
ONE MONTH AND THREE DAYS EARLIER, IN WRITER WOMAN’S HOUSE
I was doing push-ups. Not because I like them, but because I am bored out of my skull being cooped up in this house. Kia (not the South Korean car) proved to be the only one who could motivate me to do some physical exercise. The girls had started with jumping jacks, squats, down-ups and handstands. Imagine the woman at your gym without a shred of clothing on. I know, you already did. So you can know how erotic that was, and once I got the hang of it, I joined them as well. It was good to ease the tension. And there was tension enough in the house. As I was busy pushing my weight up for the twenty-ninth time, I heard the door slam shut with a tremendous bang. 
Well, not our door, because the door of our house has turned to ashes to ashes, dust to dust. Our door went to door-heaven. I shouldn’t say this because one of our best friends died in that attack at our house. The attackers finished their job by burning our house down. I would never say this in front of my concubines; they would skin me alive if I made a joke about door-heaven. So anyway, someone slammed my father-in-law’s door. Technically, it’s not his door either, because his door was in door-heaven as well thanks to the same group of people who tried to cremate me in the process. 
Waiting feels endless. I was told to prepare to be picked-up, probably with other pre-packs. Perhaps you will agree with me that the circumstances we were currently in were not ideal. Our home was burnt to the ground. We could not go outside of the cramped living space without the risk of being shot at. I wanted to move my girls to the University so I could at least get some work done in my lab, but the University had refused to provide shelter for me and my concubines. They said it was too dangerous. We were in my father-in-law’s girlfriend’s apartment. She was probably the one that slammed the next door to heaven with all the disappointment and frustration in her tiny body. 
Angus, my father-in-law, was not keen to see his daughter walking around nude in his house. He did not complain about the naked bodies of Isis or Joyce, though. But it's hard to avoid each other when you're sharing two bedrooms and a living room with eight people. The walls were thin, and Sharon and Isis are not silent when they are making love. Angus once asked me to lend Isis to him. He had seen a couple of her porn flicks and was eager to make a money shot.
I refused. Isis, Sharon, Joyce, Kia and Aislinn; they were mine and mine alone. His score allowed him to take two concubines with him. He only had one; her name was Lauren Dane. Like the writer of smut stories for women. My mother has read all of her books. I don’t know whether she was the writer. Being married to someone with a celebrity-like name teaches you not to judge a book by its cover. We overheard an argument between Angus and Writer Woman about recruiting another concubine. My girls talked with Writer Woman about the necessity of sharing. Two days later, Angus came home with a girl Kia’s age. It explained the way he had been trying to get a glimpse of Kia’s pussy. She was 14 as well, but looked younger than Kia. Much younger. Her figure might have looked boyish, but her mannerisms certainly weren’t. Josephine Baker could have taken a lesson or two from her on seduction. 
I consequently called her Lolita at home. 
“Autistic boy, can I talk to you for a minute? In the kitchen, please.” Angus said.
“Papa!” Sharon cried in outrage.
“What? Since he does not extend the courtesy of using my women’s names, I see no need to reciprocate.”
I put my hand on her leg to calm Sharon down and followed my father-in-law into the relatively quiet kitchen. I put the kettle on to have something to do and waited for him to say what’s on his mind. He took his time. I just waited without breaking the silence. I’m good at that.
“What is the reason for referring to Charlotte as Lolita?”
“She reminds me of Dolores Haze.”
“Who the hell is Dolores Something?”
“Haze. She is the 12-year-old seductress in Nabokov’s book Lolita.”
“Charlotte is 14, not 12! Besides, with a 14-year-old girlfriend, you might want to chill out.”
“Look, things are tense already, so let’s not overdo things. Writer Woman hasn’t stopped crying since you brought her here.”
“Her name is Lauren, for Pete’s sake, and I have to say that’s a bit strange coming from your mouth, you are the one who crowded my apartment fucking the other women so often that your wife ends op crying in the living room at night.” 
I brought the tray of hot water cups into the living room, where the teabags were. All the women, including Agnus’s, looked at me in vain for bruises.
“Joyce, I want you to tell me the honest reason why Sharon is sometimes weeping with you at night in the living room.”
“I think you should ask Sharon that.”
“No, I’m not. I am asking you. Sharon might beat around the bush, but you, as her ‘slave’, are bound to answer truthfully.” I heard some gasps from the Angus corner of the room. Up until this point, we hadn’t been so candid with our hosts on this subject. My mother turned red. 
“I think Sharon was upset we had to cut back on the physical stuff. We… we refrained from openly expressing our relationship to prevent any embarrassment to Sharon’s father.” 
“Anything else I should know about my crew?” I looked at all of my concubines, and they all shook their heads. 
“Does that answer your question?” I asked Angus. Without waiting for an answer to that question, I said to my crew, “Pack all of your belongings. Our host has said that our being here is stressful to him and his concubines. I fully understand what he means, so we are moving into a hotel or something for the time being.”
“No, please stay.” Writer Woman said. Angus just looked at her. When push comes to shove, it was her house, not his.
“We know the Confederacy may come to get you soon. We don’t know when, but they will. You are too valuable not to be picked up. It’s different for us. Master, we should be at their location when the exchange happens, for our own benefit.” Angus was the target of the last Master-bit, not me. It’s the first time I’ve ever heard Writer Woman call Angus master. I think Writer Woman had a point there. I kept my mouth shut. Sailing with him to distant shores wasn’t something I looked forward to. The only reason I was still in this house was that I knew how much it meant for Sharon to take her dad with her. Her mother’s departure devastated her, so asking her to leave her father behind would be too much. 
Angus was in charge. I am sure he wanted me out of this house as much as I wanted to go, but he wasn’t stupid enough to say that he did. “I… I might have blown off a little and jumped to conclusions. If we could go with you if and when you will be picked up, I would very much appreciate it. Please, stay,” he said formally. 
“If that’s the case, we gratefully accept your hospitality.” I said. Case closed. 
—————————
Two weeks later, a female police officer came to our door. She reminded me of Kat Loveable in ‘The Day My Badge Flashed Me’. I do not know whether you have seen that porn flick. It is really a magnificent film; a pity she was hardly wearing her uniform and was nude most of the time. I like uniformed girls. I’m not saying I wanted to see this policewoman nude, but I wouldn’t mind either. 
“Can I help you?” Stupid question. Most of the time, police are there to protect and to serve, aren’t they?
“Mr Gi route?”
“No, Jzi ro, like in French.” Difficult name, Giraut.
“Can I come in? I have an important announcement, but not at the door.”
“Please come in.” If Kat Loveable noticed they weren’t wearing clothes, she didn’t comment on it. Perhaps she thought she had returned to the set of that movie. “A person of considerable authority contacted us and requires your attendance at the mall parking lot tomorrow. They didn’t say why, but this is the first time I am delivering one of these messages, so one of you must be important.”
I just nodded. Message received. The end of a long wait was drawing to a close now. 
“You wouldn’t have a spot for a policewoman with two children, would you?” She asked seemingly casually, but I saw her left hand stroke her uniform trousers in a nervous gesture.
“I do not know what you are talking about.” standing up and walked her to the door.
“I understand. Of course not. Well, that’s all, folks. Good luck tomorrow, whatever it is you will do there.”
I let the policewoman out and returned to the living room. The excitement was palpable, as if someone had magically produced tickets to see Taylor Swift.
“You are not taking her to fill Jenny’s spot?” Jenny was the one who died in the attack. And we missed her every single day. 
“No, Sharon. We will not replace a team member who is irreplaceable.” I said.
One of my girls had asked the policewoman if she knew the time we had to be there, but she said she had no information about that. Sharon decided we would drive to the parking lot at midnight, just in case the pickup would take place in the middle of the night. Sharon’s dad and his girlfriend went with us as well. 
—————————
I felt slightly ridiculous sitting there in the middle of the night in the nearly empty parking lot. It surprised me that even around 2 or 3 am so many people were awake. Who knew so many people walked their dogs at night? Others looked like homeless people, but a bunch of youngsters — my age — clearly drunk, were making a lot of noise to scare the boogeyman away. A guard with the name of the mall on his uniform came to our car and asked us what we were doing there. I said we were waiting for a friend, and he told us we couldn’t park in the parking lot and had to leave. We didn’t, and finally he walked back. We never saw him make another round. 
I couldn’t sleep. Kia next to me is asleep. Kia is 14 years, seven months and one day old. She looks older, though. Perhaps I should say she acts older than her age. I think there are a lot of fourteen-year-olds who are different. I mean, a short 14-year-old could look younger than a tall girl of that age, couldn’t she? And a girl with big tits could look older than a girl with small boobies, right? Kia had small breasts, and I mean just minor bumps. She never wears a bra, and I like that. These little bumps that move as she walks or moves her body  — I like that. No bra straps under these tight shirts. Of course, in the house she was not wearing anything. Her skin tightly encased her body.
Aislinn in the car’s backseat was awake, aware of every movement in our surroundings. Aislinn is my lab assistant and one of the few people in the world I trust to be accurate. She has a great eye for detail. Aislinn was the only girl who walked around the house fully clothed. Why the other girls allowed her to be an exception to the nude-rule, I do not know. It’s one of those female secrets that I didn't delve into any further. If I were to uncover all my women’s secrets, it would consume all my waking hours.
Next to Aislinn sat Isis. If you know Isis Thames, you have watched a lot of porn. She is the queen of the blowjob, the duchess of anal fucking and the princess of the rough fuck. Her tits won her Adult Actress Awards. Her gentle demeanour won over people everywhere, amassing a massive following. She was my favourite actress ever, and she is mine. Sleeping in the backseat of my car. I still couldn’t believe it. Mine. I don’t know if you noticed, but I feel very possessive of her.
Two more of “my” women — concubines — were in the car next to me. If I could take just two women to go with me to the stars, Kia, Isis and Aislinn would remain here on Earth. In the backseat of my father-in-law’s car were two women who understood me better than anyone I have ever met. You will not be surprised that my mother is one of them. I have to call her Joyce now. The other one I consider my wife. Sharon Stone, you know her; the one who was not wearing panties in that movie. Kidding, my Sharon is not the movie star, but her name is Sharon Stone. She is prettier. She is 205 days older than I am, but sometimes she understands me better than my mother does. I have no idea what she sees in me, but when I asked Sharon to be my wife, she agreed. She seems to be happy. 
Sharon’s dad and the writer lady are sitting in front, and I can see them talking. I hope they don’t keep Joyce and Sharon awake. I can see the outline of Lolita’s pale skin looking at me from the back seat of the car next to me. Unlike the women, I have no friends to leave behind. The one friend I have, I am taking with me. I won’t be missed when I leave, and I will miss no one. Tomorrow, all my concubines will sever the bonds they shared with those they once shared laughter and tears. A scary thought.
It’s not that I am fearless about what will happen after tomorrow. After tomorrow, I will be responsible for all their actions. The girls are teasing me already by calling me their ‘master’. I have enough trouble mastering my own feelings. I approach social interaction as if it’s a complicated recipe I’ve already ruined, and it’s bound to end in disaster. Failure to keep them in check could cause their deaths. Even if I don’t like it, I will have to keep them all on a short leash. 
Of the five women I am taking with me, I have been intimate with two: Sharon and Isis. Kia is too young; Aislinn is a co-worker, and Mother is my mother, of course. I will not be intimate with my mother. If that is what you were thinking, get your mind out of the gutter. I do not know whether Kia or Aislinn is still a virgin. It doesn’t matter. I will have sex with them both and make them pregnant. I will start with Aislinn. Months ago I promised her my firstborn. 
Time stretches endlessly when fear shadows tomorrow, as if even the garden holds its breath. Sharon’s dad and his writer friend in the car next to me appear to be asleep. One look in the mirror confirms Aislinn has given in as well. I can’t sleep. And I have asked none of them to stay awake with me. 

