. After gathering himself again, the old bastard quipped,  “I’m putting you in charge of GeneFactor as a whole, but do you want to know who I’m appointing as lead on this operation?”

“No… You know what dad’s death did to her. She’s lost her fucking mind!”

“Has she? As the first Queen-Type, and the only one who hasn’t turned on us, I think we owe her some input on our future.”

Wes grabbed the handles of Janus’ wheelchair. “How do you know she isn’t putting all of this in your head, right now?

“Even if she is, do you think she’s looking out for anything but your own best interest, right now?”

Manipulative as his mother was, Wes knew it always had a purpose that led to his own benefit. “I get it, but you know who and what she is.”

“Fine, we’ll consider you and your sister just as dangerous, if that’s your position.”

“That’s not what I meant...”

Janus’ chair scooted forward. “Then come on, We’ve got plenty of real-estate to cover before I need my medicine.”


Wes had claimed the southernmost home for himself. With the ocean and sunrise to his east, the light and sound creeping into that palatial bedroom eased him out of his well-earned sleep. Inviting as the California-king mattress was, he knew another round of dozing was out of the question.

Mom’s probably been up for hours already. He got up and started dressing himself. With Holly and Ava arriving at any moment, Wes had plenty to think about.

The screen on his watch lit up right as Wes finished buttoning up a white shirt. Elena’s face popped into the frame, well out of range of their thought link. “You know this place is just a glorified stud farm, right?”

Wes had figured that much out from what Janus had told him already. “Judging by how many houses there are, I’d say five more guys are due at some point.”

“And thirty-six women in total.” Elena held up a sheet of paper Wes couldn’t read on the tiny screen. “Janus wants to set up colonies like this all over the island, seeded with the male offspring from here.”

Which sounded insane after Wes ran the numbers through his head. “In ten generations, there would be thousands of these places.”

“That’s exactly it. With three children per woman, half of them boys who would go on to have their own six, the entire population of this island would come from this program within two-hundred years. After that, the eventual plan is to spread the program around the globe.”

“Pretty ambitious and long-term.” Wes had to respect Janus’ switch to a more focused strategy, after GeneFactor’s decades of the scattershot approach. “It’ll basically re-engineer our entire species.”

“Yeah, I’ve been reading the details all night. If the machines can do most of the work keeping the families fed, clothed, and sheltered, it won’t be hard to convince new people to join in.”

Wes knew exactly what his mother was talking about. With hardly any jobs left, most of humanity had come to rely on the universal basic incomes various governments around the world had put in place. It had turned out to be great for the arts, entertainment, and whatever else people would do in their free time. But for too many, life had lost all meaning.

Something kept bothering him. “Mom, what more can you tell me about the automation? And how does Janus plan on funding all of this?”

“I knew you’d ask that.” Elena pushed a blonde lock out of her face. “According to what’s been outlined, just about every need you can imagine will be taken care of. The central compounds are supposed to be the admin building and civic center for each colony, with every member having a specific job, roughly fifteen hours a week from each person to keep everything running smoothly.”

She hadn’t answered his question. “Funding. Shit like this takes money.”

Elena scrunched her lips. “Loading off the surplus food on the locals. Famine’s even coming here.”

“And you think it can work?”

“That’s why I called you. It’s either genius, or the legacy project of a senile madman.” She paused for a second, glancing to the side. “But what bothers me most is Cynthia’s thesis that every resulting child can be turned into something like me, without diluting the powers any further.”

He knew that had applied to himself and Ava as well. “Basically, Janus has outlined how to create Humanity 2.0.”

“He calls them ‘Duke’ and ‘Duchess-types,’ and yourself and Ava were the first he could have Cynthia study in any depth.” Elena looked like she was cursing the head-honcho in her mind. “If I’d figured out why they always volunteered to watch you two, I never would have allowed it.”

But Wes always knew. No god-parents would put children through rigorous academic and psychological testing, just for the hell of it. “I came to terms with it before I even got to middle school. Janus’ help through the years always had a purpose, and I knew what it was about.”

“Did he ever share this plan with you?”

Wes searched his memories for any hints. “I had no idea, but it does explain a lot.”

Ever the mother hen with superhuman abilities, Elena gazed into the camera. “So tell me, are you okay with being the first guinea pig?”

His mind hollowed out. As much as Wes knew what she was doing, he couldn’t fight back. Total honesty was all he could imagine giving her. “I’m a little pissed that he didn’t tell me, and that Holly got roped into all of this.”

Elena kept staring, forcing him to go a bit further.

“But I understand why Janus went about it this way. I just wish he’d have been more honest about the whole idea.”

“Hmph.” Elena backed away from the lens. “I take it you’re fine with the plan, then, in the broader context.”

Gradually putting the benefits of mankind’s advancements in this century into the hands of the people was fine by Wes. The only part he had a problem with was the genetic control GeneFactor planned to maintain.

“As much as it gives people their own agency back, it reeks of eugenics to me. What happens to the people not deemed worthy of entering the program, and the five out of six men discarded after this program replaces the human population?”

“That’s the thing. It doesn’t go further than that. Janus ended the whole proposal with a handwritten note, outlining how he wanted the new humanity to figure the way forward out for themselves, so long as the population drops to under one billion and stays there.”

Wes ran the same numbers through his mind again. “So in three-hundred years, he sees every human alive descending from this program.”

“Knowing the bastard, he probably thinks everyone will be wiser, just because.” But Elena knew the truth about human wants and wishes, after reading them for so long. “People will be smarter and have more common sense, in general, but the worst monsters I’ve ever known were the brightest.”

Wes knew exactly who she was talking about. “Your ex, Reverend Boyce, was a total psychopath.”

“I won’t argue with that. But what makes you think Janus isn’t just as awful?”

The fact that Janus wasn’t making himself the recipient of sex beyond what he could handle was enough for Wes. “You know as well as I do that the earlier Patrem formulas produced monsters, and the later versions killed Dad. But you have to cut Janus a little slack.”

“Easy for you to say.” Elena darted her eyes around the room again, which was her signature way of signaling she was avoiding the question. “Cynthia is just as responsible, in my mind.”

Wes finally had enough. “Then stop going along with their plans, and fucking do something about it. I’ve heard enough bitching already.”

“Maybe I will.”

“Like what?”

Elena shot her gaze around the room again.

“See? There you go again, dodging the fucking question.”

“They know what they did to your father.”

“And they’ve looked after myself and Ava, even before Dad died. Seriously, what do you want from them? Janus put the whole program in your hands, even though he knows you hate his guts.”

“Oh, I won’t betray them, but don’t expect me to shed a tear when he dies either.”

Wes knew his mother’s veiled threats always held a promise. “So, what do you plan on trying?”

“At this point, I just want yourself and your sister to benefit. Hopefully my own children will have a sense of morality.”

But they had no way of knowing the Patrem formulas would kill the men taking them. Jesus fucking Christ! “Mom, I’m done talking about it. We’ll sort this out later.”

Elena’s own brand of venom seeped through the watch’s speaker. “Well, bye.”


After spending the morning and early-afternoon exploring his own compound, Wes knew it was more than fit for himself, six women, and eighteen children to live like royalty. One of GeneFactor’s stand-in technicians had even dropped by at his request. As it turns out, the automated systems were nothing short of cutting-edge.

But that newfound peace didn’t last long. The noise of helicopter rotors filled the valley. By the time he could start walking toward the central complex, the psychic bond he’d always shared with his sister zapped the front of his mind.

I guess it’s them.

The half-mile jog wasn’t too much, and Wes knew the purpose behind the lack of transportation. As Janus had explained it, in the face of all this automation, having to travel on foot would keep the residents in something like decent health. The data Wes’ company had gathered over the past few years had only confirmed a gradual decline in humanity’s activity level.

Tinted glass kept him from seeing much, but the shape of Holly’s body was undeniable as he looked up to the second floor window above the main entryway. As was Janus’ chair-bound shape. The only thing that bothered him was the warm embrace both silhouettes gave each other.

Formed concrete walls and gray tile raced by as he ran through the right halls. The lift up the elevator felt eternal. Having not seen Holly in three weeks, even a business-focused guy like Wes could feel giddy over seeing his main squeeze.

With a curt ding, the sliding doors parted. But all Wes saw was his sister standing right in front of his exit.

Before he could flinch, Ava dove forth and wrapped both arms around his neck. “Bro!”

The spitting image of their mother, apart from the chestnut hair both of them had inherited from Grant, at least Ava wasn’t howling and spitting with resentment. From Wes’ point of view, his sister looked punch-drunk happy to even be there. “Easy. It’s only been a couple of months.”

“I know, but...” There was still a sore-spot between them. “I’m still pissed you didn’t come to my graduation.”

The Eurasian Union calling him before their assembly for testimony kinda overruled his family duties. Unless, of course, he’d wanted his company to owe a few billion US dollars in fines. “You know why I couldn’t.” But still, this was his big-sister, who still acted like the baby of the clan. “I still can’t figure out why anyone would need two Doctoral degrees, if they don’t plan on teaching.”

Ava tilted her head behind herself. “Cynthia told me I’d have to match her own education. You know what we’re supposed to do.”

Wes looked around his sister’s head. Between Janus and Cynthia, Holly stood bolt-straight with both hands to her side. Whatever they’d done to the carefree, casual girl he’d fallen for, he didn’t like it.

“So what’s up with Holly? She never acts like this.” In fact, Wes had expected her to do the diving into the elevator instead.

Ava backed away enough to make him nervous. “It’s not what Dad was taking, but they’ve had me give her these pills for a week. It’s been gradual, but she’s acted different ever since it started.”

And that was the one line Wes didn’t want to cross. “Old man! What the shit is this?”

The three of them turned in unison. “You knew both of them were coming. What’s the problem, mate?”

Staring Holly down, Wes noticed even more attentive discipline in his girlfriend. She wasn’t facing him out of confusion. Her stance was one of pure duty.

“She’s the least formal person I’ve ever met.” And for Wes, that was exactly what got him to fall madly in love with Holly. “If I knew you’d lobotomize my girlfriend, I’d have told you to go fuck yourself.”

Cynthia put a hand up, snapping her fingers in front of Holly’s eyes. And just like that, the girl Wes knew was back.

...Kinda.

With even more speed and force than Ava, Holly ran toward the elevator. Even the strappy heels and flowing, raspberry-red sun dress couldn’t slow her down.

Forced against the back wall of the elevator, Wes struggled to keep himself upright when her legs coiled around the small of his back. “When your sister told me we were gonna meet you in New Zealand, I didn’t believe her.” A smile warm enough to melt what few glaciers remained on the planet took over her plump lips. “God, I’ve missed you!”

Holly’s tongue invaded his mouth before Wes could figure out what was going on again. Sliding down the wood panels, by the time Wes’ ass hit the floor, he knew their usual fuck session after weeks apart was the sole thing on her mind.

But still, something was off about her. It sure wasn’t her enthusiasm. Yet he couldn’t put a name to it.

Planting his hands on her shoulders, Wes jerked Holly away from himself. “Easy, you’ll get what you want later.” First, he had to dig up exactly what Cynthia and Ava had done to her.

Holly wasn’t settling. “Oh, come on…” Her doe-eyes and pouty lips would have puddled any other man like butter in the oven. “I’m sure there’s some place we could sneak off to.”

That’s when Wes figured it out. “Do you realize everyone’s staring at us?” The Holly he knew would never cause a scene or embarrass him. She’d been angling successfully for the role of the perfect corporate wife-to-be.

“Well, let’s get all this over with. Then can we go have some fun?”

She hadn’t snapped out of anything but that trance. Climbing up to his feet, Wes knew the kind of mental effects GeneFactor’s pharmaceuticals could induce. “So, what have you been feeding her, Ava?”

Dr. Clare-Rickard stepped toward the elevator. “Patrem formulations have proven too dangerous to continue developing, but Succuba Gamma has shown no ill-effects in the ten years I’ve been studying it.”

“Define ‘ill’ for me.” Wes just wanted the old Holly back. “Don’t tell me you started dosing her without explaining what that shit does.”

Ava joined her mentor at the door. “When I asked Holly if she’d say ‘yes’ when you proposed, I knew it was time to tell her about Colony Alpha, and your role in heading GeneFactor.”

So it hadn’t just been his god-parents keeping the truth from him. Ava, his mom, and even Holly were in on it. “Sorry, but I feel a little betrayed by just about everyone close to me right now.”

Janus already had his answer cocked and loaded. “Wes, my boy, you know everything stays on a need-to-know basis. Jareth doesn’t know about this project, either.”

And if his half-brother had, Wes knew he’d blab about it. “Then why don’t you tell me what I don’t know already? Six men with six women apiece, each giving them three children. Within a few centuries, humanity will be remolded. Anything important Mom hasn’t told me?”

As Janus stared daggers at Elena, she responded with nothing but a cold smirk. The mechanical chair drew closer. “It’s probably news to your mother, but based on our testing, she’s likely to live for hundreds of years. That goes for yourself, your sister, and any other children of Queen-Types.”

“So you wanted people running the project who’d live long enough to see it through. Is that it?”

“Exactly.” Janus motored himself to the edge of the metal lip between the room and the elevator. “And I’m sure you know why this ‘fountain of youth’ we’ve discovered can’t become known to the public. Imagine how much worse overpopulation would get if people lived for centuries instead of decades.”

“Roughly one year of aging after puberty, every ten years.” The implication almost slapped Wes’ jaw loose from his skull. “I can’t imagine living to be nearly a thousand years old, even though it’s possible for me.”

Janus wasn’t finished dumping more weight on his shoulders. “That’s the unintended consequence of the Patrem program and the resulting Queen-Types. Even though it was a genetic guidance program, we accidentally created several hundred demigods instead.”

Museum-quality physical specimens, with genius IQ’s and a fair chunk of their mothers’ empathic abilities… It was no wonder nearly every Queen-Types’ children excelled at nearly everything they tried. “Let me guess… This colony will be populated with their kids.”

Cynthia leaned against her husband’s wheelchair. “Correct, and if my theory is correct, the resulting children will retain those abilities. We simply need a pool large enough to pass those altered genes to the rest of the humanity without inbreeding.”

But just one compound like this wouldn’t do it. “How many colonies are you planning, for the first generation?”

Taking her husband’s hand from behind, Cynthia looked like a woman who was seeing her life’s work come to fruition. “Eight more colonies in the first generation, assuming this one is a success. Within ten generations, the entire human population will trace direct lineage to this project.”

And Wes knew he was likely to live long enough to see it through. “What about the grandchildren of the Queen-Types? Will they live this long?”

“It’s unlikely, if the children we call Duke and Duchess-Types don’t mate with another of their kind. That’s why only the male offspring of Queen-Types have been recruited.”

Which meant that Holly’s mother had simply been one of GeneFactor’s standard broodmares. “I’m torn. This could either save our species, or turn into a dystopian nightmare.”

Janus and Cynthia turned away and made a beeline to Elena. Janus stopped and angled himself to face both her and Wes. “That’s why I’m passing control of this project to your mother. I know she has every reason to hate me. But my hope is that your father’s death will always remind her to avoid unintended consequences.”

Wes stared at her, seeing the tears well up. Janus and Cynthia developed the waterworks at the same time. Holy shit, there’s no way…

As Elena leaned in, Wes expected her to put a hidden knife through Janus’ ribs. But the sobbing and bawling of her letting twenty years of resentment go flooded out instead.

Ava stepped inside the elevator cube. “I never thought I’d see her break down like this.”

Wes wrapped one arm around Holly’s waist, and the other around his sister’s shoulder. “If they didn’t mean it, she’d know.”

“So is this all about making it up to Mom?”

“What difference does it make if it is?” Wes let go of Holly and reached for the row of buttons. “We’ll let them sort it out.”

Ava leaned her head against his shoulder as the doors slid closed. “Then let’s head to your place. I owe you an explanation of what Succuba Gamma does.”


By the time they’d reached Wes’ estate, Ava had already run down the gist of Holly’s changes. Through years of testing the Succuba formulations on Prime Recipients, GeneFactor had dialed in the exact combination to make women recruited into the Colony Project ideal for the role. Producing three perfect offspring for her chosen man, and raising them into paragons of humanity, felt irreversibly vital as air to any woman who received thirty daily doses.

At the front door, Wes ushered Holly in. But then he closed it behind her, leaving himself and Ava alone on the covered porch. “Please tell me she heard every detail of this ahead of time, and consented to it of her own free-will.”

Ava darted her eyes to the ground, exactly like their mother. “In a way.”

Wes planted both hands on the wall on either side of his sister’s head. “What way?”

“Every house will have a husband, and out of the six women, a head matron.” Ava finally matched his stare. “When I finally convinced her that this wasn’t an elaborate prank, she demanded to be the head matron for your house.”

“And how did you talk her into taking the medicine?”

The way all of the tension went out of Ava at once threw him for a loop. “I told her what GeneFactor does, and how she’s one of the Patrem Project’s kids, alright? I even gave her a paternity test with my own equipment, just to prove I wasn’t lying.”

Devoted as Holly was to him, the rest made too much sense. While his girlfriend wasn’t the clingy, overly-attached sort, she’d proven her loyalty early. As it turns out, the children of Donors and Prime Recipients tended to develop a kind of near-worship of some person, cause, or ideal. “And here I was, debating whether she was a damn good gold-digger, or just the perfect girl for me. Thanks for making me feel like an asshole.”

“If it’s any consolation, every single girl we’ve recruited has a Donor father. Honestly, I think Janus had this phase as his end-goal, all along.”

The old bastard always had struck Wes as the mad billionaire type. “So what Mom and Dad were part of… That was just the setup.”

“As far as I can tell, yeah.”

Holly’s face peered through one of the columns of glass next to the door. That same begging look was all over her face.

Wes finally dropped his act. “Fine, it’s not like the world hasn’t gone to shit in the past fifty years. The only thing I’m worried about is convincing the rest of humanity to go along with this.”

Ava grinned a little too hard. “Would you believe Janus convinced the government here in New Zealand to help out? All the billionaires seeing this place as a safe haven to ride out an apocalypse wore on their nerves, and they knew something has to change before humanity wipes itself out.”

Between disasters of the millennium hitting every year, the world population dropping by over a billion in the past few decades from famine, and sea level rises alone displacing a third of the survivors… Humanity was finally realizing it had fucked the planetary pooch. The litter of consequences was just the puppies.

Too much of Janus’ philosophy distilled into one realization. “The crazy fuck sees this whole project as a lifeboat.”

Ava had one last bomb to drop. “No, that’s not it at all.” She pulled Wes’ collar until his shirt dug into the back of his neck. “He and Cynthia believe humanity should amount to more than just an evolutionary accident that wiped itself out. I believe that too, so don’t fuck this up.”


Closing the door as Ava left, Wes felt like he could relax for the first time in hours. That is, until Holly came back into the foyer as he turned the deadbolt. “Has she left? I thought she’d want lemonade before walking back to the central compound...”

As he spun in place, he noticed Holly was carrying a tray with two full glasses. “You should make a third for yourself next time.” The whole servant bit she’d been putting on went far beyond her normal self, and Wes couldn’t stand it.

Holly cocked her head. “But if I did, I’d have wasted a glass, now that Ava’s gone.”

“You’re not a maid. Stop it.” More than anything, he just wanted the girl he remembered from weeks prior. But knowing the way GeneFactor’s meds worked, Wes understood he’d have to thread that needle carefully. “I don’t expect you to be a servant.”

“I know.” Holly’s cheeks blushed a hotter shade of fuchsia than her lipstick. “And I’m thankful.”

“Don’t be. If I wanted to take advantage of you, it’d make me a total sack of shit. I don’t deserve a prize for not doing that.”

She placed the tray down on the caramel, native matai-wood console table. “Well, I finally got you all to myself. We’ve got some catching up to do.”

Wes knew what Holly was after. Still, he hated that GeneFactor felt the need to change her. “Do you even remember what you used to be like?”

Not skipping a beat, Holly perked up. “A little stuffy, and honestly, willing to use you to get what I wanted.”

Which he’d always known about her, and assumed about everyone after his net-worth had surpassed ten-digits. “All people use each other, for one thing or another. That’s just the nature of humanity. No need to feel shame over it.”

“But now everything’s so clear to me. For the first time, I know what my purpose is.”

“And that is?” Wes knew he wouldn’t enjoy the answer.

Holly closed the small distance between them, pressing both of her tits against his arm. “You already know.” She leaned into his ear. “Three perfect children, that only the two of us can make together.”

The very idea of kids felt like it should have been years down the road. Wes’ career and personal ambitions ruled them out. That is, until his entire life was upended and replanted into the boondocks of New Zealand.

He tried summoning the right words, stuttering until he could get out, “I know that’s what we’re supposed to do here, but shouldn’t we talk this over first?”

“What’s left to talk about?” Holly wrapped one of her leg’s around Wes’ own as her hands slid under his untucked shirt. “If I have to share you with five other girls, I at least want first dibs.”

Wes snatched her wrists away from his abs. Keeping hold of one, he started dragging her through one of the seemingly endless hallways and then up a spiral flight of stairs. The fact that Holly wasn’t saying a word bothered him like a raging sunburn.

The double-doors to the master suite were the last obstacle. But instead of heading in, he backed Holly up against one of the wood slabs, lifting her chin with one finger.

She acted like Wes pressing his body against her own was the start of what she needed. “This is a big place. You know I want you to make me come in every single room. This hall works just fine too.”

After rolling his eyes, Wes refocused on Holly’s face. She wasn’t bothered at all by it. “What if I told you that I’m not ready to start a family?”

“Ava told me what you signed up for. Now that you’re here, do you really plan on backing out?”

“Then I need to hear it from you, directly.” He backed away and folded his arms together. “Did you agree to play along with this, before Ava started dosing you with Succuba Gamma?”

Pure elation came over her face. “I didn’t believe her at first, and I was pretty nervous… But yeah, I knew I couldn’t risk losing you.”

“Even knowing all of the details?”

“Like having to share my man?” Holly didn’t lose a shred of that sparkle. “After a few days of the medicine, every doubt I had went away. If I’m your top girl out of six, wouldn’t that mean I’m that much more special to you?”

She’s fucking warped. Holly had always known about the kinds of parties tech executives held, and Wes was fully aware. Compared to the debauchery and playboy lifestyle untold fortunes could afford a guy like himself, he knew Holly was too good to throw away on a yacht orgy or anything else in that vein.

One more punch to his gut flew out of her mouth. “And we both know why we were even born in the first place.”

“Breeding stock.” Wes hated saying it outright, at least as much as knowing it sickened him.

Holly didn’t seem to understand why he was taking it so badly. “Every single ancestor, of every single person, was technically the breeding stock used to make them. It’ll be the same for us and then for our kids.”

Maybe it was the clinical look at what’s supposed to be intimate and bursting with the best emotions possible that turned his stomach so horribly. Still, Wes knew he couldn’t fight his purpose. “I’m stuck here anyway, since I promised Janus I’d run his little foundation. I just wish he hadn’t been dumb enough to put mom in charge of the project, itself.”

“I’ve always liked her.” Holly tried sneaking her fingers back into his shirt, this time from between the buttons. “Plus, your mom’s always told me that I remind her of herself, before she met your father.”

And if this is what Dad turned Mom into, I can’t say I can forgive him. Revival-tent-religious as Elena’s family always seemed, they at least let her be who she was. Or at least what Grant Jensen had made her.

One of Holly’s hands pulled out of the light cotton, dancing below to Wes’ belt. “I’m glad you stopped fighting it so hard.”

As he stared down at the girl he stood nearly a foot over, Wes couldn’t deny that he enjoyed the complete adoration in her eyes. Maybe she really was still the same Holly underneath the pathological libido. “Your birth control implant. Is it still in place?”

“For now, Ava told me. Everyone has to arrive and get adjusted before the real work can start.”

What that ‘real work’ was, he already knew. Babies. Eighteen of them, to be exact.

Holly gave him that classic chin-down, eyes-up pout again. “So you don’t have to worry about anything for now.”

“I know you or Ava would never lie about something like that.” Early tests of Holly’s loyalty had let her remain past the second month. As it turned out, dating whichever girls threw themselves his way was a fast-track to calling in fortune vultures. The fact that he’d had to chase after Holly’s affection, at first, had thrown him into a spin early on.

Not that Wes had to anymore. She leaned against the door, tugging at the leather strap around his waist.

Reaching for the handle, Wes felt her body keep drifting backwards, taking himself with her.

Catching the lever in time to stop them from hitting the hardwood, the door kept them swinging. Holly clung tight, all of her fingers clenched around his belt and shirt.

Righting himself, and her along with him, Wes reached around her body. A quick tap on her ass through that dress brought the life back to the room.

She was already blushing when he swatted again. “Now you’re all for it, but only because you know I won’t get pregnant.”

Of fucking course. Starting for the giant bed in the center of the room, he had Holly walking in reverse. “We’ll talk about how fast we want to take everything later.” Now all he was worried about was getting between her thighs again.

Sensitive as a mousetrap, her legs buckled as soon as they backed against the mattress. “Like you said, later.”

As Holly reached behind her back, Wes heard the zipper. Writhing the shoulder straps down, she was almost crawling out of that dress. The orange padding of her bra, covered in magenta lace that perfectly matched her fingernails and lips, had to be his favorite set of lingerie on her.

The dress kept slipping, bringing her toned stomach into the open. Wes couldn’t imagine her swollen and ready to pop, but he knew the image was all Holly could think about. By the time that tiny thong revealed itself, he’d already forgotten about his future problems.

She kicked the tube of fabric away. One of her stilettos planted against Wes’ sternum, the tip of the heel almost piercing his skin. He knew how she wanted this to go down.

Holly was one of those rare women who towed the line perfectly between refined, classical beauty, knockout hotness, and the kind of cute that made a man want to protect her. Depending on her mood and how she dressed, any of them could dominate the others. It all came down to which side of herself Holly wanted to bring to the surface.

Wes didn’t mind the sultry vixen part of her coming out to play for a while. Feeling the wooden spike dig in enough to leave a mark, he got to work on the first buckle. The distance she’d walked in them alone meant she had to get out of those things.

He knew it was the obscenely expensive pair he’d bought her a few months back. Far from the freeloader with a vagina he feared, Holly definitely made sure to show her appreciation by finding any excuse to wear them around Wes. And of course, express the fullest gratitude in bed.

With one off and clattering against the wood floor, Holly got right to diving her toes into his shirt. Footsying away just under the top button he’d fastened, she had it open before Wes could get the second heel off her.

Rising up and then resting against her elbows, she pursed one side of her mouth. “You really need to work on your speed with those.”

Wes didn’t mind. His fingers were already sliding from her toes, halfway down to the ankles.

Holly curled the soft arch of both feet, making sure he paid attention with a giggle. No woman would ever turn down a good foot massage after so much walking, and no matter the footwear she’d had on.

But Wes knew she’d expect it later. As her legs straightened, it forced his hands to wrap around both of her ankles. Skin slick as oiled glass let him slide down her slender calves.

“Guess what I want you to do for me.”

Not that he had to ask. “You’re lucky I enjoy it.” At least, he did for her.

The rest of his body lowered to meet her own. Making sure both arms tangled around her thighs, Wes stopped his face right in front of the panty triangle.

Holly’s cunt had already soaked the nylon lace. Between that and the heat, Wes figured it should have been steaming.

All the better for him. Wes knew a good performance would earn him the kind of fuck men brag to their friends about.

The inner silk of one of her thighs twitched as he pulled the fabric to the side. A feathery run of Wes’ digits along the slick mound had her fingers in his hair. “That’s right, show me how much you’ve missed me.”

Wes opened his mouth to respond. His lips met the crook of a leg. Teasing a little closer, he knew the stubble on his face would set her ablaze.

Easing the tip of his index finger along the crease of Holly’s tidy slit, Wes felt how drenched and ready she’d probably been for hours.

“Go on, stop fucking teasing me...”

Wes jerked his tongue down, grazing on the very edge of Holly’s opening. Letting himself taste her from bottom to clit with a crawling drag, he couldn’t wait for her to stop inhaling.

“You don’t know how bad I needed this.”

He couldn’t help smiling to himself a little. The best thing he could fantasize about at night was never what Holly would do for him. Wes far preferred dreaming up what he could do to her next time.

Begging without making another sound, Holly’s hands and legs did all the talking. The fingernails grazing his scalp just right, and those thighs quivering like he’d been going at it for minutes already. Even for them, it was getting heavy, fast.

A few good lashes at her bean got Holly loud enough that Wes knew it was time to get a finger or two involved. Poking through the entrance he liked invading too much, the total flood inside allowed him to slide both tips right toward home.

Wet and burning like a rolling pot, the petite mess he called a girlfriend was already arching her back. Both of her hands left Wes’ scalp and then slammed against the cotton sheets.

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

But he wasn’t even going that hard. Succuba Gamma does this too?

Acting like a hysterical firework of moans and trembles, Holly’s voice seethed like she was trying to keep her lips shut. The vibrations from her throat were making it all the way through her body, passing into Wes.

Without a second of warning, her entire frame tried drawing into a knot. Her mind wasn’t the only thing that had changed. She was acting like a bike ride on a bumpy road would get her off.

Not knowing if it was a seizure, or if the meds were working as intended, Wes broke his mouth away. As his fingers stilled against her g-spot, he looked at the thigh to his right. Even that part of her was blushing.

“Think you’ll make it?”

By the time Wes paid attention to her face again, reams of sweat had already started coursing down her forehead. Every one of her pants sounded raw.

“Don’t tell me you already came.”

Holly barely had the wherewithal to shake her head. With both cheeks closing in the color of blood, the denial had to be killing her.

One dance of his finger along Holly’s pussy forced the rest her to shake like a cold chill in human form. “You were always sensitive, but this is insane.”

Finally getting the air to talk, she whimpered, “It’s already hurting not to come.”

He’d have to let Cynthia and Ava know that part of the pharmaceutical cocktail was too much for a girl Holly’s size. With her barely clocking in at half his weight, Wes had to ponder if he’d end up shattering her to pieces.

By the time he’d gathered his thoughts, Holly was already up on her knees. As she scooted closer, what she wanted next was already plain as day.

Feeling her hands reach down and work on his slacks, the strrnkt of his zipper registered on his skin. Holly glanced up while she reached into the open void. “Why are you letting me catch my breath like this?”

Before he could respond, she’d bent down. As her tits hit the mattress, plump lips eased against the bottom of his shaft. Going with it, Wes could only run his hands down her back.

With one hot puff of warning, Holly’s lips glided right past his tip. Halfway down the entire length, she stopped for a bit of tongue-play. Wes felt like his knees were about to clap together.

Carrying right on to his base, Holly lingered around the top of his sack. As her head shook just enough to push him onto the next level, one bead of spittle leaked down, cooling until it dripped to the floor.

Wes couldn’t help bending over when his senses came back. His palm stung against her ass, sticking to her skin as he snuck his fingers under the lacy thong.

Her little moan reverberated through his cock. Warm fuzzies danced up his spine as he felt the area where Holly’s rear met the small of her back.

The sound of his voice was already changing. “Fucking hell...” After two good years of dating, Holly had finally shown him how much of an oral prodigy she was.

Both of his hands drifted up the curve of her back. Spreading out, just above the apex of her waist, Wes let himself feel every inch until he had reached her nape.

Wrapping his grip around the back of Holly’s neck, the tips of his fingers reached the front of her throat. Squeezing just enough to prod her on, he couldn’t believe how much enthusiasm it shot into her.

Feeling her head twist, roll, and take him in as much as it could, Wes knew he’d found a new button on his girlfriend. His body almost acted on its own, popping his hips forward until he was jabbing the back of her mouth.

Holly kept making better noises as she threw a hand into the mix. The close of her fingers around the trunk of his dick made every thrust feel that much better.

More wetness coursed down the family jewels. He opened his eyes to see her legs twisted around each other, both feet curled in the air.

There’s no way she’ll come from this.

But Holly was more than ready to prove everything he’d thought about her dead-wrong. She kept scooting herself forward, begging him to push deeper.

Past the limit of what he was willing to put her through, Wes let go of Holly’s neck. If anymore tension had gone into his knuckles, he knew she’d pass out.

Breaking away, the only thing left to do was stand all the way up. He reached down, pulling his member back inside and then zipping his pants.

Holly gasped in a few breaths and then looked up at him, still on her belly. “I don’t know why you bothered doing that.”

Wes shook his head at her as Holly pulled herself onto hands and knees. As she turned in place to sit on the edge, Holly reached out for one of his wrists.

Planting the open hand back on her neck, this time from the front,  she pulled the rest of his body back down to her level.

Locking the blacks of her eyes on his, she whispered, “We’re finishing what we started.”

Wes couldn’t help bending forward, merging his lips with hers. Their tongues almost wrapped together as he tried moving the hand down.

Going for her breasts, he knew she wouldn’t force him to change it up again. Flipping one cup out, the soft mound and erect nipple filled his right palm.

Drifting further below, Wes felt the sweeping curve of Holly’s waist, going in and finally back out as he reached the band of elastic sitting atop her hips. He kept going, reaching around to get a firm hold on that tight ass.

Holly tried reaching for his dick again. Denied with a snatch at her arm, Wes knew it was time to slow her down.

No sooner than he all the way up, he felt the back of his shirt tighten. Holly was working the buttons from the bottom up. Before he could even protest, she was all the way up his stomach.

With nothing else to work with, Holly smooched herself against his abs. The feeling of it took Wes off guard, somewhere between a numbed blowjob and a light tickle. Not that he was stopping her.

That was enough to make him grab hold of her neck again from beneath. Easing her up, he knew Holly couldn’t wait to meet him at eye level again.

Easing the other hand up, Wes let her enjoy the moment. Finally, he eased her in the direction he wanted until she was almost on her back.

She tore away and grinned. “Now you get it. I’m not stopping until you fuck me.”

To hell with it. Wes couldn’t keep his hands off those C-cups any longer. Snaking around to unclip the bra, he knew they missed him as much as he did them.

The slight jiggle as he helped pull it away from Holly’s arms brought him back to the full, raging erection he’d had moments ago. As much as he wanted to make the tease last for hours, Wes knew he was on the verge of stripping down and ravishing the life out of her. An instinctive voice screamed that it was exactly why she was playing along.

Wes grabbed hold of the crook behind each of her knees. Forcing her legs back and apart, he leaned in.

Holly reciprocated, grabbing the back of his head and tangling all ten fingers in his hair.

Pushing the bottom of his shaft against her felt better than it should have. Even through his pants, his underwear, hers, the heat was undeniable. Wanting more, Wes took his time sliding Holly’s panties down her thighs.

She had the next move, tearing her face away and rolling over until they weren’t facing any longer. Seeing that rear on full display like that, punctuated with that slit in the middle made Wes reach for his zipper without thinking.

Wes already had his cock out, in his grip, and ready for action. The way Holly backed herself up told him that she knew it without having to look. Every inch she drew closer rose the temperature a couple of degrees up from room temperature.

The first brush of Wes’ head against her folds set his entire soul on fire. Soaked, burning-hot, and ready. This pussy was inviting him in like he he was the reason for a surprise party.

Nuts aching and screaming for him to go ahead and get it over with, he fought the natural urge that tried taking over his mind. One quick jab inside got him a quarter of the way in. Wes pulled back before he gave in and sank deeper.

The next had him to the halfway point. Like it was a natural thing, he pulled back without breaking the fluid motion.

Holly jerked her head around. Staring back from the top of her eye sockets, her lips hung open for a moment before she pleaded, “Just fuck me already.”

The girl wanted what she wanted. Wes gave in, easing himself in with a constant speed and pressure until he was sack-deep. And who was he to argue with her?

Both of his palms rested on the tippy-top of her ass. Forcing downward with each arm, he slung himself back.

The dive back in made Wes fill his lungs. Like his girlfriend was running a dangerous fever, that cunt felt like it was gonna bake his manhood.

Ready and beyond willing in his grasp, Holly turned her neck again as he sped up. “Holy fuck! Don’t you even think of slowing down right now...”

Plucking a wrist from the mattress, he pulled Holly’s arm back until it gave him all the leverage he needed. Able to go a little deeper and harder, Wes knew he’d have to break her, or let the little slut win.

Wes knew Holly couldn’t do anything but keep the eye contact going. Her teeth gritted and bared, and then she almost growled, “You know we needed this.”

Natural urges forced him to slam deep again. As Holly finished screaming with that wavering voice she’d developed, he took what small chance he could to work on his belt.

His next thrust had the jangle of the metal buckle. But now that Holly had come, it was time to work on what came next.

Pulling out and grabbing her by the ankles, Wes drug her back until her stomach was on the bed. A quick tug at her panties got them the rest of the way down her legs.

Instead of piling right back in, Wes couldn’t help lifting her ass back up. Wrapping around her waist with both arms, he made sure she got the right idea.

Keeping one arm around her waist, Wes pressed their bodies back together. His cock almost made it in, Holly’s cunt grazing the top.

As he propped one knee on the bed, Holly put one hand atop her ass and looked back, past ready for what she knew was about to happen.

Taking her off-guard, Wes crashed himself deep. Holly’s mouth shot open as she kept looking back at him. He felt her free hand take the back of his own, sliding it up until he had a bouncing breast cupped in his palm.

Both walls tried to close in as Wes kept hammering. Far from trying to keep him out, he knew that thing had just about taken on a mind of its own. Like it was trying keep him locked in.

Pulling her further back, Wes knew Holly couldn’t stand on her own already. As he supported her with another grip on her throat, her smile could have lit the world.

No sooner than she dropped an arm to support herself against the bed, it gave out. Keeping one hand still on her rear, she couldn’t keep her head turned to Wes any longer. The lush flow of hair covered her face as she collapsed in place.

Still going hard, Wes grinned to himself when she shouted, “You’re wearing me the hell out!”

Taking her to the edge of climax, Wes wasn’t ready to send her flying over the edge again. Drawing himself back, he left his girlfriend to suffer the ache and need as she fell into the mattress.

Kicking off both shoes, and then stepping on the end of each sock to pull his feet out, he knew Holly would come back with a vengeance. It got him to drop his pants and boxers even faster.

Holly managed to sit up as Wes stepped back to the foot of the bed. She reached up, undoing the rest of his buttons until his shirt hung loose over his torso. Keeping her hands off of his abs had to be impossible.

Expecting her to tug at his sleeves when she finally stopped feeling the goods, she blindsided him. She wasn’t trying to pull his arms out. Barely registering what had happened, Wes only knew his back was on the sheets now.

Climbing over him like a spider going in for the kill, Holly straddled both her legs around his hips. The dripping pussy between her thighs held Wes’ shaft down. Even though she was barely moving, it felt almost as good as being inside her.

When what little weight she had eased up, he reached down to stand his cock in the ready position. Holly slapped both hands against her ass and then eased down.

Both tits eased closer to him as she kept him in at just the tip. Forcing his entire length to follow her, she almost bent forward too far.

Fast and as hard as she’d gotten him into this position, her cunt slammed down and stayed there. Wes felt his eyes shut on their, loving the way she was barely moving while still giving him the full tour.

Wes felt the feminine hand closing around his own neck, the other planting in the center of his chest. Pushing herself against his upper body, she was riding Wes like a stolen horse.

He had to see the look on her face. Like the room was too bright, he couldn’t get them open all the way. But between the haze of eyelids, he saw the determined, sex-mad expression.

Riding faster until it almost felt like too much, Holly let him rest buried to the hilt. Wes caught his breath as the weight on his sternum lifted.

One roll of her hips is all it took to get him back to where he was. The deep, lingering grind of her interior against his skin weakened him at the knees and elbows.

“I see you like it. Maybe I should wake you up like this.”

His neck grew taut as Wes mustered the will to speak. “Where the hell did you learn this?”

Holly didn’t change her face. “Nowhere. It’s just what feels natural right now.”

Thank fuck for Succuba Gamma! At least for the moment, Wes felt like shaking Cynthia’s hand for coming up with it.

“Now just relax and sit back while I—” Holly’s entire body seized at once mid-stroke. “Fuuuck!”

Wes heard the shout echo as Holly’s pussy flooded and pulsed. She’d lost total control of her movement just as hard as she’d lost discipline in her orgasms. She couldn’t even edge herself anymore.

Holly shuddered until her legs bucked her forward. Her entire body fell on top of Wes’ as she shook in place.

Not ready to let it go like that, Wes grabbed her around the narrowest part of her waist. With barely a nudge, he had himself back inside.

Thrusting from below, he felt her nuzzle into his collarbone. A few was all it took to get her moaning and purring again.

Feeling her get back into the action, Wes relaxed completely. He knew another minute of this would have him coming as well.

Picking up steam again, Holly pushed herself up, sitting straight and giving him the same workout as before. Only this time, Wes intended to make it have results for himself.

Seconds before he could feel the tingle in his sack, one more hard jerk of her cunt almost shot him off early. He braced her as Holly fell forward. The poor think was a shaking, whimpering mess.

Her thighs tightened, forcing her up and out of his lap. Held up only by Wes’ support, she’d have collapsed totally if left to her own devices.

Wes knew it was his time to take over. He figured that if she couldn’t get away, he’d fuck her right through however many climaxes she’d have to have. The mental image hardened his dick a little more.

She always had come easily, but never like this. Minutes apart, maybe. But never within the same one.

After letting Holly catch enough wind to stay conscious, he leaned up, forcing her off the bed. Holly stood on her own, barely.

Before the muscle impulses to get himself up hit, Holly dropped to her knees. Wes immediately thought she had collapsed. Fingers wrapping around his shaft destroyed that illusion.

He couldn’t help worrying. “Easy. I don’t think I’ve ever seen you come that hard.”

She winked and stared right down at his cock. “Maybe it’s just that good now.”

Wes knew he wasn’t any different, or fucking any better. Either way, he had zero complaints.

Hot breath surrounded his tip. Before Wes could stop her, Holly slid him to the back of her throat. Bobbing a couple of times, the motion on her tongue clenched both of his fists.

Passing halfway down, she stopped. A furious shake of her head forced Wes to gasp.

Feeling her rise back up, Wes tried to stand again. He watched her grin around his tip as she took hold of his base. In one fluid motion, Holly had herself fighting the urge to gag.

As she leaned forward, the last bit of his length slid past her lips. Feeling her hold it in for a couple of seconds was wonderful, but as they ticked into double-digits, he expected her to come rushing up.

Past what Wes thought possible, Holly eased back. No coughing fit, and no sloppy line of spittle. She only met his stare with a smile.

Close to blowing off as he was, it was time to finish her. A few deep breaths had Holly back to normal, but Wes already had her by the upper-arm.

He didn’t have to force her to swap places with him. For the first time, she went down willingly. Keeping the blissed-out expression up, she begged, “Don’t fucking stop this time, no matter what.”

Wes didn’t intend to. Looming over her with an erection you could hang a soaked towel on, he grabbed behind her knees on both legs. Pulling her to the edge and spreading Holly wide, the thick layer of spit on his dick had him primed and at the starting gate.

Smooth as her cunt, Wes eased himself back in. The fluid motion sparked Holly’s voice up. Every inch he barely moved forward, her voice picked up in volume.

Finally in her deepest reach, Holly’s whimper had turned into a constant hum. It made Wes draw back, a little less gently. Another easy sink set the pace.

Keeping the throttle low to save himself, and hopefully let her make it until the end, he wondered what would happen if he cut loose and tried fucking her mindless. He glanced down at her, seeing the odd mix of satisfaction and desperation.

Wes leaned in, not minding that Holly was going right for the tongue-action again. The dance of fingers along his felt felt innocent enough. At least until he felt her pull on him.

He wasn’t giving in, though. Breaking his mouth away, he cupped her jaw. “Don’t make me do something you’ll regret later.”

“Stop being a pansy-ass and just fucking break me.”

Wes tried grabbing behind her knees again. As his hand slipped from behind her right, Holly pushed the leg onto his shoulder.

Using the extra leverage it gave her, one flex of her leg got Holly what she wanted. She let Wes spread the other wide, trying to jerk herself closer even faster.

To hell with all of it. Fed up with trying to play nice, Wes bolt himself almost out of her. Moving his free hand up to her face, he dipped his thumb between her lips.

Holly took his thumb in all the way. Wes couldn’t help dashing forward, shocking her entire frame. The whimper around the finger felt almost as good as that pussy did.

With a slight curl, Wes had her cheek hooked. Ramming their hips together like he was trying to crush her pelvis to dust, he pushed Holly into a new height of pitch. The way her calf tightened against his shoulder every time let him know exactly how soon she was about to burst out of herself again, and how hard.

Holly’s jaw quivered as he kept slugging away between her thighs. Teeth rattled against his thumb every time he stabbed deep. Mercy wasn’t on his mind any longer.

Feeling the silky cream of her pussy wet up, the breathtaking feeling shot up his back. Somewhere down in his core, his body was telling him that he was drawing near the end.

The instant he pulled his thumb out of her mouth, one more pleading of Holly surged him forward. “That’s it, fucking come with me!”

Fingernails grazed against his shaft as Wes heard the sounds coming from beneath. Holly was busy working on herself just as furiously as he was.

The handiwork matched his own speed as the last surge of hardness passed into Wes’ cock. Beyond stopping, even a complete pullout wouldn’t prevent him from cooking off. Not that he had any intention of it.

Holly’s legs tried closing around him, squeezing against his shoulder and waist. Stuck inside her, but still able to get enough motion in, he kept rocking her petite body.

“Like that, harder!”

The man complied, forcing her to wail all the tension out. Her arms and legs stiffened around him, trying to keep herself open for business. But she didn’t have the strength to overpower what had come over her.

The cold draft on Wes’ dick told him the worst had happened. Holly was coming again, and he was seconds away from painting her flat stomach white.

Gripping himself and sticking his tip on the way back home, he had to force himself back in.

Holly screamed, ringing his ears like the pleasure had turned to pain. But the way her fingernails dug into his forearms as he shoved himself back to her limits told him the real story. She was trying to help, in the only way she could manage like that.

Boiling up from within, the first shot was already on its way down the barrel. Wes grunted hard, slapping himself against her with two more thrusts.

Fucking take it! The burst of seed flooded the chamber, coating his shaft and everything inside her. Wes’ vision went fluorescent as he made sure to look down at Holly’s beautiful mid-orgasm face.

He tried pumping himself one more time. Failing utterly, all he could do was gasp out, “Guh, fuck...” His own body had given out, and now that he was back in and coming, Holly’s cunt wasn’t letting go.

Some amount of Holly’s senses began to return as she kept writhing beneath him. “Every last drop, as deep as you can get it.”

Wes couldn’t move again until Holly let go his arms, and his manhood. Feeling the tension release, he tried forcing a few more jets out. After two bonus shots, he was spent in all ways he could be.

“Jesus,” he collapsed on top of her, struggling to hold himself up a little, “they’ve turned you into a freak.”

“Thanks.” Holly wrapped herself around him again. “But I think we’ve gotten better at this.”

Wes slipped out of her. Not ready to let the feeling go yet, he tried barging his way back in. He was too damn weak for anything but that pathetic attempt.

Holly returned the gesture, giving him a drawn-out kiss on the lips. “Easy, you need to rest up for next time. I’m not going anywhere.”

Used to seeing her maybe once or twice a month, Wes always felt the need to get between her legs as often as he could. Seven fucks in one day had been their record for almost a year.

But now, it felt like eight had been dragged out of him. All in one unimaginable romp. With the girl who had willingly turned herself into his personal bimbo.


Two hours later, something like his usual strength began to come back. Seated between Holly and Ava, Wes started down at his plate. Until he could make a run to the nearest town, every meal would have to be at the central compound

Wes poked his fork at what looked like a whole dwarf chicken. Taking the bite, he rushed from unsure astonished. “It tastes like a tuna steak wrapped in bacon and soaked in butter.”

Janus smiled. “Native muttonbird. But these colonies won’t be producing their own food for the fun of it. Sea levels have already risen far past estimates from thirty years ago, and it will only get worse from here.”

Having looked into the possibilities himself, Wes already knew how bad it was likely to get. “That’s why this place is so far above sea level. Even if every glacier on the planet melts, the ocean won’t get halfway up these cliffs. Smart.”

“Food security is already an issue for most humanity too. With each colony holding one-hundred-fifty people, I don’t want them turning into mass graves.”

“Forty or so adults plucked out of society can’t grow enough on their own to feed themselves and almost three times that many children, even if that’s all they did with their time.”

The grin he’d always known told Wes that Janus had already thought of it, and had likely tossed millions into researching the issue. “Automation, aeroponics, and alternative food sources over toil and the risks of traditional farming. In only four-hundred usable acres, this colony alone could reliably feed thousands. With only ten hours of work per week from the adults, I might add.”

“I’ll need you to prove that before I believe it.”

The smile turned into a knowing smirk. “Tomorrow, I’ll explain how each colony can support itself and create another independent one in only twenty years.”

With modularization and robotics, the world had finally figured out how to get rid of its scrap. And now that entire cities were being scuttled before the oceans claimed them, raw materials were in overabundance. “I get what you’re saying, but still—”

Janus cut him off. “Enough about that for tonight. Now tell me, how good of a lay is Holly?”

Wes turned his head to her fast enough to make it sore. The Holly he knew just hours before would have died of embarrassment in her seat.

She matched Janus’ smile. “I’m glad he’s eating, because he’ll need to work all that strength back up for when we get home. We almost killed each other this afternoon.”

Expecting daggers piercing his soul from another part of the table, Wes had to look Elena’s way. Instead, he watched as she opened her mouth to speak for the first time that night. “From what I’ve read, Succuba Gamma makes her just as warped as a Queen-type like myself, without the unforeseen powers. I’m amazed he could walk here.”

“Jesus, Mom!” No matter how good your mother looks, hearing her talk about her own sexual prowess at the dinner table will never be pleasant.

“What?” Elena stabbed at the asparagus in front of her. “Tell me I’m wrong. I dare you.”

He knew his face was red by the heat alone. “That’s about the last thing I wanna talk about right now.”

Janus was already cracking up in his wheelchair. “Let your mother speak. I never thought her son could ever turn out to be a prude.”

Any topic but this. “Anyway, now that Holly’s here, what’s the next step?”

Cracking arthritic knuckles, Janus couldn’t stop grinning. “I’ve already got your second housemate lined up and on her way.” He reached for his wine glass. “Tell me, how do you feel about leggy blondes who aren’t your mother?”


HAVEN'T READ THE SERIES THAT SPAWNED THIS MADNESS?
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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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