
Chapter 11: Hajji
Four men and one woman entered the canteen. All the men were bare-chested; the woman was wearing a latex suit. I don’t know what you call it. It was latex, that a blind man could see. 
Hajji turned to me. “Have you ever read the Three Musketeers by Alexandre Dumas?” he asked in a secretive, whispering tone.
“No, but I saw a movie, I think. Long ago.” I said.
“These are the four musketeers. The one you call Mountain Man would be Athos. He is the most stoic, world-weary and physically impressive member of the group. The one you call so disrespectfully BUM is Porthos. Big, Boisterous, Vain and the most lovable of the group. Cade ‘the Blade’ Bronson is Aramis. The intellectual, somewhat secretive musketeer, always plotting something. He can be charming, but with a hidden ruthlessness. And finally, there is d’Artagnan. The outsider who joined the group. Young, brave, and arguably the most capable of all of them.”
“Angus is d’Artagnan?” I asked him in utter astonishment.
He belly laughed. “Of course not. Angus is just your father-in-law. No, Miss Vietnam is d’Artagnan. Don’t underestimate her, my friend.”
“Please return your pods, please. Take all your belongings with you. Clothes, snacks, and concubines.” Sergeant Barrett was in a bright mood today.
“Please come and visit my Pod tonight. We can talk a bit more then.”
“Thank you.” I said. “I look forward to it.” To my surprise, I actually meant those class 1 words. “No worries,” “of course,” or “You too,” are Class One Words. Automatic Speech, no communication value at all. Truth value: practically zero; nobody expects you to mean them. 
Class Two Words are words that carry some commitment, but they can be wrong. Nobody cares if they are wrong: “Agreed,” “Later,” “Useful”. 
Moving on to Class Three Words are words like “True,” “Guilty,” and “Beautiful.” Words as you say them tell something of yourself. They imply that you have looked at something carefully and formed an opinion about it. Being wrong about them, or careless with them, damages your credibility and character. 
The highest category of words is Class Four Words. "Love," "Forgiveness," "Honour," "Fidelity," "Sacrifice," "Conscience." The test of this class: you cannot unsay them without a reckoning. To say I love you and not mean it is not just a lie — it is a corruption. To forgive someone genuinely is an act that transforms both the speaker and the recipient.
What moves a word up the hierarchy is not its dictionary definition but the degree to which saying it truthfully costs you something — attention, vulnerability, judgement, or the whole of yourself.
“Line up,” I instructed my crew. Most sponsors walked out with the group gathered around the sponsor. None of them were naked like mine. None of them walked in a disciplined line behind their sponsor. Except for us, that is. I do understand those who think I am becoming paranoid when I stop my line at a sharp turn and check for myself first if we can safely take the turn. I also hope those people can understand that the palpable sense of danger, though perhaps irrational, was very real to me.
Back in the pod, we all chilled a bit. “Sharon, why don’t you come and sit on the couch next to me, so I can rest my head on your lap? Tell me who you talked to and what you found out?”
“Well,” she said after I had found a nice snug place to rest my head, “I have talked to the two cheerleaders, the ones you call Dancer and Flyer, and they seem happy with Mountain Man. In any case, it seems he is a 'rough exterior, soft interior' type, at least to the two girls. They both seem genuinely happy with him, so that is good news. What they are really struggling with are constantly malfunctioning replicators. Sometimes they work, sometimes they don't. Often, for instance, they have to go to the canteen to get food from the replicators. The AI ​​of their Pod also seems to work poorly. If they ask him something, it sometimes takes a day before they get an answer, and then the AI ​​acts as if nothing is wrong. They are already jokingly calling him NonGPT.”
“Has anyone of you talked to Writer Woman or Lolita?” I asked. 
Isis raised her hand. “I did. And I’m sorry, Sharon, but I have little uplifting news to tell you about your father. It seems that the infatuation between Lolita and Angus has largely cooled down. It is now primarily a battle between the more mature Writer Woman and the young seductress. They aren’t friends, to say the least, and this leads to heated exchanges between the two as they try to win Angus's favour. Angus, however, seems to have set his eyes on Dancer in particular, but also appears to have already struck a deal to swap one woman from BUM for one of his women temporarily. I don't know if that is really true — I hope not — but that is what I heard from Lolita, who is quite worried right now.
I caressed Sharon’s breast from below. “Sharon, I’m sorry. I wish the situation with Angus were better and that you could build a normal relationship with your father. That is, after all, the reason we asked him to come along.”
“Drew, you can’t blame yourself for this. Absolute authority corrupts absolutely. At these times, people reveal their genuine selves, and as with my father currently, it’s not a very appealing sight.”
“Aislinn, you have talked with Poor Girl I, II, III, and IV. I thought it was very brave of you to seek the concubines of Cade ‘the Blade’ Bronson. What did you find out?” I asked.
“You have aptly named those girls, Drew. Poor Girl one would be his wife. She is the patron saint of poverty. A very meek girl, afraid to say anything wrong. The fact that I talked to her gave her the jitters. ‘Don’t tell Cade ‘the Blade’ Bronson you’ve talked to me’. And yes, she calls her husband, or ex-husband after boarding, Cade ‘the Blade’ Bronson. From the others I have heard that he threatened her with the knife she so accurately named between his first and last name. All of them are afraid of his mood swings.
“It is quite shocking that Cade 'the Blade' Bronson did not want to take his own six-year-old child with him and forced his wife to place that child with her parents. It must therefore be very difficult for her to know that the little boy's teacher is one concubine who chose to travel with him. That looks a lot like squared betrayal. But I think I can safely say that every single one of them regrets going with him.”
“Joyce?”
“I have been talking to… I wish you had different names for them, Drew. Monumental Tits and Mammoth Tits. Donna and Colleen. And they are both very much in love with Tyler.”
“BUM!” I interrupted. 
Mother… Joyce sighed audibly, and very maternally, I have to say. “Drew, I wish you would at least come up with a name for them that isn't so offensive. Anyway, they both worship the ground he walks on. He talks a lot about how the girls make him feel. To him, Mammoth Tits is… comforting. Like a soft landing after a day of chaos. He says he doesn’t have to think so much when he is around her — she makes him feel… calm, oddly safe, like someone had pressed the pause button on the world. She’s the kind of woman who reminds him to eat, to slow down, to stop acting like a human wrecking ball. He likes that. He likes how she laughs at his dumb jokes, even the ones that aren’t funny. To him, she’s warm, steady, and impossible not to notice — not just because of her presence, but because she makes him feel like maybe he could be a little less BUM for a while.
“The one you call Monumental Tits, I agree they are big, no offence Isis, that girl he thinks is flashy. All energy, all motion, all attention on herself. She has this way of walking into a room and making sure everyone noticed, especially him, and he likes that — likes the feeling like her spotlight occasionally lands on him. She is always fussing with her hair, her clothes, and her makeup, as if auditioning for a role he didn’t fully understand but is happy to watch. Not as nurturing like Mammoth; according to him she’s a spark, unpredictable, and a little exhausting — but exciting in a way that makes him grin like an idiot. With her, he says, he feels alive.”
“No problems in his pod.” I concluded. 
“Not so fast, Drew. The eldest daughter of Colleen, Monumental, is thirteen years and five months old. She’s called Angelique, but as for from an angel as Lolita is from being a nun. She has her eyes set on ‘Daddy’ as she calls him, and it’s only a matter of time until she goes from giving him head to fucking him. So far their AI gives a lot of warning signs in its pod, and he has already received an official warning from Captain Holt.
“Wow.” I said. You can tell I have a university education, right?
“Before we listen to Kia’s conversation with the charming sergeant, Aislinn would like to talk to us about her worries concerning Miss Vietnam, Aislinn.”
“More like what Miss Vietnam might be up to now, Drew. We all know what happened to her ex-husband, and it seems the next one that’s in her way is the woman with the Madonna face. It seems that she was only allowed to be her concubine because otherwise Maradonna would have refused to go with Miss Vietnam
 if his sister couldn’t join him. She is trying to force him now to fuck his sister, since he is the only male left. His sister is panicking as we speak. I think she wants this spectacle done in public and probably hopes the lovely, meek Madonna will get angry enough to attack her as well.”
“Okay, we have to keep an eye on that. Not sure if we can do something about it. Kia is last. What have you learned from the Sergeant, girl?”
“I asked her to give me lessons to defend myself and you as an extension of me. She agreed. We will practice after we are done with the morning talks in the canteen, in the gym below, if you agree to that, Sir.”
“Good. Sharon and Joyce will accompany you during practice hours. I don’t want you to be alone with her or anyone else, Kia. After practice, come directly to the pod. 
“AI, can you tell me the moment they leave the gym?”
“I will inform you when the practice session is over.”
“Thank you.”
“Last but not least, before Sharon fucks the last drop of semen out of me, I am invited to visit the pod of Hajji tonight and I have accepted. That means you all stay here, and by ‘here’ I mean in this pod. Don’t react to anything or anyone and keep the door closed at all times.”
“AI, please inform me in Hajji’s pod number eight if someone is trying to enter this pod.”
“Confirmed.”
“Now, Sharon and I have some serious fucking to do, so if you would excuse us?” I took Sharon’s hand and led the giggling girl into my bedroom. 
————————————
Hajji’s pod looked exactly like mine, Only in mirror image; all the spaces that were on my right were on his left.
“Welcome to our humble home. I see you have brought Kia with you?”
“Wherever I go, she goes; she is my shadow.”
“You have her covered up, I see. Why the blindfold, Drew?” Hajji asked.
“It’s a sign of respect, Hajji. You have told me you wear more formal clothing in your own pod, unlike outside. And although I always want her with me, she doesn't always have to see everything I see or hear everything I hear. Hence the blindfold.”
“When we arrive at Fiditon, you could ask the operating staff of the MedCube if they can come up with something that would allow you to make her blind/sighted or deaf/hearing on command, while she is there anyway.” Hajji suggested.
“Perhaps that could work,” I answered, though I had zero interest in such a drastic solution.
A door opened, and Scheherazade and her sister walked towards us and made a small bow. 
“Welcome to our humble pod, Master Drew. We feel honoured to welcome you into our own safe haven.” Dunyazade said.
“Thank you. You both look breathtaking. That is certainly not an exaggeration. During the day I have seen you wearing that ridiculously short shift, but now that I see you completely covered, and all attention is solely focused on your faces, you are truly Scheherazade and Dunyazade.”
“Thank you for your kind words, Drew,” said Hajji. “Ladies, Drew has honoured us by covering the eyes of his shadow out of respect for our customs. Perhaps you could return that courtesy by describing your clothes to Kia, so that she can at least get an idea of ​​the two of you.
“It would be our pleasure,” Dunyazade said. “We are wearing a basic dress we call an Abaya. People in some countries wear it over regular clothing, but we have nothing underneath. Our Master doesn't appreciate that many layers of clothing,” she giggled. “On top of that, we are wearing a khimar. A khimar is a cape-like veil that covers the hair, neck, shoulders, and upper chest. It tapers to a point at the back, and the nice thing about this one is that it’s made up of multiple layers to create a beautiful layered effect. The material is jazz, a fine fabric that doesn’t wrinkle easily; you don't have to iron...”
“I suggest you discuss the washing instructions among yourselves later. What would you like to drink, Drew?” Hajji interrupted. 
After we had properly performed the dance of pleasantries, we arrived at a deeper level. 

“I was wondering how a Western guy ends up with two women of the Muslim faith.” I asked Hajji.
“Hamila, you first. Feel free to share with Drew as much as you feel comfortable with.”
If you ever run into a woman like Scheherazade, do not look into her eyes. They are too captivating, so you'll forget who you are and where you are. Kia was lucky; she could concentrate on her voice and didn't have to look.

“My story is not unlike many others. My family chose a husband for me. He was successful, rich, and had a reputation as a jealous man. He was ten years older, and I married him. The first year was still fun when your husband is so happy every time you come home that he almost rapes you, but that soon turned into very controlling behaviour. If I were a little later, I had to explain where I had been, and if that explanation didn't please him, he saw it as a reason to punish my behaviour. That wasn't just beatings; he also increasingly forbade me from leaving the house to meet other people. After two years, things got out of hand one time, and I ended up in the emergency room of a hospital. A doctor there put me in touch with Amir. He helped me with my divorce, after which my family felt that the family honour had been violated and decided to take honour revenge. A nephew of mine tried to kill me, but failed. Amir took him to court and got him convicted. Four years in jail for attempted murder. 
“I was desperate, and Amir took me in and took care of me. It was all very confusing. He was a nonbeliever, but had great respect for the way I practised my faith. He was a Westerner, admittedly with Syrian roots, but born and raised in the West. What was a good man like him to do with a tainted woman like me, with the scars of past mistakes still clearly visible on her body? When he not only accepted me as I was but also protected me from my own family, I could do nothing but give myself completely to him. I am his; he is my everything.”
“Thank you, Hamila. I couldn’t wish for a better concubine to travel with me. Bushra, feel free to share with Drew as little or as much that feels good for you. 
“I come from a mixed family: a Dutch mother and a father from Morocco. Of the six children in my family, I was the youngest. I am the confirmation of all your prejudices about the youngest daughter of a large family. Getting my way in everything, I was a brat who was used to it. I did everything Allah had forbidden. We were nowhere near as religious as Hamila's family. By the time I was born, we had already stopped going to the mosque. By the time I turned 14, I was already in juvenile detention for theft. I took whatever I wanted without paying, because I believed it was my right to have it. 
“I was there for six months, and then Amir crossed my path. He took me in. He... taught me discipline. The hard way. When Hamila came to live with us and his CAP score showed he could bring two concubines, I couldn't understand that, besides my older sister — for that is how I think of Hamila — he also wanted to take me to the colonies. The thief, the spoiled brat, and he wanted me even when a colleague from his work begged him to take her along. She suited him so much better than I did. Same level of education, and a really beautiful woman too. But he said he already had two concubines. He has become my life; I would gladly die for him if necessary.”
“So I wasn’t that far off by calling you Scheherazade’s sister? I asked. 
“You were spot on, Master Drew.”
Suddenly, the voice of the AI filled the pod. “Sponsor Drew Giraut, your concubines have raised the alarm because of knocking on the door of your pod.”
Kia ripped off her blindfold and was already on her way to the door. I was right behind her, and Hajji was right behind me. It was a different form of procession, one that was filled with anxiety and untamed anger.
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