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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 north 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?”


HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“And what happens after the food runs out?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Wes.”

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

“Chook?”

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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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


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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Brother!”

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What? I’m dressed.”

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

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

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

And likely with Satan herself as his personal tour guide.


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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

“What’s she talking about, old man?”

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

“And?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So it’s all on me. Gotcha.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Fucking hell.

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


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

Jenna’s foot slid up his leg again.

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You still awake? I know she’s not.”

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“All too well.”

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

“What?”

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

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

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


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

“Then make her feel welcomed.”


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

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

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

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


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

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

“Stop taking those pills, now.
”

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

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

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

“But I’m not.”

“You should be.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Jenna finally started coming to. “Huh?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“Just Mom. Why?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Once the birth control stops, you mean.”

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

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

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

“Someone
 had to think it over.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

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

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

Jenna closed in until she was in on the pile.

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

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

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

“You know what I mean.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But all of your talent...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re assuming it works out.”

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

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

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

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

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

“As in, sharing me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So you want everyone to abandon society?”

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

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

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

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

Jenna and Holly nodded at him in unison.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Holly raised her eyebrows. “Do what?”

Wes gestured his drink toward Jenna. “Her.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s kinda my job here, isn’t it?”

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


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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

Jesus…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“She’s really good with that thing.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Harder! She can take it.”

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

“See? She really likes the rough stuff.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

Shit.

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

“Hey, Mom.”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Again, what
 have we done?”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

“Why?”

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

“Then what’s the damn purpose?”

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

“What’s our role in that?”

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

“Which is?”

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

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

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

“Care if I ask him?”


Elena angled her camera ten or so degrees. Janus stared directly back at him. “She’s not wrong, a single bit. People who consider themselves superior are too damned dumb to realize they’re not the peak of the species and its potential.”
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“The fucked up part about hunting your own kind, is seeing yourself in them.”

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

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

“As in?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Doesn’t that prove my point?”

“What even is
 your point?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

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

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

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

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

Making sense of it all would have to wait.


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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because it’s gross!”

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

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

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

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

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



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

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

“Something wrong?”

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

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

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

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

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

“That’s our Director, Elena Jensen.”

“So is she be your sister too?”

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

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


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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know me well.”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What, your girlfriend might get jealous?”

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

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

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

“Wanna test drive these two for me?”

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

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

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


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

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

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

“Then why not do both at once?”


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe an hour.”

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


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

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

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

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

“It’s a damn puddle.”

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


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

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

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

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

“Fuck both of you.”

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

“Piss off.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

“And?”

“Is she pranking us?”

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

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

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


“Would you have agreed to all this before?”

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

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

“And what about yourself?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Wes almost stopped in his tracks.

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

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

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

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

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


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

“Define ‘normal’ here.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“The cheek swab gave it away?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know what I mean.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You know what I would have meant.”

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

And the damn vehicle had headlights.

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

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

“But I thought you were—”

“Less affected?”

“Yeah.”

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

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

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

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

Amelie smiled too much. “Bingo!”

“Who told you all of this, and why?”

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

“And that is?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Holly pursed her lips. “Oh.”

What the hell am I doing?

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Son of a…

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

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

“Something wrong?”

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

“Or is everything going better than you thought?”


Phop
.

“Ff… Hol...”

Holly giggled and gave him a quick tug.

“Holy shit!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh Lord.

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A prod of entry shot his eyes wide open.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Spreading his arms out, he was about to respond.

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

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

“Don’t you dare
 come inside her.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m not gonna survive this damn trip.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“It feels good, right?”

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

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

Of who, exactly?

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Meanwhile, Holly kept the pressure alive down below.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean you didn’t come?”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Sex pest
. Wes grabbed behind Amelie’s right knee as it rose higher than her navel.

It had spread her pussy enough that he didn’t need guidance. But he couldn’t help rubbing his tip between her folds without entry.

Amelie bent her neck to the side. “Throwing it back in my face like that?”

He made sure to clock her bean a few times. “If you’re so damn close, it’s on you to catch me up.”

Both of her hands spread over the damp rock. With a shift of her legs, Wes felt the silky heat take him in. After letting out a breath that steamed in the air, Amelie shot back, “Less fucking around, more fucking.”

If it had been a bed, Wes would have pushed her face into what it was resting on. But stone? A bit too much, even for a pushy lay like Amelie.

Easing himself all the way in, Wes heard Jenna’s footsteps circle around to Eve. Clearly not done and feeling left out, she took his place in front of the shaking wreck he’d pulled out of. Holly joined in, slapping at Jenna’s ass and staying back there.

A sudden wiggle of Amelie’s hips forced his free hand into a ball. Straining against the urge to keep the fist, Wes grabbed the soaked bundle of hair hanging in front of him.

“You’re not the passive guy I had you pegged for.” Amelie reached back and pulled down on his arm, jerking her head even further. “Go ahead, I’m not fragile.”

Wes pushed forward, trapping her between himself and the boulder. Amelie smiled deep and closed her eyes.

The weight of her leg shifted as her cunt slid along his pole. Even with only one foot on the ground, she knew how to drive him straight to the edge.

Muscles threatened to cramp as he tried to lock her even tighter. Even with her neck bent to it’s limit and one leg stuck in a white-knuckle grip, it wasn’t stopping her.

Amelie opened her eyes before asking, “You feel it that much?”

“What?”

“That look on your face… You’re cock’s loving this.”

Indeed it was. Enraptured by the swirl of her passage, Wes didn’t know who had trapped who. Nor did he care.

Eve reached a hand out, wrapping it around Amelie’s. Wes let go of her hair, easing Amelie’s face against the rock and pinning it so she had to look at her friend.

Catching the gesture, Eve grinned at both of them before locking on his eyes. “She’s in heaven right now.”

Her ass ground against his trunk as hot gasps emanated from Amelie’s mouth. Something about feeling a girl put her all into it, even locked into place, triggered a rush up his spine.

Wes tried to force himself even deeper. As the front of Amelie’s hips touched the rock, he had her nearly immobilized. From front to back, at least.

Waggling herself left to right instead, Amelie broke the moaning long enough to say, “He really thought he could stop it. It’s pretty cute.”

Holly put her own hand on top of Amelie and Eve’s. “He tries that with me too. It never works, and he knows it.”

He wanted to blurt, ‘Oh, shut up.’ But the feeling of Amelie’s walls, grazing hard on one side before switching to the other locked his jaw.

Amelie emptied her lungs with a moan that seemed like it would never stop. The mound of her g-spot pushed against the base in of his cock as she seethed air into her clenched mouth.

Even through his dick alone, the massage felt like it was pushing hard into his entire body. Electric waves shot down his limbs and he felt his pulse in both temples.

Whining it out, Amelie picked up her effort. “You’d better fucking come!”

Her total dominance, even pinned against the rock, had Wes spun up and ready to lose it any second.

Amelie tried pushing back with her ass. Wes didn’t allow her any mercy, crushing himself into her like he was trying to flatten her out.

Which, in that instant, did him in.

Her body shuddered as his lungs did the same.

Like his very essence was rising up from between his legs, the rush coursing through him gathered just behind the hilt.

Amelie stopped her screaming long enough to sputter out. “Do it!”

Trying to run her through, Wes’ body pressed forward with all it had. Her own surrendered, more than willing to take what it knew it was about to receive.

One rise of her hips to the left made the crack that broke the dam.

Clenching his teeth to the point of pain, Wes felt the release shoot through him all at once. “God damn!”

Amelie started boiling over. Her entry squeezed as her deep insides pulsed. Like that begging pussy knew what it was doing.

The sense of self left him with the initial blast. Like the structure of his own body was about to implode in on itself, Wes gave in as the second and third roped into Amelie’s cunt.

Static filled every sense until he could only feel his shaft and the give in his joints.

Warmth spread down the entire length as he kept coming. Four, five, six…

By the time Wes felt her leak onto his sack, the sound and dim light flooded back to his consciousness.

Amelie wasn’t back from the land of wonders yet, still trying to break out of the pin with random muscle spasms.

Wes’ head dropped. “Son of a bitch.”

The hourglass curve of her body kept shaking. But Amelie had enough sense come back to whimper, “Stay in me...”

Not that he had the energy to take his weight off her. With his nose buried in her hair, he whispered, “Next time, I’m breaking you.”

An aftershock rippled through her. After several gasps, Amelie nuzzled her face against his. “Eve gets the next round,” her cunt finally unlocked around him, “but I’m looking forward to it.”


If they’re this damn crazy with the birth control still in effect…
 Wes knew all four of them would act like addicts seeking their next fix when the time came. Or at least, until he would.


Wes knew better, but his older half-brother Jareth was the only person he hadn’t asked for advice yet. Plus, he wanted to figure out that whole touchy-feely thing with Elena. One of them was trying their hardest to get some action, if not both.

Easing back on a lounge chair next to a window in Jareth’s room of the central compound, Wes smiled with one side of his mouth. “So, this thing with my mom… What’s that about?”

Jareth stared back, looking exactly like Wes’ own father had, stubble and all. “You saw that?”

“Ava did too.”

Going white as tasteless bread, Jareth froze. “I mean, the only other women you’re not fucking are related to me. And I’m not fucking my own mom, or my half-sister.”

“I’m not mad.” Wes leaned forward. “I mean, Mom’s gotta get her jollies in too.”

Jareth relaxed like the weight of two trucks fell off his shoulders. “I’m sure Ava’s throwing a fit, though.”

Wes couldn’t help busting out a chuckle. “Yeah. Good luck with that
.”

Jareth closed the several feet between them. Pointing out the floor-to-ceiling window, he looked confused. “So, you want us to take the house next to you, or clear across the valley?”

“You’re really gonna try it.” Wes broke into a full laugh for a moment. “I mean, you know I’d never accuse you of being smart, but you’re fucking mental.”

Like he knew it was true, Jareth, slapped Wes on the knee. “I wanted your mom before I even knew what to do with her. She’s fucking hot. Always has been.”

Wes kept giggling, trying his best to do a hick accent. “A’right, brother-daddy, I don’t need to hear details.”

“You’re really fine with it?”

Catching a breath as his brains came back, Wes looked up at him. “You look exactly
 like my father, and she misses the hell out of him. The possibility always had a room in the back of my head.”

“How do I handle Ava?”

“If you can’t handle her, Mom’s gonna use your skull as a wine glass someday. She’s Ava, but totally psycho. Every guy who tried dating her after Dad ran away screaming in the first week.”

“Well, can you talk to our sister for me?”

“I’ll calm her down, but I don’t want to hear my mom fucking you dead.” Wes pointed toward the house furthest from his own. “You’re gonna take that one.”

Jareth looked too giddy. “That’s a relief. She thought you’d be the problem.”

“That’s not why I came here tonight, but Mom’s always had a blind spot with her.” Wes noticed Jareth try to get a word in. “What’s your next question?”

Pretending to scratch the back of his neck, Jareth looked away. “Well, what’s Elena like, once you really get to know her?”

“Jesus Christ.” Wes leaned back in the seat. “You’ve already fucked her, haven’t you.”

He didn’t answer.

“And now that she’s satisfied, Mom’s cold as ice again, right?”

“How did you know?”

“I live with four women who have the same libido she’s had for decades. You’re her only option here, so give it a week or two.”

“Why are you so okay with this?”

Not that Wes loved the idea of them being a thing, but at least he had leverage over Jareth. “She can make her own decisions. We might have the same father, but it’s not incest.”

“So about what she likes...”

“I never dated the woman. You figure it out.” Wes clasped his hands together and smiled at Jareth like Elena would. “But my mother will probably act like a total bitch until she’s about to crack. If she’s anything like Holly and the rest of them are now, she’ll basically rape the hell out of you.”


Jareth tucked his bottom lip out and nodded. “Good to know.”
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Soaked in perspiration and hoping like hell the auto-plow was almost done, Wes kept flinging the dug up rocks along the edge of the field. It wasn’t that the work itself was hard. But he regretted putting himself down for eight full hours on the hottest day of the week.

With his fifth housemate set to arrive near sundown, he was antsy to get the work done. Slapping the button marked ‘stop’ on the back for his last break, Wes reached for the water bottle nearby.

A grinding rumble from up the hill told him someone was coming. He rested his back against a filthy tire and killed most of a liter in seconds. Whoever it was, they risked flying off the gravel road at that kind of speed.

Who the fuck is it, and what do they want?

Another one of the eight utility vehicles crested the ridge. Braking at the last second for the switchback, the buggy kept tearing his way. It didn’t take him long to recognize the figure through the windshield.


Sis?
 A pang of dread put his stomach at his feet. Perhaps Janus had taken a sudden turn for the worst.

Cutting through the field, Ava had the throttle pinned. He couldn’t stand up fast enough to wave for her to stop before the cut across freshly plowed dirt.

Judging by the look on her face as she got out, Wes knew what the visit was about. “Oh hell.” News of his acceptance of Elena and Jareth being an item must have filtered down, some way or another.

“Wes!” She stomped the fluffed dirt into hardpan with every step. “What the fuck? Mom and Jareth? And you didn’t try to stop it?”

“Calm down.” He knew she’d act exactly this way and had mentally prepared for it. “It’s not like it’s any of our business.”

Ava kept storming closer. She reached him, slapping his head sideways. “I know she’s lonely, but fucking Jareth? Really?”

“You’re acting like it was my idea.” Wes saw her rear back, catching her wrist as it whipped his way again.

“Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Let go!”

“Just to get slapped again?” His grip loosened as he saw the flood of tears on the verge of spilling out.

She didn’t mind the ring of dirt he’d left on her arm. “Why didn’t you tell me?”

“Because I knew you’d act exactly
 like this. Good to know I was right, and you’d have lost your shit just as hard a week ago as you are now. The only difference is who you’d take it out on.”

“But it’s Mom!”

Wes started to lose his patience, reigning himself in before he could get in her face. “If it makes her happy, who cares? Yeah, it’s not what I’d prefer, but it’s not my decision.” Trying to leave it at that, he pulled a half-rotten stick from the hopper and chucked it as far as he could.

When he turned back around, Ava was struck with disbelief.

“If we
 were fucking on the down-low, and Mom acted like you are now, I’d see her point. But really? Jareth has the same dad as we do, but if he didn’t fall out of it, he can get up in her snatch as much as he wants.”

Her nose wrinkled. “Fucking gross! You didn’t have to put it that way.”

“And you didn’t have to hit me. Now that you’ve calmed down, wanna call it even?”

Whipping herself around with both shoulders bunched together, Ava took a hard step back to her vehicle.

“Is that all you came out here for?” Too worn out to bother following here, Wes cupped his hands around his mouth. “I’m glad you’ve got enough free time to waste on crap like this!”

She glared back at him. “Your newest toy will be here in two hours.”

The door of her vehicle slammed in the same instant the wheels spun holes in the plowed soil. But if Wes wanted to finish the original work and fix her damage, he wouldn’t make it back in time. Or at least, not soon enough for a good shower.


Wes had asked for info about his remaining housemates, but Cynthia never had cracked. A call to Jareth for an escort to Wes’ place had bought him enough time. His hair had only started to dry as he savored what rest he could get in the upstairs sitting room.

The door chime echoed through the house. Wes knew Holly would bolt for the door, having already worked on another welcome like a Stepford wife obsessed with reverse cuckoldry.

His watch buzzed to life with her own pattern. Wes rolled his eyes ahead of time before he tapped the screen.

Holly’s blush was too obvious. “You’ve got four of us… Can I have her?”

“Who?”

Holly whips her lens around to the new girl. “I don’t care if she’s taller than I am… She’s fucking adorable
.”


Goddammit.
 “Whoever you are, don’t pay attention to her. Holly, show her the way up here and nothing else, please?
”

There was a flash of recognition, but he shook it off. It looks like her, but there’s no way. Skye would never go along with something like this.



The door closed behind the new girl. Wes turned around, seeing his doubts shatter in front of him. “Someone’s had a haircut.” He remembers the hair that almost reached her ass back when Skye had been on his development team. “It looks great on you.”

Skye pointed at the canvas hanging over the bed. “So you really liked it that much?”

He remembered paying out the ass for it, days before her quitting date at YoniMetrics. She’d left his company to pursue an art career. Wes had hated to let her go, as Skye was the kind of odd genius even self-improving AI couldn’t replicate. “Yeah, I had it shipped over as soon as I knew I was stuck here.”

“When they told me who I was supposed to live with on the flight, I thought it was an elaborate prank. But here you are.”

Appraising the body in front of him, obviously toned in that form-fitting, white dress, he tried to make it seem like he wasn’t checking out the goods. “It’s not the craziest thing about this place.”

“Then what is?”

Wes saw the confusion turn to fear in her eyes, even from across the room. “I’m glad to hear I’m not the only one still freaked out by what’s going on, but even I probably don’t know that.”

“The girl who walked me up here... Isn’t she the one you brought to the auction?”

“Yeah, we’ve stayed together.” Cocking a brow as Skye took a seat several feet away from him, Wes moved the reunion along. “Have they told you about our fathers yet?”

Skye nodded. “He wasn’t around much, but he’s why I started painting.”

“Dean Horowitz, I’m guessing.”

“How did you know?”

“GeneFactor only brought one artist in as a Donor, and he was a saint about keeping in touch with what children he could.” Studying records had become a minor obsession for Wes, for this exact reason.

“Holly told me you’ll be taking over GeneFactor before we even made it up the stairs. Why leave the company you built from the ground up to run another one?”

“We’re both done with that place. Does it matter now?”

“What happened?”

There was no point in dragging out the most basic version. “I quit.”

Not that Skye could have been satisfied with that. “But you saw YoniMetrics like your own child. What could have made you abandon it?”

“You dropped the miracles you pulled for the same place to chase your legacy. Is it so weird that I did the same?”

Skye looked at him like she didn’t understand. “Janus Rickard is your father?”

“God-father, actually. My dad died of heart failure, just like your own. Can we go ahead and trade condolences so we can move on to something both of us need to figure out?”

“And that is?”

“Aside from my girlfriend… I’ve got an Olympian figure skater, a doctor, and a scientific prodigy. I get that you’re smart in ways I can’t figure out, but did they tell you any specific reason why you’re here?”

“To have two of your children. It didn’t take me long to take them up on an offer to escape the hell everyone else will probably face.”


Wait…
 “Have they given you any medication?”

“No. Should they have been?”

Wes puffed his cheeks out. What the fuck do I tell her?
 “Did anyone tell you to answer that question this way?”

“I have no idea what you’re getting at. If this is
 a prank, you’re going too far.”

“You signed onto the deal they gave you,” Wes stood up from his chair, “but as honored as I am with what you agreed to, that’s the easy part. The whole truth gets twice as wild, several times over.”

Skye took a seat on the corner of his bed. “This isn’t like you, being cagey about everything.”


If she’s really not on Succuba Gamma, why?
 Wes resisted the temptation to clear his throat. “Then tell me, what’s your motivation for being here?”

“Why should I? I’m here, and that’s all you need to know.”

Two knocks at the door gave Wes the escape he needed. “Who is it?”

Closed the door behind herself. “You’re both confused, but I had a good reason for setting this up.”

Wes glared back at his sister. “Then tell me the truth, already.”

“Succuba Gamma makes the women receptive, but we can’t build a new society on medication alone.” She looked at Wes. “I mean, I’m shocked you and Skye never became a thing.”

“And now
 is the time to test that theory? She was one of my best programmers, but you know I keep my work and personal life separate.”

“Not anymore.”


Damn it…
 Wes focused on Skye. “If you want out, say it now.”

“Out of what? Nobody’s told me why I’m even here, outside of giving you children.”

“And that’s the part she signed on for, Wes.” Ava walked between them, addressing neither one. “Mom agrees, if every family will have one man and six women, they have to be built on more than just survival and libido.”

“If we’re all jammed into secluded colonies, you’ll recruit women how
, exactly?”

Ava seemed a little too confident. “Outreach and mentorship. Why keep our knowledge and resources locked away, if we can help mankind as a whole?”

Skye slammed an open hand against the comforter, forcing Wes to look her way again. “I know you visionary genius types are weird and all, but what the
 fuck?”

“I’ve already told you, back out if you want.” Wes turned his face back to Ava. “You’re letting the long-term goal creep into the setup.”

“No, I’m testing parameters. The men are supposed to be paragons and guardians, but that doesn’t mean the women have to be submissive broodmares.”

He shot a quick glance at Skye, who seemed intrigued enough. “Which is great. But haven’t you already screwed up the four downstairs enough?”

Skye leaned forward, almost giddy. “Shoot this down if you want to, but what if she has a point?”


What the fuck?
 “I’m lost, but I know you well enough to hear this out.”

“Not everyone can be a rebel, but any society without them would stagnate. Think about our
 conversation after you hired me.”

Wes remembered it well. “Logic and rules determine all.” He couldn’t help smiling. “Except when they don’t.”

Skye slammed herself onto her back, staring at the timber rafters. “And then, new rules can be written! It’s disrupting the status-quo, at its most basic level.”

“We’re already doing that, and I haven’t figured out what ‘normal’ should even be here.”

Ava looked at Wes like Skye might have been a mistake, after all. “Maybe you’re right. She’s kinda nuts.”

“Believe it or not, she’s probably the most sane person I’ve ever met.” Wes got out of his swivel chair and took a few paces toward Skye. “I’m not gonna ask again. You in or out?”

She kept her eyes fixed upward. “I’ve made it as an artificial intelligence engineer and an artist. What’s left after that, other than being a test subject in some grand breeding experiment?”

“Yeah, she’s onboard.” Wes put both hands over Ava’s shoulders, guiding her to the door. “But do remember, the next lunatic you bring in, might not
 be the kind we need more of.”


Hours of telling Skye everything he knew about Colonium Alpha started to exhaust Wes’ reserves.

Jenna, and the ‘twins’ didn’t care about specifics, at least. They’d abandoned the dining room already. Taking some of the desert plates away and leaving them alone, Holly seemed just as content to accept her new reality for what it was.

Skye slapped both palms against the table. “Really, your own mother was the prototype?”

“Not exactly. She just happened to be the one GeneFactor could control.” Not that Elena would ever admit it. “And I’d suggest you stay far
 away from her until we get this mess sorted out.”

“Why? She could tell us so much about—” Skye cut herself off before lowering her voice. “You know, why they’re all so willing to lie on their backs until you dump a load in them.”

“Yeah, if Mom shows up here, I’m locking you in a closet.” Wes scooted his chair back. “I know you’re aching to test things. Get it over with and tell me which one you need.”

Holly walked back in. Skye points directly at her. “This one.” Skye tries craning her neck into the next room. “And the shorter brunette. I need a control sample.”

“What?”

“You dote after Holly. But for Eve, I can tell you two are still distant, emotionally. I need to see how your own feelings affect their behavior.”

“Why don’t I get Jenna and Amelie together for you?”

“You think I’m studying the women?” Skye almost dove over the table. “Wes, you’re
 the freak here, not them.”

“Me?” Compared to Skye herself, Wes thought that he was the only sane person left in the house. Even Amelie had given in.

“Yes. You have the same ‘abilities’ as your mother. Ava explained that much to me.”

“And you’re sure she didn’t use them on you? She’s exactly like I am.”

“Don’t the people under that influence know something else has entered their head?”

Wes focused his attention between her eyes, mentally repeating the ‘command phrase’ his father had shared with him. Ego sum alpha, et genua parere.
 “Drop this whole subject.”

Skye clenches her jaw. “Fine, asshole.”

“I actually like the idea of having one of you not
 tarted up with Succuba Gamma. But the colony itself is the experiment now, not the people. You’d do well to keep that in mind.”


Wes had left Skye to her own devices. He imagined she was following everyone with a tiny notebook, jotting down observations like some pervy naturalist.

Finally alone again, this time hiding out in the modest library, he settled into a plush chair. How the fuck did Ava pull this off?


But if anyone would have answers, it would be his mother. Pressing her contact info, Wes didn’t have to wait long to see her face in his watch.

“Mom, I’ve got a problem you probably know about already.”

“Skye?” The background looked like Jareth’s room in the central compound. The fact that her shoulders were bare told him enough. “Is she backing out?”

“Not at all, but what the fuck was bringing her here about?”

“Like your sister told you, I want to see how someone who isn’t under Succuba Gamma’s influence will act. If she becomes a problem, we’ll start dosing her.”

“So I’m the guinea pig for your own guinea pig. She’s already proposed watching me have a three-way with Holly and Eve.”

“For observation?” Elena smirked and winked at the same time. “That’s kind of adorable in her own batty way.”

“How long have you known Skye, honestly?”

“I got in touch with her as soon as Janus told me what I’d be doing here. So about two months.”

And Wes had only arrived four weeks prior. “Any other surprises you’d care to warn me about?”

“Your sixth girl isn’t quite an A-list celebrity, but if I mention her name, she’ll sound familiar.”

Wes knew he was scowling as he spoke from the bottom of his throat. “Who?”

“Hey, I had to look her up. Some model and fashion designer from Europe. Lia Nespoli, I think was her name.”


Oh hell.
 “Holly’s gonna blow a gasket. She’s in love with her clothing.”

“And I won’t turn down jazzing up the wardrobes here. Everyone gets the same set, and no matter how nice it all is, it’s boring.”

“Really, you’re worried about fashion here? Why not bring on a dietitian or engineer in her place?”

“They’re already on the roster or being recruited as we speak. We have a few ‘general’ positions, so why not make them people with skills GeneFactor hadn’t thought of?”

“But again, fashion, of all priorities?”

“Gotta get the men excited about making that next generation. Besides, we’re supposed to be the model for a new way of living people want to strive for, not New Zealand’s modern branch of the Amish.”

“By showing off vanity and extravagance.”

“Human nature is what it is. Sex sells. Always has, and always will.”

“You’re horrible at public relations. People want guaranteed safety and stability.”

“Those have been seen to already. Lia’s primary job here is to design clothing. I don’t think the 3D and fabric printers care what they’re making.”

“I know I won’t convince you to change your mind.”

“Honestly, I thought you’d call bitching about Jareth like your sister does all the time.”

“I’ve already worked things out with him. Just don’t make that
 a problem either.”

“Well, at least the more sensible of my children can be happy for me.”

Wes heard voices coming down the hallway. “I gotta go.”

“Love ya.”

“Same, bye.”

Judging by the giggles right outside the door, Wes knew  at least two of them were outside the door. What the fuck are they trying to pull?


The door finally opened after a long pause. Skye walked in first, wrapped in a terry bathrobe and flanked by the other four. Holly and Amelie seemed to be prodding her on from each side.

Jenna leaned into Skye’s ear and whispered something that Skye’s face glow red as an ember.

“Anyone care to tell me what this is all about?”

Eve whipped a hand against Skye’s ass. “Go on. You wanted to know how he treats us, so find out for yourself.”

“You’re hazing her? This isn’t a sorority.”

Amelie forced the issue, putting her hands on Skye’s shoulders. “We’re taking a shortcut. Why explain how things work around here, when we could just show her?”

Holly pulled the knot in front of the robe. Skye tried to keep it wrapped around herself until Amelie jerked it down her arms.

She was left in nothing but a blue, strappy bra and panty set, with stilettos to match.

Wes liked what he saw, but couldn’t give them the pleasure of letting it show. “The only thing you forgot was wrapping a bow around her. Out, now.”

All of them looked dejected except for Skye, who was trying to beat them all out the door.

“Skye, you stay.”

Before leaving them be, Holly ducked her head back in. “You’re no fun.” She winked at him anyway before adding, “But I’m sure you two will have a great time together.”

Wes stepped over and handed Skye the bathrobe off the floor. “Here. I told you they were obsessed.”

“I was talking with Jenna, and then the other three snuck up behind me. Before I knew it, they’d hauled me to a closet and started pulling my clothes off.”

“You let it slip that you were studying them, didn’t you?”

She tried to look away, succeeding with her face and failing with her eyes. “I might have brought it up, but I haven’t said a word about not being on Succuba Gamma.”

Wes fought the urge to razz the hair over her forehead. “They could probably smell the difference in you. To them, not being turned on all the time seems like madness.”

“Clearly.” Skye finished tying her belt back on. “Thanks for saving me from all that.”

“Don’t worry about it.” Wes took a seat in one of the overstuffed, leather sofa chairs. “I was told your own dose of Succuba Gamma isn’t off the table, but I’d rather leave that choice up to you.”

“Would I know if they did go ahead with it?”

“I would.” Wes clasped both his hands around each other and leaned forward.

“Then I’ll do it.”

He had to jerk his head back, cocking it to one side. “Wait, what?”

“I’ve never seen happier people, but at the same time, they’re not complete idiots. Just talking with them, they’re still as brilliant as you’d expect them to be.”

“But they’re too obsessed with sex to think about anything else.”

“When they’re around you.” Skye looked at the door everyone else had left from and smiled. “Making small talk here feels like I’m back at MIT. It’s great.”

“I don’t believe it.”

“Before they manhandled me into this getup, Jenna was explaining the thesis paper she’s started drafting. I had no idea prevailing winds and particle size in the soil could make such a vast difference in the biodiversity of a forest.”

“And Holly? What does she do?”

“Aside from looking after the rest of us, I think she’s interested in having me teach her oil painting.”

For a moment, eavesdropping on them seemed like it needed to become a frequent thing. “I had no idea.”

“But around you, it’s all about sex. It’s like they mess around with each other only enough to keep themselves satisfied.”

“You’ve been here, what, twelve hours? That’s hardly enough time for an in-depth study.”

“Am I wrong at all?” Skye had relaxed enough to sit across from Wes. Crossing her legs, she added, “And quite frankly, I’m glad they’ve accepted me as one of their own so quickly.”

“Without the Succuba Gamma, they’d rip each other apart. It’s not so much that it keeps the peace... It keeps them in line.”

“Which is what you don’t like about it, correct?”

“It’s like a chemical lobotomy mixed with an aphrodisiac. Of course I can’t stand that.”

Skye let her teeth show behind her grin. “No, I’d say it’s more like the ultimate anti-anxiety treatment. They’re completely free of jealousy, self-doubt, or shame.”

“At least you nailed the shameless part.”

Like he wasn’t getting it, Sky leaned forward. “What I mean is, I don’t think Succuba Gamma is necessarily a bad thing. It’s like they’re in their own utopia right now.”

Paradise, no famine or war, and a life of relative luxury among their fellow prime of humanity. “Compared to the rest of the world, that’s what this place is, but not because of the drugs.”

Skye shot another look at the door. “You’re concerned about their personal freedom.”

“Exactly. It’s been robbed of them.”

“I have the choice to take Succuba Gamma or not, right now, the same as they did before arriving.”

Wes knows she wasn’t totally wrong, but the decision seemed too final. “Holly’s no longer on it, and she hasn’t gone back to baseline for herself. What if they would regret that choice, if they weren’t under its influence?”

“If it’s permanent, so what
 if they would be?”

“People can’t be mad over something they never think about. Is that what you’re getting at?”

“I know you’re on the verge of accusing me of looking at them like AI’s, but that’s not accurate or fair.” For a moment, Skye’s ability to rationalize anything competed with Elena’s.

“Then what is?”

“They had a choice, exactly like I do now. After spending time here, I fully understand why they would take that bargain.”

“It’s not a rational choice, though. Desperation over the state of the world is one hell of a motivator. Or in Holly’s case, it was the only way we could stay together.”

“And if she weren’t changed by Succuba Gamma, she wouldn’t have gone along with the living arrangements.”

“Among other things. Until very recently, Amelie hadn’t gone through the full transition herself.”

“Really?” Skye pushed her hair out of her eyes. “What did she go through?”

“Amelie knew that her mind was changing. I can’t say that she thought it was for the worse, but it worried her.”

“And now?”

“I tried to pick up the conversation where we’d left off a few days later, but she looked at me like I was a lunatic.”

Wes knew she was looking around for something to take notes on before giving up the search. “That tells me a lot.”

“About Succuba Gamma?”

“No,”Skye got out of her chair and worked at the sash of terry around her waist, “it tells me everything I need to know about you
.” Pacing forward, she stopped just short of Wes’ seat. “Like I said before, I’m willing to take the medication.”

“Why?”

Tapping the side of her head with two fingers, Skye looked down at him with enough warmth to thaw what few glaciers were left in the world. “Intelligent people are always the most miserable, and recent history doesn’t make it any easier. Both of us know that from experience.”

Wes knew where she was heading. “Stripping some part of yourself isn’t the answer.”

Skye dropped the robe. As it piled behind her feet, she closed the last step between their legs. “Have they lost any part of themselves, other than the misery?”

He wanted to push her away. “You’re falling into that narcissistic trap where you assume you’re not happy because
 you’re smart.”

Like he was simply mistaken, Skye split her thighs and mounted his lap. “It’s a question of the scope of your thoughts. It’s not the intelligence itself that causes the sadness. It’s the realizations that come when you’re not busy with your purpose in life.”

“And locking them in a trunk in the back of your head is the answer? That seems like a cop-out.”

“No, it’s like you said, they’re too preoccupied to bother with what they can’t do anything about.” She leaned in, pushing her chin against his neck, “If I could pick two things to obsess over, non-stop, I could do far worse than choosing sex and my own work.”

“You’re looking at it like you’re able to choose between your happiest self or your best self.”

“What if I’m choosing both? Focus, a busy solitude to do what we believe is important, and security. I dare you to tell me that’s not what everyone but the two of us here have, right now.”

He started to see her point. “If they weren’t doing their work to make the world better, I’d call them nihilistic bimbos.”

“Why can’t a bimbo help society between bangs?” Skye lunged her breasts into him. “I want to paint and work on the automation here. Would having tons of sex make either one wrong all of a sudden?”

Giving in, Wes let her bite at the side of his neck. He rolled his head back, feeling the unspoken attraction between them that had finally come to a head.

Skye reigned herself in for one last moment. “And besides, you’d be much happier and productive if you focused on what you can
 do here.”

The feeling of her mouth over his own definitely made the broader world’s problems fall away. Both of his hands gripped the outside of her thighs. Sneaking both index fingers under the three straps wrapped around each of her hips, Wes begged for her to keep going without saying a word.

But doing anything in a straightforward manner wasn’t Skye’s way. She broke her lips away from his. “So why didn’t you try anything when I was still at YoniMetrics?”

Wes stared back at her, seeing her eyes lock on his own. “You’re worried about that, now of all times?” Not that it was stopping him from easing her waistband down another inch.

“I mean it. You were a great boss, and probably the only one in the valley who didn’t act like a creep.”

The push of her cunt against his shaft through the layers of fabric forced Wes to gasp. He tried to pass it off with a faint smile. “I was supposed to run my company, not bang every employee and intern who caught my eye.”

“Well, you’re not my boss anymore, so...”

“Am I stopping you now?”

Skye pushed her arms down, mashing her palms against his stomach. Easing herself back, she didn’t stop until she was easing herself onto her knees. A quick tease at his zipper joined her giggle.

Wes had to cup her cheek with his right hand. “If I hadn’t gotten with Holly before you resigned, trust me, it wouldn’t have been a question.”

The sound of his pants coming undone forced Wes to start unbuttoning his shirt. Before he popped the last and worked on the one for his slacks, Skye already had her fingers around his cock.

Watching her gaze back, Wes asked, “Are you positive this is what you want?”

Skye kept her grip on his length, leaning in as she reached up with her other hand. With an index finger over his lips, she whispered, “God, stop fucking talking already.”

Less giving in and more accepting his fate, Wes eased himself into the seat. The wrap of her mouth around his tip forced another sigh out of him.

Running her hand from top to bottom on it, Skye wasn’t finished driving the point home. “If it’ll make it more fun, we can pretend we’re doing this behind Holly’s back.”

Upfront about it or faking the risk of getting caught. It didn’t matter. “We don’t need to do that here.”

“Didn’t I just tell you to shut the hell up?” Her fingers slid up his dick, gripping just under the head.

Wes looked down at her, pressing his chin against his chest. He scrunched his mouth to one side and circled one finger in the air.

“That’s what I wanted to hear.”

His head shot back again as his jaw dropped. Something about the way she wasn’t doing this because of the Succuba Gamma made the way she took in every inch that much better. “Jesus fuck!”

Skye’s front teeth clamped around his base just enough to repeat her demand.

Not that it was a problem. Wes ran her hair between his fingers until he reached the back of Skye’s head.

Her own hand fell on top of his, pushing her own head down.

Wes got the message, grasping her by the roots and lifting her face away from his lap.

The Ferrari red lips turned up at the corners as Skye admired his initiative. Stroking him with the copious amount of spit she’d left behind, Skye eased herself a little closer on her knees. “Now imagine what I’ll do when I’m on the medication.”


She’s nuts.
 And he knew it was in the best way possible.

Putting his other hand over her mouth, Wes pushed his ass into the corner of the chair and leaned down. He pulled on Skye’s hair until she was staring up at him. “You know what I’m about to do to you?”

A jerky nod and a spark in her eyes told him everything.

Wes stood up, bringing Skye with him. She kept hold of his dick as he kept trying to press both hands together on either side of her head. A half-dozen steps took her legs out from under her, crashing her ass and back into the loveseat nearby.

Before he could let go of her hair, Skye had already wrapped her thighs around his waist. Squeezing the hand between themselves, he pulled at the bottom half of her barely-there outfit. The fabric stretched until he had it as far up her thighs as he could get it.

“Good enough.” Wes shot his hips forward.

Skye moaned against his palm as her cunt welcomed him in.

Driving himself in to the hilt, Wes loved the feeling of her breath welling up, hissing against his skin.

Taking hold of both of Skye’s wrists, he pressed her arms over her head and slammed himself deep again. Keeping himself all the way in, he pushed his face next to her ear. “I always knew you’d be a wild fuck.”

Her legs flexed, pulling her back off the cushions.

The feeling of Skye’s walls grazing along his shaft made Wes squeeze harder around her forearms. Not that it was stopping the miraculous hump coming from beneath himself.

Knowing it was too late to back out, Wes slammed himself into her. Pinning her body down, he forced himself to drive that last fraction of an inch deeper.

Both of her thighs clamped like a vise. Skye ground herself around his shaft as her voice buzzed against the skin of Wes’ palm.


Smarmy bitch.
 Uncovering her mouth and reaching where their bodies met, Wes pinched his index and middle fingers around the peak of her hood. The slightest twist had her squirming.

He let go of her wrists as Skye began seething air through clenched teeth. Both of her arms wrapped under his, curling until nails dug into the top of his shoulders.

The silk of her bra pressed against his chest. Wes tried to put all of his weight into subduing her, only making Skye wriggle herself around his cock even harder.

Steamy breath filled his ear. “I’m not about to let you win.” Skye let out a trailing moan before adding, “You know that, right?”

Like hell.

Wes abandoned her clit, pushing himself up from the cushions with one hand, grabbing the center of her bra like reins with the other. The first proper smack
 of their bodies together called her bluff.

Skye dug her claws in as ten pale lines ached down his forearm. Between thrusts, she managed to belt out, “More!”

His entire length invaded like Wes was trying to run her clean through.

The pop
 against his cheek registered before the sting. Skye reared her hand back again as she let go of his arm and pulled at the collar of his unbuttoned shirt with the other. “Not enough!”

Spreading heat pulsed on the left side of his face. Catching her tense up to slap again, Wes pinned her at the elbow and then put everything he had against her, head to toe.

Skye pulled him tight with every limb, whispering, “Make it hurt...”

Wes pushed his mouth against her ear, barely having to say, “You idiot.”

Another wave of pussy gripped toward the core of his shaft. “It’s okay, because I’ll be that much worse in a few weeks.”

His dick pulsed like it had taken over the show. Wes gave her a brutal slam without breaking the total-body hug. Resting deep, he pressed his stinging cheek against her temple. “What do you really want?”

Waiting for Skye’s answer, he didn’t expect the words about to seep from between her lips. “It’s one thing to tame someone primed for it, but another to break them on your own.”

Biting his tongue, Wes fought the urge to whisper, “You little bitch...”

Skye’s body sucked him deeper between her thighs. “Not gonna fight me anymore?”

Choking the life almost out of her would have been too easy and direct. Wes told her the one honest thing he could. “The rest of them will eat your ass alive, and then toss the scraps my way, if you keep acting like this.”

The firm grip of her legs around the small of his back pulled Wes in, beyond deep. “Good.” Both sides of Wes’ collar closed around his windpipe. “And if they figure out that they can take it too, even better.”

Wes planted a jolt toward her center. Skye’s head rocked back, giving his mouth a chance to nibble at the vulnerable skin.

Her hands pulled on the rear of his head, forcing Wes’ face deeper into her. Another pound busted the first hint of a scream from her.

Sliding his fingers under the cups of her bra, Wes felt the natural softness that moved more than the rest of her body. Tamping the sides of fingers shut around the hardened nubs, even the little bit of pressure turned her volume closer to maximum.

A pang of horror tried shouting through his head. What if she’s not safe yet?
 Unlike all the others in the house, Skye very well might not have received the temporary birth control.

Not that it mattered. He pushed the thought away, knowing the colony wouldn’t exile Skye over it. If anything, it would stop the dawdling and rush the project forward.

Her arms and legs gripped tighter around his torso as Wes stopped his motion. Resting deep in the copious wetness and heat, he wondered how much worse Skye would get once Succuba Gamma took hold in her system.

Pulling his hands off her breasts and then pushing himself up, Wes shivered as his cock backed out. “I guess we really are good at this, even without help.”

Skye finally straightened her neck. Like she was lost in his stare, her bottom lip tucked between her teeth.

Pushing a few strands of brunette out of her face, Wes felt her limbs unwrap from his body. Standing tall next to the loveseat, he caught himself admiring her like some exotic car in a showroom. No greater by her own rights than the four other women in his stable, but exactly what he wanted right then
.

And she’d noticed. “I like the enthusiasm. It felt like you were about to bust a nut already.”

Helping her slide the strappy bottom the rest of the way down her legs, Wes sent it flying to parts unknown in the room. “Do you even need the medication?”

“I don’t need to get plowed like a field on the daily, but it sure would be nice. I could say the same for the other things it would do for me.” Sitting straight, Skye held both hands up in front of him.

Wes pushed them down, dropping to his knees. Putting both his and Skye’s hands on top of her thighs, he eased her legs apart. The flawless symmetry held true, even after being invaded and then spread open again.

His palms drifted upward. Both thumbs tucked into the crooks between her hips and legs. Then, with something bordering on reverence, Wes leaned forward for that first lick.

Skye jumped a little. Settling down as his tongue remained on her clit, her entire body relaxed at once.

Wes coursed his taste buds over her pearl, never letting the motion stop. She spread her thighs wider as her fingers wrapped in his hair.

Feeling the push on the back of his head, Wes lapped against the pulsing spot until her voice edged out. One solid run of his tongue down to the lowest part of her neatly tucked lips made every part of her shudder.

The insides of her legs heated against his face. Wes knew a finger or two would do the girl in.

“Go on, make me—” Skye faltered like a scratched CD. “Make me come...”

Not that he hadn’t been planning it all along. But pulling his mouth away, Wes knew she deserved more than the easy route.

He wiped the excess from inside her off his mouth as he stood up. “Not so fast. I’m not done with you yet.”

Wrapped up in thinking about which way he wanted to take her, Wes didn’t pay much attention to Skye grabbing his arms. But the room spun around him as he felt the air rush past his skin.

Planted in the middle of the seat, he only realized Skye was on top of him when her cunt split down the middle, rubbing up and down the bottom of his shaft.

Skye was grinning too
 much. “Fine, if you won’t give it up, I’ll make you do it.” She reached around her back, popping the bra loose.

No sooner than she’d removed it from her tits, the center of the thing wrapped around the back of his neck. She always had been the kind to ask forgiveness later instead of bothering with permission.

The tip of Wes’ cock felt the all-natural willingness just inside her passage again. Using the bra like reins, Skye bumped herself forward. The rapid sink of her hips into his made her smirk that much worse.

Fingers danced under the unbuttoned shirt. She invaded his space, her lips no more than an inch from his own. “You know what I want.”


Right now, or long-term?
 He knew the answer to both, but not which one she was talking about. “I think you’re taking it for yourself, whether I’m ready to give it to you or not.”

Full-contact along his dick put a cramp and a shake in his neck. Smooth and soft as buttered velvet, Skye’s pussy drove a hard bargain.

“You’ll never guess which one of them begged me to do this.”

For all he knew, it could have been any of them. “Jenna or Holly, most likely.”

Skye crashed herself down again, leaking herself down his package and into the upholstery. “If I told you it was your mother, would you believe me?”


Absolutely.
 “Why?”

Another wiggle of herself stole the breath from him, forcing Wes to listen.

Every syllable got more heady as she ground herself into him. “You already have Holly to keep the family running, but you need another one to keep your mind engaged.”

Wes gasped out, “Philosophy during sex?” Another whip of her body made him blink, hard. “That’s not exactly the right answer.”

“And you didn’t even guess right.” Skye nuzzled herself up to him, starting with her legs and ending with her cheek glancing against his. “She doesn’t know where all of this is headed, and we don’t either.”

Grounding his mind for what felt like the last possible time, he asked, “What the fuck is that supposed to mean?”

Skye reared away with the upper half of her body, pushing against his sternum. “Does it matter?” Every iota of her cunt tried to steal his attention with a few good slides. Up and down. Forward and back. Left to right…

His conscience gave out with one final admission. “This colony is an asylum for nymphomaniacs, and the patients run the show.”

“I know, right?” Skye tossed herself around on his entire length. “Lucky you.”

Tormented by the cunt he’d denied himself for too long, Wes gripped her sides like it would have slowed her down. When it didn’t, he settled in for what he hoped would be enough.

Skye ground herself to a near-halt. “I’m sure the others have some tricks they could teach me, but I think I’m getting my point across.”

His breath gushed out as his eyes opened. “And that is?”

Bouncing herself in his lap, she didn’t have to answer to get the point across. It had Wes on the verge already.

Then she forced her shoulders back, resting her hands on his knees behind herself. The rhythmic twirl of her hips stole his attention.

Putting one hand in front of her pussy like it was suddenly time for modesty, Skye got to work on herself like she was desperate to catch up to him. Wes felt the rumble down below, starting inside her and transferring through his shaft until it shook his core.

A twinge of almost-pain shot up his stomach until it reached his lungs. Shaking in his own breathing, Wes forced himself to keep his eyes on her.

Skye bawled as her cheeks turned almost the same color as her lips. Her fingers blurred with the motion. Even the sound of Skye jilling herself off had to be making it through the door.

Her teeth chattered as Wes felt his neck tighten. His fingers curled into his palms as he felt her toes do the same through her stilettos. Ready for it or not, the o-face he’d been imagining since meeting her a few years prior met every expectation.

Forcing his ass off the sofa, it pushed Skye through her limit. Her hand stopped as she lurched into his chest, caught stammering just before she could belt out the scream she’d been building up to.

All four sides of her cunt pulsed and tightened in unison. The feeling of it against the head of his cock gave his trigger that last ounce it needed for a pull.

The shout finally came out of her, buzzing his collarbone as the rush of pure greatness took him over. His eyes couldn’t take it, slamming tight as the emptying feeling burst through the length of his shaft.

Tons lifted from his shoulders as the first rope coated her inside. Another howling vibration filled his chest as Skye clamped even harder around his dick. Her arms pushed herself tighter against him, like she wasn’t allowing a single drop to hit anywhere but her innermost reach.

Her mouth parted from his skin just far enough. “Right there, deep inside me!”

Wes opened his eyes just enough to see her head nodding too fast for comfort. Her chin shook even more until it was almost a blur.

Five shots in, Wes started to get that hollow feeling and warmth.

Skye began to pull herself out of it, her voice still shivering. “Keep coming, please...”

Willing what reserves he had left to the surface, a few more blasts and the shift in her pussy overloaded him. Wes shirked back out of reflex, still not making it out.

“Easy,” Skye’s tits pushed against him as she breathed in, “pull out too fast, and it’ll all leak out.”

The question of her fertility status felt like it had been answered. Holly’s gonna snap if she’s not the first.
 Not that Wes hated the idea of Skye jumping the line.

“You know, I didn’t think it would go down like this.” She pushed her cheek against his again, much hotter this time. “It’s like I’ve lost my mind.”

Elena having a hand in this wasn’t out of the question, but that wasn’t the biggest concern at the moment.

His watch buzzed on his wrist. Wes tapped the button on the side, hoping the bitch-button treatment would get his point across. Skye settled even deeper against him as he ignored the second call attempt.

The tips of her fingers slid down his chest as she pulled away, almost enough to get him out of her. “A few years ago, I bet you would have stopped in the middle of sex to answer a call.”

He had a few times, and it had taken Holly until their sixth month of dating to get used to it. But when your company is worth more than some countries? Seconds could decide the fate of millions of dollars.

Wes dropped his forehead against her shoulder as Skye nuzzled her face into his hair, not minding the sweat at all. Her top and bottom teeth clamped on the end of Wes’ ear before she whispered, “So, the Succuba Gamma… Do I even need it?”

Ignoring a third set of vibrations on his wrist, Wes answered, “Probably not.” Not that Wes knew he could handle her like that, if her normal self was any indication of how she’d be.

Skye’s fingers wrapped around his arm. “If they’re calling this much, it’s probably important. I don’t mind.”

“You’re assuming,” he grinned to himself, “that I’ve got the breath to talk that much right now.” Her body shifted again, forcing his head to jerk to one side as his cock shrank and begged him to tap out. Meanwhile, his watch stopped for the fourth and final time.

Pulling herself away, Skye made him tremor from the waist up. The expected line of pearly white dripping from her cunt never sullied the hardwood.

Wes looked her over again, now bare except for the heels. With the haircut and freshly-fucked look, he couldn’t argue against how Skye flipped the right switches in him. Had this night happened before Wes got serious with Holly, he knew it wouldn’t have been a competition. She’s absolutely nuts, but that almost seems like a good thing right now.


He almost missed the knocks on the door. Something about how quiet they were put Wes on edge.

“Who is it?”

The door creaked open without an answer. After a few seconds, nobody entered.

“Well?”

Holly finally took one step into the entryway. Everything about the look on her face ran a streak of dread down Wes’ spine. But she didn’t say a word.

“Hey, what’s wrong?”

She couldn’t look up at him. For a brief second, Wes imagined that jealousy had finally gotten the upper hand.

Keeping her gaze locked on the floor, Holly waited for endless seconds until she answered. “Ava just called me because you wouldn’t answer. I’m sorry...”

Her posture didn’t change, but silence let Wes catch the sound of a tear hitting the floor.

“What happened?”

She finally looked him in the eyes. “It’s Janus. They don’t think he’ll make it through the night.”

Wes spun through disbelief, bargaining, and denial in the space of an instant. Still, he’d known it was coming. “Fuck...”

Holly took a few steps closer. “Do you need me to go with you?”

As he stared into the empty space between his knees, the numb shock swallowed the afterglow. “No, just take care of things here. Tell Ava I’ll be there as soon as I can.”


Still worn to the point of collapsing, Wes had made it to the main compound in minutes. He braced himself with one hand, still unsure how he’d ran the entire way. Both on fumes and through pitch darkness.

He twisted the door handle to Janus’ room. The crowd he expected wasn’t there. Only Ava and Cynthia stood watch over the hospital bed. They didn’t notice that Wes had entered until he was mere steps away.

Janus’ legs shifted under the thin blankets. Even through the covers, Wes knew his feet had swollen.

Closing the gap, he felt all three of them look his way, even without looking away from his god-father. The rasp in the old man’s breath nearly made Wes lose it on the spot.

He gripped the rails of the bed and tried to keep a strong front. Nobody said a word, even though Wes knew everyone had volumes to speak.

Cold fingers rested on top of his left hand. Wes looked down and saw the sickly-white of Janus’ nails contrast with the yellowed skin. Hell, his liver’s giving up too.


Janus made a weak motion toward the door with his other hand. Barely taking in the breath he needed, he held in in for a moment before whimpering, “I need to tell him something.”

Cynthia took her husband’s gnarled, jaundiced fingers between her own. “We already know what it is, but we understand.”

Smiling as best he could, like it hurt to even do that much, Janus leaned his head against the pillow and rattled another breath in as they left. Finally, he barely pointed at the table next to the bed. “I need water.”

Wes grabbed the pouch, moving the straw up to Janus’ lips. Only enough to wet his mouth passed through.

“They should have you on something for pain.”

Janus acted like he was about to hack up a lung, but managed to speak anyway. “If I’m dying, I want to know what’s going on.”

Wes couldn’t help looking at the wild motions of the legs on the other side of the bed. “But if it hurts, why put yourself through this?”

“The same reason I turned down dialysis or a kidney transplant. They would have given me a few more months, but I’d end up begging for drugs by the end of it.” Like he was using the last of his strength, Janus gripped Wes’ hand almost enough to hurt. “I’ll only do this once. I might as well take it for what it is.”


Stubborn bastard.
 “You wanted to tell me something.” Fighting back the waterworks, Wes tried to grin. “Might as well spit it out now, before it’s too late.”

“It’s all the same, you know.” Janus coughed into the air, drizzling spittle all over Wes. “Sorry.”

A real smile came out. “I think you’ve earned a pass this time.”

“Dying is like watching my work pass on to other people. I don’t know what’s gonna happen.”

“Nobody else has that answer either.”

Janus shot a deadpan look at him, letting Wes see the jaundice in his eyes. “You’re about to live for centuries. Shut up.”

Wes thought about firing back with his own line, but held his tongue. Somehow, it felt like an even more smart-ass response. Trapped in the loop of wondering which one would show the least disrespect, he stayed quiet, regardless.

“I’ll tell you what I’ve already told your mother and sister: ‘Watch those other two and make sure they don’t lose sight of why we’re doing this.’”

“But do they know that we’re all hearing this?”

Janus did the closest hack he could manage to a laugh. Clearing the excess fluids from his throat, his head turned further to the side facing Wes. “Both of them asked me the same thing you did. I think you three will do fine, knowing that.”

Wes could tell he was about to drift off. With Janus still hours from death, it wasn’t time to rush for Ava and Cynthia, yet. But he knew that the next time those eyes would shut, they might not open again. “Anything you wouldn’t tell them that you wanna share?”

Wincing for a moment, Janus shifted in place until he looked comfortable enough. “Four things.” His body moved a little more until he sighed and then continued, “First, don’t run this colony like a business. I doubt your stubborn ass has noticed yet, but it’s a family.”

His head shot back on its own. Wes knew it was the truth he hadn’t considered yet, even though the project was all about creating families. “If the rest of your points are this good, keep ‘em coming all night.”

“Wise-ass.”

Now he knew Janus was fucking with him, as always. “Go on.”

“Number two.” He barely held a pair of fingers out. “You’re gonna have a new set of girls in their twenties, maybe fifty times before you end up in my place. Cheer the hell up, you lucky bastard.”

All Wes could do was shake his head and smirk back. “And watch three-hundred women I might have grown to love die of old age, just like you.”

“I knew you’d bitch about that.” Janus strained against the weight of his own limbs, trying to throw his arms in the air. “Let me piss and moan about my own problems, even though the guy in front of me is goddamned dying. Woe-is-fuckin’
-me.” Meanwhile, that shit-eating grin couldn’t change.

“Okay, third?” Wes fought to keep it all inside. Tears welled up in all four corners of his eyes. Then his stomach tightened until air shot from between his clamped lips.

“What the hell are you laughing at?” Janus kept the snarl up, giving no fucks, as usual. “You’ll watch your children die of old age, their children, and so on.”

Imagining watching Holly grow old and pass had barely registered in his head, even though Wes had thought about it far too often lately. “I’m not sure if I’ll ever forgive you for that one.”

“You don’t have to. Which brings me to my third point, if you’ll let me goddamned talk...” A gnarled hand reached out for him. “The people close to you dying gets easier the longer you’re around, but it never stops hurting.”

Wes knew it was a point in and of itself. “And the last thing?”

“I wouldn’t have trusted your mother or sister with so much power if I didn’t know you’d be there to reign them in. If Elena gets out of hand,” Janus dug into the sheets, pulling an envelope out, “you have my permission to overthrow her crazy ass.”

“Jareth might throw a fit it if comes to that.”

Like the future of his own ‘son’ was nothing to worry about, Janus forced the wax-sealed parcel into Wes’ hand. “Unless you slack off, he won’t have the power to say a word. Keep her in check, and it probably won’t come to that.”

Wes held the envelope in front of him, seeing Janus’ bold signature through the layers of paper. “I’m not one for emotional goodbyes. I’m sure there’s one last thing you want to tell me, but you’re afraid to.”

“No, it’s not that I fear saying it.”

Rubbing the skin on the back of Janus’ hand with a thumb, Wes knew too much pressure would hurt the guy. “Then what’s stopping you?”

“Shame.” His legs shifted again as the vital signs monitor lit up. “I never told you or your sister this, and I’ve regretted it for too long.”

Wes saw the heart rate increase as blood pressure and oxygen saturation dropped. “Would it piss you off if I already know what you’re about to say?”

Janus gasped as the back of his head dug into the pillow. “Fuck yes.”

Time was short. “My guess is, ‘Keep the broader goal in sight.”

Rolling his jaundiced eyes, the old man frowned as best he could. “Idiot.” Another hork of air rattled his lungs. “Creating more Queen-Types would mean the end of free will as we know it. Never let people like your mother happen again.”

“But you—”

A meek squeeze on his fingers told Wes that it was Janus’ time. “Tell my wife to come in here. I want everyone else to leave,” spittle coated Wes’ forearm as the involuntary cough erupted, “now.”

There was no more advice or arguments left. “I owe you at least that much.”

Turning around, Wes kept himself from bursting until he was through the door. Ava caught him before he collapsed in the middle of the hallway.

But all Wes could remember from that moment was the look in Dr. Clare’s eye as he stuck a thumb toward the doorway. It’d be a look he’d repeat, himself, dozens of times. And the poor bastard knew it.
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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.
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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.”
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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.
”
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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.

*
*
*

Between catching glimpses of pure sex as she worked the bar, Steve and I had hammered out a way to make Rick’s place ‘earn’ enough to keep me tidy. When you’re an ‘antique dealer,’ you can make up whatever the fuck you want when it comes to numbers, supposedly paid for in hard cash.

As we finished yet another pitcher, my old friend broke down. “So, I’m not gonna ask how you got those two, or all this money...”

“And?”

The gallon of liquid courage had started getting the better of him. “The bar’s closing in less than an hour. You take her
 home with you, and I’ll pay the tab.”

Knowing what it could do and how little I could trust Sierra, the statue had ridden in my backpack, no matter where I went. If a place wouldn’t let me keep it on me, I didn’t go in.

But dive bars aren’t the best places to scrounge up a nail. “I’ll pay for tonight since it was my idea.”

“Pussying out on me?” He slammed back the last of his beer. Wiping his mouth left a streak down the arm of his blazer, Steve wavered in his seat. “Fuck! I just had this dry cleaned!”

Even back in high school, the feller loved to drink himself stupid. “You fine to make it home?”

“Yeah, let me order a ride.” He swiped at his phone a couple of times. “But what about Legs over there?”

I just wanted to stumble home and pass out in my bed. “Is the offer valid for the next week?” And I still had to talk to Rick. Buying that dump of a store would solve all of my cash-flow problems, according to Steve’s calculations.

“Shit, my ride’s just down the block already.” The miracle of apps, I guess. “Tell you what, I’ll show up to your place, whatever day you want. If she’s there, you win.”

“Fine, fuck.” I waved him on and sat there as the rest of the bar started clearing out. Last call had been nearly an hour ago.

Glassware rattled together as the staff rolled out from behind the bar. I grabbed my pack and slinked into the bathroom.

Closing the stall, I knew it wasn’t the ideal place to find a nail either. Keeping a few around hadn’t occurred to me yet.

With my pants still around my waist, I looked around. The grout around one of the subway tiles on the wall had cracked.

It was a long-shot, but it wasn’t like they’d know who pried the thing loose. Opening my pocketknife, I wiggled the blade around until the thing popped free, shattering against the floor.

Bingo.

Through years of dust, I saw the nail hanging out of an old stud. It pulled free with hardly any effort.

Jamming it into one of the cracks another spike had made, I looked the statue in its blank eyes. You’re a lot of fucking trouble, even if you are the best thing that’s ever happened to me.


It didn’t talk back, but that was the least of my worries. Lining the head of the nail up with the center of a tile, I gave it a hard slam.


That blonde’s gonna be mine.
 But I was fucking wiped. Tomorrow, when I run into her, I’ll have just as much control over her as those other two.
 Kylee and Sierra had a shift that night anyway. Like hell I was giving up what alone time I had before then.

*
*
*


Beating me at my own game, in my own damn home.
 I got back onto my feet and waited for the little flash of dominance play itself out. And I don’t even know this chick.


Alisa held an index and middle finger out. “It really helps if they’re long, and you know what it feels like for yourself.” She grabbed my wrist and put my open hand against her own.

“Mine are longer, though.”

“But,” Alisa uncoupled our palms and traced a line down my chest and stomach, “I like dick, even if I can get any woman off.”

I bit the inside of my cheek as she sprung my cock with a fingertip.

“You’re lucky it’s big enough.” Alisa spun herself around and dropped her shoulders. Resting both palms against the bed, she backed her ass up like she was daring me to embarrass myself. “Well?”

Yup, she’s sharing a room with Jaida.

She looked back at me, over her shoulder. “You helped Tyler, so I know you’re a sweet guy, but that’s not what I’m looking for.” The fact that she was already mine, whether Alisa knew it or not, didn’t seem to fucking matter.

“That’s big talk, and I already know you can back it up.” I traced the dip of Alisa’s spine all the way up to her neck. Then I grabbed every strand of bottle-red hair I could.

The harder I pulled, the more she grinned. “Like I said, I’m not into nice.” Her ass bumped against me, a cunt-hair off the mark that would have slipped me in.

Emptying my lungs and pushing my tip between her folds, the smack on her clit made both of us jerk.

I’d never been much of a dom, but I still knew I was dealing with a whole different animal here. Either I was gonna win, or I wouldn’t be calling the shots anymore.

Forcing Alisa onto her side, I fought to hold on as she started topping from the bottom. Her legs wrapped around my left. Every pump of her ankles against the back of my thigh made her smirk that much harder.

Everyone was watching, hanging on my next move.


This is fucked.
 But I couldn’t let it show. Slapping both hands against the thickest part of her thigh, I pulled while ramming myself deep.

It took Alisa off enough of her guard. That involuntary flinch and whimper made her cheeks almost as bloody-red as her hair.

Another jolt pushed her an inch or two further on the mattress. I moved closer, bumping my shins against the solid teak bed frame. It wasn’t ideal, but I couldn’t let up now.
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