Author’s note: | mention various science fiction TV shows and moviesin this story. Blah, blah, blah,
copyright of these shows, yadda, yadda, yadda... etcetera, ad naseum. Sometimesin my writings, | admit
to patterning a character after someonein real life. In this story, ailmost all of my characters are totally
mine, except two. Matilda, who'll you meet later, is very much patterned after Omac’s cartoon drawing
Scarlet Widow, even the name. And Kristine, isloosely patterned after the actress Kristin Kreuk, except
taller.

Re-Colonization

Michea shown hislamp down the hall, a ong with the others.

“Ah!” Dr. Phillips said from a few yards ahead of him. “This|ooks like some kind of alcove, for valuables
probably.”

They were exploring the lowest levels of atemple. At least they were out of the stifling heat and humidity
of the Amazon rainforest. Michael was on vacation. Every year since college, he had taken afew weeks
vacation to be a part of some archeology dig. He had a career in I T, and wasn't looking for a change, but he
had discovered a passion for archeology whilein college. This alowed him to indulge in his hobby, and it
allowed the professionals like Dr. Phillips to have a hel per that was a bit more educated and experienced
then the freshmen interns that needed supervising every minute.

“It looks like looters have been here and gone.” Dr. Phillips said. “A long time ago.”

They al pointed their lights into the little room as Dr. Phillips examined it. The room was small, about the
size of abathroom, the walls were full of little alcoves, al of them empty. The floor was covered with debri
from animals.

“It doesn’t ook like there’s anything to be learned here.” Dr. Phillips was saying. “But till, we need to be
thorough. Mike, would you take care of it?’

“Certainly.” Michael answered. “I’ll take care of it.” He reached for his pack and removed his camera and
notepad. The rest of the group continued their exploration, leaving Michadl to hiswork. Over the next few
hours, he worked at documenting everything about the room. He took careful notes. Each wall was
photographed, then measured, the size and location of each alcove noted. He started moving the twigs and
leaves out into the hallway when he found something that was interesting. It was a cube. About the size of a
rubics cube, it looked to be of solid marble. He wondered at the perfection of the cutting. He measured each
side to find they were all exactly the same. He put it in acloth and put it in his bag. He'd show it to Dr.
Phillips later. He finished cleaning the floor, and found nothing el se.

Later that evening, after dinner had been eaten, he showed the cube to Dr. Phillips.

“1’ve never heard of anything like this.” Michael said.

“Neither have|.” Dr. Phillips said. “I’ ve seen the round balls carved. But never a cube.” He handed the
cube back to Michad. “And we don’t even know how old it is, it could easily be a contaminant from more
recently. This sight has been known and visited by the outside world for over a hundred years.”

Michael had to shrug agreement. Part of the thrill of archeology was to find something extraordinary.

“It looks like you' ve found your keepsake for thistrip.” Dr. Phillips added. They had worked together

before over the years, and Dr. Phillips shared Michael’ s habit of keeping insignificant artifacts from their
travels.



“It definitely looks interesting. Just the cutting alone makes it interesting to look at.” Michael said. “1 think
it's getting time to turn in. Thank-you Doctor, and good night.”

“Good night Mike.” He responded, and Michael returned to histent to sleep.
Two Weekslater.

“Finaly...!” Michael sighed as he dropped his bags onto the floor of his apartment. The last 48 hours had
been atraveler’s nightmare. His transportation from the dig had been delayed, which caused him to miss
his first flight. From then on, the dominoes continued to fall against him, flights were delayed or canceled.
Lay-overs were several hours, twiceto overnight stays. He was thankful the airlines hadn’t lost his luggage.

Hisfirst task upon getting home was to take a shower. He then collected his mail from his neighbor, and
settled in for the evening to rest and recover. He went to bed at 8:00 that night and didn’t awake until 8:00
the next morning. This day he spent catching up on the mail, paying bills, and washing the smelly clothes
he had lived in for the few weeks.

He unpacked his bags and put the marble cube on a bookshelf. He placed the gift for Susan on the small
table by the door and went to bed early again.

Another two days go by.

“Here you go Sue.” Michael said handing the box to her. He and Susan had met as freshmen in college.
They had met in an archeology class. Susan was both the love of hislife, and his biggest heartache. She
stood about 5'6”, had rust red hair, and a sprinkling of freckles. She was definitely very ‘cute.” Despite her
not-so-tall frame, she had nice legs and looked very good in tight jeans. But what made Michael sweat and
breathe hard were the large, firm breasts her scrubs couldn’'t hide.

After college, she went on to medical school. Now, she wasin the final year of her residency, and was
hoping to join a private practice. Michael was hoping she would continue to work at the hospital. He had
passed on more than one job offer before he accepted one nearby. If shejoined a private practice, he would
lose any chance to be with her. He had asked her out in college, but she had said no, and had continued to
push off any contact except the occasional lunch.

Three months go by.

Michael shifted the grocery bag to his left arm, found his keys and opened the door to his apartment. He
moved into the kitchen area, and put his groceries away, another Friday night and nothing to do but settle
down and watch some television. Just as was reaching for the remote, he felt atingling, and was quickly
enveloped in a soft white light.

Thelight faded and he found himself in a different room. Being a science fiction nut, it immediately
reminded him of atransporter room. Just as he was wrapping his mind around this, alight appeared across
the room. It looked alittle like an old television tube warming up. In amoment a translucent figure of a
man was standing there looking at him.

“Hello Michagl.” It said.

“Uhm.” Michael said surprised beyond words. “Uhm, hello.”

“No need to be frightened Michael.” Theimage said. “| am Cha-Shune, and | am here to ask for your help.”

“I. 1 don’t, uhm, what?’



“Please, do not be afraid. You are perfectly safe.” He said. Michael only returned his comment with an
astonished silence.

“It'salong story, Michael.” Cha-Shune said after a moment. “Please, come with me, | wish to show you
something.”

He gestured to the doorway. It slid open and he walked through.

Michael took a breath, consciously swallowed, and stepped forward. He walked through the doorway and
emerged into a hallway he took a step to hisleft into alarge semi-circular room with view portsal aong
the front.

Cha-Shune said as they walked. “Please look out the view port.”

Michael couldn’t help but be captivated by the view. Out the window was the blackness of space, aswell as
the earth below him. He could see most of the North American continent.

“It’s magnificent.” Michael said breathlesdy. “No words... Astronautstry, but they can never put thisinto
words.”

“1 wish | was thereto seeit with you, not this hologram.” Cha-Shune said ‘ standing’ beside him.

“It’s beautiful. It's wondrous.”

“1 hope you will think the same of my world.” Cha-Shune said and gestured to a monitor. On it another
planet was displayed. Like earth it was water covered, with blue water, landmasses of browns and greens,
and various clouds.

“Thisismy world, Zanthia.”

“They appear very similar.” Michadl replied.

“1 am glad you think so. We, those of us left on Zanthia, hope you will help us.”

“1 gtill don’t understand.” .

Cha-Shune stepped away from Michael and took up the attitude of ateacher.

“Of course, | should probably start at the beginning, nearly fifteen thousand years ago. All those years ago,
a space faring race came across your world. Earth. They discovered our ancestors, barely clothed. But they
saw potential. They took some of those people to our world Zanthia. There, they altered our genetics so we
would evolve at avery fast pace. Every child was hundreds of years more advanced than its parents. In a
few thousand years we were building housing, generating power, and even starting to explore our star's
system of planets.”

Another hologram formed in the space between Michael and Cha-Shune.

“Thisisour star system.”

It was obvious to Michad what it was. There were only five planets, and he recognized Zanthia asthe
second planet orbited by two moons.

“Two moons.”



“Yes, our world has two satellites. Maxoseisthe larger satellite. It has a 36 day orbit. Minuteos is farther
away and has a 200 day orbit.” There was pridein his voice. Obvioudy some of this must have been
recorded.

“But back to the story. After only afew thousand years, the genetic aterations in my people stopped, and
we evolved at amore ‘norma’ pace. We had what you call wars, and peace, and quite a history. What we
did not know, was that in our haste, our shortsightedness, we had poisoned our planet, and set the seeds for
our own destruction.”

“We did not know until it was too late. We had caused so much toxic pollution, we had doomed al higher
life on the planet to destruction. The males of al species quickly became sterile, the females were mostly
unaffected, but without men, most life was doomed to die off. We eventually discovered this, but by then it
was too late. The planet was dying. We searched vainly for any help. Until one day we found an ancient,
ancient vault.”

The planet display disappeared to be replaced by a hologram of aroom. Not unlike an Egyptian tomb,
complete with hieroglyphs on the walls. As well as a pedesta in the center of the room, on that pedestal
was a cube just like Michael’s. Cha-Shune walked into the display and pointed to the cube.

“Does thislook familiar?’
“Yes, | found acubejust like that in the Amazon. It’s just a marble cube.”

“No, itisnot.” Cha-Shune answered. “It took dozens of years to decipher what the markings said. But
eventualy we learned of our origins. And that the cube, like yours, was a beacon. But we did not know
where Earth was. We did not know if our ancestors had survived. Meanwhile our own popul ation was
rapidly dwindling. Most of the animals on our planet were becoming extinct. We discussed it, and severa
ideas were brought forward. It was decided to build this ship. We couldn’t transport what was left of our
world to Earth. With the world dying, and the ship nearly complete, we decided that the best chance we
had, was to let our world die. We would wait for our world to hea itself; to become capable of supporting
life again. Once the beacon showed us the way, the ship would come to Earth and hopefully bring more
humans back to Zanthiato recolonizeit.”

“That's amazing.” Michael said. “It’s astonishing. No one is going to believe this.” He found what looked
like a seat, and sat down.

“Tell me, has your people explored the stars?’ Cha-Shune asked.

“Not realy. We've managed to send afew exploration missions to our moon. And a few unmanned probes
to Mars, but other than that, no we haven't done much. This ship, this ship is extraordinary.”

“| see.” Cha-Shine replied. There was another pause, obviously ‘he’ was thinking.
“Wait amoment, you said the cube was a beacon.”

“Yes, itis.” The hologram replied and went back into teaching mode. “In the ancient vault, we discovered
that the race that brought usto Zanthialeft a beacon on earth. It must have been left somewhere, and
eventually you found it.”

“Me, asin me personally? Or me asin mankind in genera.”

“It needed a human’ s touch to activate it. Some believe that it would not activate until humans had reached
aminimal intelligence level. Others believed it would activate any time a human touched it. None-the-less,
once it was activated, the beacon on our planet responded. The markings on the walls instructed us how to
monitor our beacon, and how to decipher the message coming to it. Once that happened, this ship set a
course and traveled here. Once it arrived, it started monitoring the planet, gathering information. It is how |



can speak to you in your language. It eventually found the exact location of the beacon, and it transported
the nearest human, you, on board.”

Michael found a seat, and looked at Cha-Shune's holographic image for a moment.
“Thisisunbelievable.” He asked.

“That is understandable. Would it help if | started over?’

“Would you mind?’ Michael asked. He didn’t know anything else to say.

“Of course not. As | understand it, the thought of extra-terrestrial visitation is new to your world. It must be
agreat deal to comprehend in a short period of time.”

And then Cha-Shune launched to his story again. Thistime, uninterrupted, and adding details he had
omitted the first time. When he was finished, Michag was more comfortable.

“ S0, this ship, it’s computer is an artificial intelligence?’ He asked, his professiona curiosity coming
through.

“No, not redly.” Cha-Shune replied. “We programmed it with thousands of possible questions and
responses. “It may seem as though it has reasoning skills, but it does not.”

“1 see.” Michael thought. “Y ou asked for my help recolonizing your world. Did you develop any plans or
possible plansto do it?’

“There were several ideas, but most were discarded asimpractical. Let me show you the ship, and | will
explain the best ideas we decided upon.” He gestured toward the hallway. There were doorways to each
side. Cha-Shune pointed to the door opposite the transporter room.

“Thisisthe medical room.” Cha-Shune said as the door did open. “It contains al the medical equipment
for any health situation that arises. Robotic surgeons, drug synthesizers, and so on. It also hasthe stasis
units for the human eggs and sperm you will need to collect.”

“Eggs and sperm?’ Michael asked.

“Yes, we will need awide sampling of genetic material to establish a viable population.” Cha-Shune
quickly replied, then pointed to the next door. “These doors are quarters for yourself and your traveling
companions. The ship has 30 of these quarters.” The door opened and he stepped inside. The room
reminded Michael of ahotel room. Michael guessed it to be about 15 feet square, neither cramped nor
spacious. What |ooked to be a queen sized bed, a sitting chair, and small desk were dl that was present. On
one side two doors. He looked in the first to find awalk-in closet. The second turned out to be a bathroom.
There appeared to be atoilet and shower and sink, not too much unlike their earthly counterparts.

They stepped back into the hallway and continued to what Michael assumed was the rear of the ship. They
passed the rest of the quarters and the hallway opened into alarge room that was the width of the ship and
about 30 feet long.

“Thisisthedining area.” Cha-Shune said. He walked to a console on awall. “This will generate food. Care
to giveit atry?’

“Uhm. I'm not really hungry.” Michadl said after a moment.

“We can give you a scanning device. With it, you can record the foods of your world and add them to the
computer’s programming.”



Cha-Shune led the way to a circular stairway in the back of the ship. It led downward to another deck. They
arrived in a hallway much like the one above. It ran most the length of the ship, ending in adoor. This deck
contained seven storerooms, three narrow rooms on each side, and a much larger one at the end. The rooms
to each side were approximately 20 feet deep, but very long. The storage room at the end spanned the entire
width of the ship.

“These are storage rooms. We realized that it would be too much to ask of you to |eave everything behind.
So these rooms were provided so you and your traveling companions could bring persona belongings. On
the deck below us, there are seven additional rooms like these.”

“Y ou spoke of traveling companions.”

“Yes| did.” Cha-Shunereplied. “It is hoped you can bring women with you. These women must be young
and willing to carry several pregnancies. The rooms above were provided for them.”

“Several pregnancies?’

“Yes, on Zanthia, we had extended our lifespansto well over 100 of your years. Women would often
choose to have children many years apart. If | understand the information the ship has gathered of Earth,
thisis not so on your planet?’

“No, it is not. Most women on my planet choose to have only afew children at most.” Michael replied.
“If that is so, it would slow down the re-colonization effort greatly.”
The questions and answers flowed.

It was late that night before Michael was teleported back to his apartment. He held what |ooked like a
cellphonein his hand. It was ssimply a communicator so he could teleport back up to the ship. He stifled a
yawn, and went to bed. Too excited to sleep, hetossed for along time before finaly dozing.

Saturday

Michael awoke the next morning believing it was al adream. But there on the nightstand was the com-
device. He mindlessly showered and dressed. He found something to eat, then took awalk, all the while
thinking of the evening before. He thought of nothing in particular as he walked, eventually after a couple
hours he wound up back at his apartment with no decision. He flopped down in front of the television and
absent mindedly channel-surfed. He stumbled across areplay of “ The Right Stuff.” It had been afavorite of
hiswhen it first aired. The show was just getting to the part where the recruiters were talking to Alan
Sheppard aboard the aircraft carrier. He chuckled watching them being seasick. But it started him thinking
again. He thought of how bravely these men volunteered for this. He wondered if there were men like them
till around today. Then he redlized he was being asked the same question; to take aleap of faith and do
something wondrous.

He thought about hislife, he had a few friends, but no family. He could leave at any time, and nobody
would really miss him. He would miss Susan the most. Then he realized that Susan was an idea candidate
to go with him. She was young, beautiful, and healthy. He had come to the realization early on he needed to
be secretive. At best no one would believe him, at worst something bad could happen to him. He realized
he needed to be able to talk to people, get honest answers from them, yet somehow keep them from
knowing the truth. It was | ate afternoon when he picked up the com-device, pressed the button, and found
himself back aboard the orbiting ship.

“You have returned.” The image of Cha-Shune said as it materialized in front of him.

“Yes, | have some additiona questions.” Michael said.



“Ask.” Was Cha-Shune’'s simplereply.

“OK.” Michad said. “Y ou said toxins poisoned your world. |s Zanthia still poisoned?’

“No. Once we discovered what was happening, we began researching methods to remove the toxins. We
were successful. The toxins were removed within fifteen of your years. There are no pollutants on Zanthia,
and have not been for over ten thousand years.”

“When your people learned of their fate, what was the reaction? What did you do?”’

“The reaction ranged from anger and frustration to anarchy and civil war. It was avery sad timein our
history. Many people were killed.”

“You said this ship was built. What else?’

“We concentrated on three things. The first was the preservation of our culture and history.” Cha-Shune’s
image said. “Our scholars spent decades recording all the knowledge we could. Our history, our art, our
culture, al have been cataloged and recorded. We brought all our art and history together into a central
location, something similar to your museums, but on a citywide scale. Maintenance droids were built and
dedicated to maintenance of the capital city and all the buildings withiniit.”

“Maintenance Droids?’

“Y es, the computer borrowed that term from one of your movies.” Theimage replied. “They monitor
everything around the city, repairing and maintaining all as necessary.”

“| see.” Michael replied. “What €lse?’

“The second priority was the construction of this ship, and monitoring the cube in the ancient vault.”

“And the third?’

“Thethird isthe most important.” Cha-Shune replied. “We build stasis chambers, and we found 20 of the
most healthy children and women we could. They are in suspension until such atime this ship arrives back
on Zanthia.”

“There are women till alive?’” Michael said increduously.

“Yes. In cryogenic sleep.”

“Do you have images? Pictures?’

“Absolutely.” He replied. “Let us go to the bridge and | will show them to you.”

They went to the bridge, and Michael took a seat in front of the monitors. Almost immediately the monitor
came alive with images of alarge room. The room contained sleeping chambers similar to what he had seen
on various television shows.

“Thisisthe cryogenic room.” Cha-Shune said. “It is located near the center of our capital city.”

“Can we look closer?’ Michadl asked.

“Of course.” Cha Shune replied. The picture changed to show a young woman apparently asleep within a
chamber.



“Thisis Cha-Jenna Shaw. Sheis my sister.” Cha-Shune said. “ Sheis the ol dest of the women in stasis. She
is 23 of your Earth years old. Just over 20 Zanthian cycles. On Zanthia, each cycle is 406 of your days. Our
calendar is split into 14 of your months, each month of 29 days.”

Michael continued talking with Cha-Shune. He learned that Cha-Jenna Shaw was the only adult woman in
stasis, the rest were 10 to 12 years old.

Sunday

Michael awoke the next morning in his own bed. He hardly remembered tel eporting back to his apartment,
and going to bed. He shaved and showered and dressed and went out to arestaurant for breakfast. He sat in
his booth and looked at his coffee cup. It wastime to try his new toy. He reached into his pocket and
retrieved what looked like a palm phone, complete with LCD monitor, and qwerty keypad. He pressed a
button and the LCD cameto life, he focused the optical on the coffee and pressed a green button near the
top. A small progress bar appeared on the screen and quickly completed its scan. Next a prompt appeared
and hetyped ‘ coffee’ and pressed return. With any luck, he would be able to have some coffee on board
ship later. When the rest of hismeal arrived, he scanned everything in, making notation of the entire meal,
‘Eggs Benedict’ and each of the individual € ements. He even made sure to scan the orange juice.

After breakfast he walked back to his apartment and relaxed in front of histelevision. He surfed channels
until he came upon the scifi channel. He didn’t know what the show was, or what the show was about, but
it had given him some ideas. He turned the TV off, found the communi cator, and pressed the button.

He rematerialized on the teleporter platform a moment later. Almost immediately, the holograph of Cha-
Shune appeared.

“Welcome aboard again Michael” he said pleasantly.

“Thank-you.” Michael replied. “1 have been thinking, and | somehow need to ask people questions, get
truthful answers, but still maintain alevel of secrecy. If people were to talk openly about this ship, it could
possibly cause apanic. My world is not ready for al the advances this ship represents. So, | have been
wondering how | can get help. Then | got an idea.”

Michael stepped off the platform and exited the room. He crossed the hall and entered the medica room.
“You said this place can synthesize drugs.”

“Yes.” Cha-Shune replied.

“Can it make drugs that induce a hypnotic state?’ Michael asked. “1 want something that when absorbed
through the skin, or when inhal ed, makes the person strongly open to suggestion.”

“There are several drugs that will work for your purpose.” Cha-Shune replied. “Y ou will need to be more
specific regarding your needs.”

“Uhm, OK.” Michael answered. “It should take effect very quickly, afew seconds, and it should wear off
quickly, say 15 or 20 seconds. It should a so evaporate or dissipate after 5 minutes or so. Oh, | need to be
immuneto it as well.”

“Thereisonethat will work.” A screen lit up showing a chemica formula. “It can be inhaled, or absorbed
through the skin. It is most effective as a spray, but can be blended as a cream as well.”

“Good, uhm.. Can | have somein acream, put it in anice, small decorative jar, about so big around, and
about so tall.” He gestured with his hands ajar about one and a half inches in diameter, and about oneinch
tall.



“Next, | need another small device. Something | can dictate several messages into, and then play them
back. Something small, that fitsin the palm of my hand.”

Soon he had the cream, and small recording device. He teleported back to his apartment and started making
plans. First he carefully wrote down what he wanted the first hypnotic message to say. He wanted basic
respect and hel pfulness and support. It took him several minutesto come up with the message, and severa
more to practice and record it.

Next he needed to test it. He thought about who to test the cream on, and finally decided on the landlord.
He had wanted to get some things fixed in his apartment for months, but the landlord kept coming up with
excuses. Maybe now, Michael would get these things fixed. He knocked on the landlord’ s door.

“Hey.” The landlord asked as he answered.

“Hello,” Michael responded. “1 was wondering when | can expect to get the heaters fixed in my
apartment.”

“Oh that!” the landlord replied. “I’ ve ordered parts, but still waiting for them to arrive.”
“| see.” Then Michael saw his opportunity. “That’s a nasty looking cold sore you got there.”
“Yea, just got it today, hurts.”

Michael fished in his pocket for the cream. “I got just the thing.” He opened the cream container and held it
out to the man.

“Try this, just adab.”

Thelandlord took the cream and dabbed it on his cold sore. As Michael quickly closed the container and
found the playback device, the landlord stopped moving and got a glazed look in his eyes. Michael quickly
found the playback device, and held it next to the landlord’ s ear.

“Listen to this.” He said, and pressed play. He could barely hear his own voice from arm’s length, but next
to the man’s ear, he was sure the landlord heard everything clearly. After the message stopped playing he
put the device back in his pocket.

“What was that?’ the landlord asked as he came around.

“Oh that was nothing.” Michael quickly answered, then thought. “Just a MP3 player | wanted to show you.
Think nothing of it.”

“What did you want meto listen to?’ The landlord asked.
“Oh,” Michael answered surprised. “Um, just, | thought | heard the heat pipes clanking again.”

“They do that thistime of year.” The landlord replied. “Y ou know, we were talking about that weren’t
we?’

“Yes, wewere. You said you had to order parts before you could fix the heaters in my apartments.”

“Oh sure, don’t know why | have to order parts, I’ ve got spares downstairs. I'll stop by next weekend and
fix them, how’ s that?’

“Not aproblem. Tell me, why haven't you fixed them before?’



“Oh, the building owner. Doesn’t want to fix anything until it’sreally broke. Doesn’t want to spend
money.”

“| see.” Michael answered finaly. “Well thanks. I'll see you later.” And he l€eft to return to his apartment.

He could hardly contain his excitement until his door closed behind him. He excitedly paced the room for
several minutes thinking about all the things he could do. But after a while he finally calmed down. He saw
his hypnosis script written on his scratch paper. He remembered how the landlord had seen and noticed the
player. He studied the script and after afew minutes decided to change it to dismissthe player as
inconsequentia. Next he added instructions to listen to the recording, that way he wouldn’t have to tell the
target. And third, he added additional instructions to remember nothing of the moments spent listening.

“That should do thetrick.” He said to himself as he read and re-read the script. He recorded the message,
and decided to make a second message. The second message instructed the listener to trust and respect him
greatly. The listener wouldn't dare spread any secret Michadl wanted to share, and would always help
Michael any way possible. He took time writing and rewriting that one. He wanted to keep it smple.

He considered his test with the landl ord, the cream was useful, but a bit awkward. He tel eported back to the
ship, traded in the cream, and had a small aerosol dispenser made. It would spray a small dose in afine
mist. He felt it would be easier to use, he would not need to manipulate the jar and cap.

He remateridized in his apartment and spent the rest of the day thinking about what he would do next.
Monday

His next opportunity came early Monday morning, his boss called him into his office to discuss some new
computers. His boss was usually agood guy, but in some ways was areal stickler. Especially when it came
to spending money.

As they were talking about the project Michael was getting more and more frustrated, it was obvious his
boss didn’t want to spend any money on the new computers. The money had al ready been budgeted, so
Michael couldn’t understand. Finally fed up, Michadl moved around behind his bossto look over his
shoulder at the document. He took the small aerosol can from his pocket, and spritzed his boss's arm
without the boss ever noticing. He put the can away, and reached for the player. He got it beside his boss
ear just as the man grew silent and took on a vacant look. He played the first recording, and when it was
finished, he put it back in his pocket. And it was done.

When the effect wore off, his boss started talking again. Michael again suggested the money be spent, and
his boss readily agreed.

“So you'll take care of al the paperwork?’ Michael asked.

“Sure, | know you’ re a bit swamped right now.” The boss replied. Normally all the paperwork was pushed
off to Michael, even though his boss was actually responsible for it.

“Good.” Michael responded.

The meeting finished and Michael went back to his desk smiling all the way. The first message had worked
flawlessly. Now, he thought, he was ready for the first big step in his plan. He picked up his phone and
called Susan. He asked if she wanted to get together for lunch. Most of the time she’ d decline, but luckily
for him she agreed, if they could meet in the hospitd’s cafeteria. He agreed.

A few hours later, they were sitting down at atable. Michaegl was about to start eating when he looked
down at histray.



“| forgot utensils. I'll be right back.” He said and got up and left. He palmed a few extra napkins and went
back to the table. He came up behind Susan and set the napkins down while spritzing her on the arm.

“1 brought extra napkins.” He said, as he took the player from his pocket. Susan didn’t respond, just sat
there as he pressed play. Thistime, he not only played the first message, but also the second message. He
wanted Susan to be more than just a helpful friend; he wanted someone he could trust with the knowledge
of the ship orbiting above. He decided to proceed cautiously, and took his seat just as Susan was
recovering. Their lunch was like any other, though Michael thought Susan was alittle more relaxed. She
laughed alittle more, smiled alittle more, and talked at |ength more often. Michael enjoyed their time
together, and Susan seemed to enjoy it too.

Michael ran some errands after work and got home late. He had another list of questions for the ships
computer, but before he could press the tel eporter call button his phone rang.

“Hello?” He answered.

“Hey Michael, what’'s up?’ Susan said.

“Uhm.” Michadl stuttered. “Not too much.” He couldn’t remember atime when Susan had ever called him.
“So, uhm. What’s going on with you?’ Michael asked.

“Oh, | just got back from my date with Jeff. | thought I'd give you a call.”

“Wow, it's il pretty early.” He said.

“1 was kind of tired, and | have an early shift tomorrow, so | thought it’d be a good ideato make it an early
evening.”

They continued talking for another 20 minutes, continuing their lunch topics, then said their good-byes only
after making promises for lunch again later that week.

Tuesday

Michael got home at his regular time. He put his mail on the small table by the door, next to his keys. He
changed into some comfortable jeans and T-shirt, gathered his notebook, and the digitizer, then pressed the
teleporter call button.

“Welcome about Michael.” The computer’s voice greeted.

“Thank-you.” Michael responded stepping off the platform. His first stop was at the food synthesizer in the
common room. There he uploaded his latest food information.

Then he went back to the bridge. The view made this the best place on the ship. He opened his notebook
and started asking questions.

“| thought of thisthe other day. How do you know Earth humans and Zanthian humans are uhm
compatible?’

“The computer has checked your genetic structure. While there are some variances, they are minor.” Cha-
Shune’ simage replied. “If needed, genetic aterations could be made.”

Michael snapped his head up. “ Genetic Alterations? Y ou can make genetic aterations to humans?’

“Yes”



“Fascinating.” Michael replied. “And you can change the genetics on an adult living human?’
“Yes. That is correct.”

“And this change? Would the human change to match the genetics? And would these changes be passed on
to children?’

“Yes to both of your questions.”

“So, if | wanted to betaller, what would happen?’

“Y ou would be given an injection, then over time, your body would start to grow to your new height.”
“That's amazing.” Michael replied sitting. Then another question sprang into his mind.

“Wait, you said dl higher life on your planet was damaged genetically, and it dl died out. If you can
change humans genetically, why not just fix your genetics?’

“Our genetic decay was discovered as part of our genetic research. By the time we had learned our genetics
were damaged, it wastoo late. After the discovery, far more genetic research was done in the hopes of
finding a cure. For atime, there was hope, we had learned so much, but al our efforts proved to be
fruitless. Our birth rates continued to plummet. Male infant mortality, for those that were born, soared.”

“So, you have examined my DNA, and you believe | could successfully have a child with one of the
women currently in stasis on Zanthia. And the child would be healthy?’

“Correct.”
“And what changes would be needed to make Earth humans more closely match Zanthian humans.”

“Minor changes would result in lower blood pressure, higher metabolism, less fat retention, lower
cholesterol, improved eyesight. A more comprehensive list can be provided.”

“No that’s enough for now.”
Thursday, early November

“Thisisnice.” Michael said sitting at apicnic tablein asmall park a block from Susan’s hospital. He had
picked up some sandwiches and met Susan there for lunch.

“Yesitis.” She agreed. “I don't get long lunch breaks very often, when | do, and the weather isnice, | try
to get outside, away from the hospital.” Many had taken advantage of the unseasonably warm Chicago day.
They wore their jackets and endured the 60 degree weather, knowing they wouldn’t see any more nice days
until spring

“But you love your work.” He said.

“Oh, | do!” shereplied. “But it can get trying sometimes. Jeff wants meto join a private practice with him
and a couple partners, but | don’t know.”

Michael’s heart skipped a beat. “But?’

“Well, in private practice | can pick and choose patients. And have regular hours. And dl of that, but at the
hospital, not knowing what’ s going to happen next is kind of exciting. Y ou know?’

“So what are you going to do?’



“1 don’'t know. I’ve got afew months left on my residency, if al goes well, so | havetime to decide.” She
took abite of her sandwich, chewed for a bit then spoke again.

“But what about you? What’s new with you?”
Michael desperately wanted to tell her everything, but didn’t.
“Oh you know me, Steady Eddie. Eight to Five, Monday thru Friday.” He took adrink to hideis face.

“You know that’s not true. That dig you went on over the summer. You do that every year. It's really cool
that you do that.”

“1 enjoy it. It's niceto get out of here and now, and dig into the past.”

“What do you do the rest of the year? That's only a couple weeks.” She said. “It’s funny. We' ve known
each other for years, and sometimes | don’t even know what you do for fun. Like this weekend, what are
your plans?’

“Well,” he said stunned. “| was planning on going up to the Science and Industry Museum. | haven’t been
there since before they moved the submarine.” (Author’s note: The Museum of Science and Industry in
Chicago.)

“Wow, that’s been awhile.” She said, paused for amoment. “ Jeff’ s has to work, so I’ ve nothing going on.
Want some company?’

“Uhm sure.” Hereplied. “That'll be fun.”
“Wonderful, since we're coming from different directions, you want to meet there?’

“That'll be great, 10:00 AM? Or isthat too early? Y ou don’t have alate shift or anything tomorrow night
do you?

“No.” Shereplied. “Unlessthere’ s some kind of emergency of course, but I'm hoping for a quiet weekend.
Last weekend was ared bear.”

They talked some more asthey ate, then went their separate ways. Saturday morning, Michael was waiting
at the entry of the museum

“Sorry I'm |late. Have you been waiting long?’ She asked greeting him.
“Not at dl, just afew minutes.” He replied.

“Great. Shall we?’ She said gesturing towards the entrance. They spent the next few hours strolling through
the museum, letting the museum’ s exhibits provide conversation topicsif their own stalled.”

The next few weeks were more of the same, Susan and Michael met several times for lunch, phone calsin
the evenings, and a Saturday trip to an art gallery.

Then one night things changed. Michael was relaxing, reading a book (sci-fi, of course) when a knock
came through the door. It surprised him, but he was even more surprised when he saw Susan through the

peep-hole.

“Hello!” he said opening the door.



“Hi!” she said cheerfully in response. “Am | interrupting?’
“No!” He blurted after amoment of shocked silence. “No, please comein.”
Shewalkedin.

“Nice, it suitsyou.” Shereplied, then stopped. The forced smile disappeared and she started crying. She
turned into him and started crying into his chest.

“What's the matter?’ He said automatically holding her.

“He dumped me.” She said between tears. “He thought you and | were fooling around, that | was cheating
on him. And | wasn't. We've been friends forever, and we're just doing stuff, and | wasn't cheating.”

Michael didn’t know what to do, so opted instead to smply hold her as she cried. After several minutes she
sniffled and pulled herself away.

“I"m sorry, | shouldn’t be bothering you with this.” She said wiping away her tears.

“Nonsense.” Hereplied. “That's what friends are for. Sit down, it’ll be dl right.” She sat on the couch; he
looked around then went into the kitchen, returning a moment later with a box of tissue. She gratefully took
it, and wiped her eyes.

“Thank-you.” She said after amoment. “Y ou’re so good to me.”

Michael only smiled. He wanted to say and do so much, but hesitated. Now was not the time.

“Uhm, can | get you anything?’

“1 know it's late, but maybe some wine?’

“1 have some wine, coming right up.” He left for the kitchen again, and retuned with a bottle and two
glasses. He poured hers and she drank. She leaned forward, her elbows resting on her knees, both hands
holding the wineglass. She looked at the wine, contemplating something, then started talking.

Michael never could remember what she talked about. Only that she talked, drank, talked, and drank. Most
of the wine had been consumed by the time she finally passed out. He caught the wine glass before it
spilled, and set it on the table. He carried Susan into the guest bedroom and deposited her on the bed. He
pulled off her shoes, and draped a blanket over her before switching off the light and closing the door.

Michael wasin the kitchen the following morning when Susan stumbled in.

“Good morning.” He said. He tried not to be too cheerful, seeing her disheveled appearance. But even with
sleeping in her clothes, she looked good to him.

Susan only replied with amumbled “ Coffee?’
He poured her acup, and watched her drink the first sips, both hands holding the cups to her lips.
“You OK?" He asked.

“Hung over, but I'll live.” She said. “I’m redlly sorry, | shouldn’t have barged in on you, and taken
advantage of you.”

“It'sOK.” He replied. “Honest.” He topped off her coffee.



“Y ou’'re welcome here any time, for any reason.”
“| appreciateit. | realy do.” She answered. “I’ve got to go home. Get cleaned up.”

“Well, you' re welcome to use the shower. | don’t have any clothes that fit you. But | could let you have at-
shirt. It'd be big, but it'd be clean. And if you would like, there's amall acouple blocks over. Give me a
list, and | can run over.”

“No, that's asking too much, but if its not too much trouble, | can use a shower.”

“Surething.” He answered. He got her atowel, and let her be.

Once he heard the shower stop, he went back to the kitchen and started some breakfast. She returned.
“Better?’ He asked.

“Yes, better.” Shereplied. She was wearing a robe she had found. Shetook a seat at the small table, while
she continued to dry her hair.

“Hungry?’ He asked.

“1 could eat, | think. Just sometoast.” She ate lowly, sipping her coffee, and taking ancther bite. Then
finaly spoke again.

“Uhm Michael, | really hate to ask this, but if the offer of clothes still stands..?’

“Of courseit does.” He replied instantly. He retrieved paper and pen. “Just write down what you need. And
I’ll make a quick run. Oh, and make sure it’s something a sal es person can understand, because | won’t
have aclue.”

Susan laughed, and started her list.

The next week was quiet; he called Susan a couple times, to see how she was doing. She was throwing
herself into her work, but she agreed to go to lunch. She looked tired, but he could see sparkle coming back
into her eyes. And she laughed at some of his bad jokes.

Meanwhile Michagl was wrestling with two questions, first, he wanted to ask Susan on areal date, and
second he was wondering if he should redlly try the genetic alterations. It had been afew weeks. He had
been teleporting back and forth onto the ship on an amost daily basis. He had been taking short trips to
various places around the country, mostly to see the sites, and adding to the ship’s food menu. He finaly
reasoned, if the Zanthian science could disassemble people and teleport the parts from surface to ship and
back, then the genetic changes would be pretty safe. So he teleported up and “ discussed” his desires with
the computer. After several minutes, the computer produced a small syringe looking device. He took a deep
breath, and pressed it to hisarm. There was a hiss, and a slight sting, and it was done. He teleported back to
his apartment and went to bed.

The next day, he woke up early, shaved and dressed for work. The week progressed quickly, and he found
each day enjoyable. Some even commented on his change of attitude. By the weekend, he knew there were
changes taking place. Though he never considered himself fat, he never considered himself thin, now he
could see he had lost afew pounds.

It was late in the day when his cell-phone rang.

“What are you doing tonight?’ Susan asked.



“1 didn’t have anything planned. Why?’

“1 was wondering if you' d like to stop by the hospital and, well keep me company.” Susan hesitated.
“Could you bring some pizza? Maybe some deep dish?’

“Sure, | haven’t had that in awhile. What time?’

“About eight or so. Doesn't really matter.” She replied. “Since I’m working, | could be busy or bored. So
anytimeis good.”

He arrived at the hospital, pizzabox in hand, alittle after eight. It looked quiet enough as he entered the
emergency ward. He found anurse, and she directed him to alounge area. He found Susan asleep on a
couch.

“Oh hi.” She said when he woke her. “Just catching a nap. It's going to be along night | think.”

“That's OK.” Hereplied. “You look pretty when you' re asleep.”

“Ah. Thanks.” She said, and on impulse pulled him to her and gave him akiss.

“Uhm.” Michael said surprised.

“| think we should make it official.” She said, and kissed him again. “ Jeff was probably right. If we weren’t
‘officialy’ dating, we were as close as we could get.”

“Areyou sure?’ Hereplied.

“Absolutely.” She said. “It’s not like you' re a compl ete stranger and I’m on ‘the rebound’. We' ve known
each other for years, and | trust you.”

“Aslong asyou're sure.” He said. “I’ ve wanted you to be a part of my life for aslong as I’ ve known you.”
“Maybe dl the stars are adigned or something now.” She said. “I fed realy good about this.”

“Metoo.” He answered sincerely.

“Now, let'seat.” Shesaid. “I’'m hungry.”

“Not yet.” He answered. “One more thing.” And he swept her into his arm and gave her abig kiss. At first
she was surprised with his boldness, but she quickly returned the passion.

Over the next few weeks, despite Chicago getting mired in for winter, they managed several more dinners
and activities together. It was the Saturday before Christmas when Susan found herself at Michad’s
apartment.

“Hi!” She said. She gave him a quick kiss as she camein to his apartment. “What' s the surprise?’

“It’s the greatest discovery in our lifetime.” He replied. She only looked at him with skepticism.

“OK, I'll proveit to you.” He held out his hand, shetook it. Then he pressed the button the com-device,
and they were tel eported away.

“What the...” Susan managed to blurt out as she looked around.

“Wild, isn'tit.” Michael replied, still holding her hand.



Susan was speechless. She looked around at the tel eporter room, knowing only a few moments before she
was standing in Michael’ s apartment.

“Comeon.” He said gently. “Let me show you around, and I'll try to explain.” She numbly let him lead her
out of the teleporter room, and forward to the main bridge. She quietly looked out the view screens at the
earth below, and couldn’t believe her eyes. He let her walk around and look for afew minutes.

“This has got to be some kind of trick.” She said after amoment. “How did you do it?’

“Suze, | swear to you, thisisal rea.” Michael said gesturing to encompass the entirety of the ship. “Do
want to hear the story?”’

She sat down in anearby chair and still not believing it told him to give it his best shot.

“All right.” He said. “ Computer, please plot a course for Saturn, like we discussed yesterday.”

“Ready to proceed.” The computer voice replied.

“Please go ahead.” Michael responded.

“Acknowledged.” And the ship swung away from Earth orbit and headed for the ringed planet.

“Ok, while we wait, | should tell you this al started on the dig in the Amazon.” Michael said. “1 found a
cube. | thought it was a simple cube made of marble, but it was actually abeacon. It sent asignal to the
planet call Zanthia, where this ship was built. It'salong story, and | better et Cha-Shunetell it. Computer,
please play Cha-Shune’sintroductory video.”

The computer complied and Suzan watched without interruption. In afew minutes the video stopped and
the computer announced they were approaching the rings. Michael turned his gaze to the view screens as
Susan was about to speak, but the view stopped her. There across the screen was al of Saturn, in al its
glory. No man had ever seen the planet this close before.

“Computer, please start recording.” They passed under the rings, only afew hundred yards ‘above’ them.
They started at the outer edge of the rings and slowly arched inward. On occasion the computer would
announce they were near amoon, and Michael ordered close in photographs of them as they passed by.
They looped around behind the planet, and emerged on the other side.

“Compuiter, please take us back to our previous orbit.”

“Acknowledged.” And the ship made its way back to Earth. In another 45 minutes, they were back orbiting
Earth, in steady synchronous orbit above Chicago again.

“| gtill don’t believe this. This hasto be sometrick, though | can’t think of why you’ d want to go through
all of this.”

“It'snot atrick, but | think I know how to prove it to you.” Michael responded. “Let’s ook through the
photos wejust took.” And they picked out over 30 good photos.

“Now, computer, can you send these picturesto al the places we discussed?’
“Acknowledged.” It replied, then amoment later. “ Messages sent.”

“Good.” Michael led her back to the transporter room. “No stand here.” He said pointing to spot. “Then he
said ‘computer, go ahead.”” And they found themselves back in Michagl’ s apartment.

“Now.” He said holding her shoulders. “Go home, and start watching the news.”



“Well, what will happen?’

“If thisis ahoax, nothing. But if it’s the truth, somebody should be talking about how they mysteriously
got new photos of Saturn. In the meantime, please please please promise me you won't mention any of this,
in any way, to anybody.”

“It'sal abigjoke of somekind, but I’ll humor you.” Shereplied. “I don’t know whether to be mad at you
for thinking you could get away with it, or impressed at how good the joke looked and felt.”

“And how will you feel when you realizeit’sreal?’ Michael asked.

“Likethat’s going to happen.” She said alittle angry. “Now, I'm going home.” She said and started to put
on her coat.

Michael could only watch her go, he didn’t know what to say until she was at the door.

“Susan.” Michael said as she looked back at him. “Y ou’ re the single most important person in my life. |
don’t want to lose you.”

In that moment, her expression softened. “Y ou won't lose me.” She said after amoment. “I just need time
to figure out what to make of this.”

He moved towards her, but he could see her stiffen, so he stopped.
“I'll talk to you later.” She said, and quietly walked out the door.
Michael sat down on the couch and didn’t move for nearly an hour.

The next morning Michael slept in. He had showered and dressed when there was a pounding on the door.
He looked through the peephole and saw Susan. He opened the door, and she lept in to hisarms.

“You were telling the truth!” She said between kisses. “I can't believeit. It'simpossible.”

He had to carry her out of the doorway, and managed to shut the door. She clung to him desperately,
frantically kissing him al the way.

“Take me to the bedroom.” She said. “I want make love to you.” She said between kisses.

They fell onto the bed together, frantically they tried remove their clothes between kisses. Somehow they
managed. Michad, for his part stood proud and firm, afull 12 inches, thick and heavily veined.

“Oh my, you'll split mein haf.” She said as he covered her. She guided him to her entrance, and lowly he
pushed into her. “Go dow.” She said squirming under him. “Oh God!” she panted as she opened to him.
“Stop there for abit.” She panted. “It feels so good.” She adjusted, and then pulled him closer. Soon, half
his length was within her, and he slowly started moving in and out.

“Oh yes!” she panted. “So thick, so good.” Those were the last coherent words for the next several minutes
as histhrusts picked up pace, it wasn't long before he was buried completely within her. He loved her even
more frantically once he had reached bottom. For her part she panted, moaned and screamed out in passion
al the while. Finaly, feeling his fever rising, he exploded within her, she shook and trembled through her
fourth or fifth orgasm of the experience as she felt him flooding her womb.

They collapsed then, trying to catch her breath, as he pulled out of her and lay down by her side.



“Oh my.” She said after several minutes. “ Good thing I’m on the pill. | don’'t ever want to have a condom
on you. Ruinit.”

After several more minutes she rolled over and cuddled next to him.
“ S0, you want to hear the story again?’ Michael said. “You believeit'sall rea?’
“Yes, | beieveit. And yes, | want to hear the story again.”

He moved to get up, but she stopped him. “No, just tell me here. | don’t want to get up. | don’t want to ruin
this.”

So he did, he repeated the story as best as he could. Then hefinaly got to the most important part.

“They want me to find men and women, and sperm and eggs, take it all back to Zanthia, and repopul ate
humans there.”

Susan was silent for awhile. “That’s, that’s incredible.”

“Yes, | know, but I’'m not sure how to proceed.”

“So you're going to do it? Just leave?’

“| thought I'd at least gather the sperm and eggs... But | don’t know if I'll go there or not.”
“Why not?’

“Because of you.” He said without hesitation. “| want you to come with me. If you don’t want to go, |
won't go.”

Susan only laid there in silence. He let her think for several minutes before he continued. “1 redly care
about you. | don’t want to go without you.”

“Hmm.” She said after afew more long moments. “ That’s really something. I'll have to think about it.”

“Fair enough. While you' re thinking about that. Think about how we can go about collecting sperm and
egg samples.”

“Wecan't just walk up to aman or woman and ask them.”

“Y ea, can you imagine me walking up to aguy. ‘Hi, I'd like your sperm.’?’

Susan burst out laughing. “It’d either get you a punch in the nose, or a proposition.”

“1"d rather have neither, thank-you.” He said. “Come on, let’s shower, then go up. We can talk there.”
“Ooh!” Shesaid. “Absolutely. | want to see everything again.”

“Y ou want to shower first?’ He asked. “| have clothes from the last time you were here.”

She kissed him. “How ‘bout together?’ She teased.

An hour |ater, they were finally dressed and teleported back on board the ship. They held hands as they

stepped off the teleporter and walked to the bridge. They stood and looked at the view in silence for afew
moments. Then Michadl’ s scomach rumbled.



“Do you want to try something?’ Michael said. “I’m hungry. Let me show you the food synthesizer.” They
went aft and ate alate brunch and then returned to the bridge. Like Michael, Susan wondered at the view.

“So, what now?’ She asked after afew minutes.

“What now?" Michael responded. “1 don’t know. Somehow we have to find men and women to donate
sperm and eggs, and we have find young women who are willing to travel to Zanthiaand live there.”

“So, collecting eggs and sperm, just how?’ Susan asked.

“The computer said that a mini-teleporter of sorts can extract what’s needed without the person ever
knowing.”

“Redlly?’ Susan replied. “Incredible.”

“| think you'll have alot of medical reading to do.”

“Oh my God! | hadn’t even thought of that. Maybe cure cancer! And Diabetes, and so many others.”
“Maybe, but let’s stay on task.” Michadl replied. “How do we find these young men and women?’
“Well, the best place, would be...” And Susan paused to think, then her facelit up. “A college campus!”
“Great ideal Now..”

“Oh! Two birds with one stone!” Susan interrupted. “We set up an interview process.. And those we find to
go with us, weinvite along. Those that don’t, we take samples.”

" Perfect. That’s great.” They talked for awhile longer. They arrived at a simple system. The ship’s
computer would build automated interview booths. It would record the person’sinterview, and somewhere
in the process, take the egg or sperm sample. Everything would be stored away. In the future, anyone
wanting to use the sample would have the recording along with all the datato view.

Nearly an hour later, they had reached the next impasse, just how. It would take time and money to travel to
a college campus to do what they needed.

They were both sitting on the bridge as Susan looked out the window.
“What'sthat?’ She asked pointing to aglint of light.

“Probably just areflection off a satellite or something.”

“It looks like it’s getting closer.”

“You'reright.” Michael replied. “Computer, we see an object that |ooks to be approaching. Do you know
what that is?’

“The object you see is the ship’s refueling drone.”

“Tell usmore.”

Cha-Shune' s hologram appeared. “ The ship used nearly eighty percent of its fuel making the trip to Earth.
The refueling drone has been traveling to the nearby asteroid belt collecting and processing raw materials

toreplenishit. It adso is collecting the material s used for ongoing maintenance and repairs.”

“What materials are used?’



Instantly a periodic table came up on asmall side screen. “Here is your periodic table as your science
knows it today.” Cha-Shune's hologram explained. Additional entrieslit up. “Here are additiona elements
Zanthia has discovered.” Finally most of the table's labeling turned gray, while severa entries turned bright
red. “ The highlighted elements are what the refueling droneis collecting.”

They looked at the graphic together.

“Gold?’ Susan said after a moment.

“Yes, gold is used for many electrical instruments.”

Michael thought for amoment. “Would it be possible to instruct the refuel drone to process extra gold?’
“Yes.” Cha-Shune' s hologram replied.

“Good. We will need about five hundred pounds to start.” Michael replied. Then turned to Susan, “1 think
we just solved our money problems.”

Christmas

Christmas was a ssimple affair for Michad and Susan. They awoke in the same bed for the first timein their
relationship, made love again, and shared breakfast. They exchanged one gift each. Michael gave Susan a
gold necklace, the first made from gold mined from space. And Susan responded with an antique grand-
father clock. Then Susan, who hadn’t finished her residency yet, went to the hospital to work the day at the
emergency ward. The following days, Michael, with the help from the ships computer, set up a corporation
off-shore, some place that had little record keeping, and easily hacked computers. It wasn't long before the
new company was legally selling small alotments of the gold the refueling drone was bringing back.

By the middle of January, Michael had quit his regular job, and became the first U.S. employee, a work-
from-home consultant. He had dreamed about it for years, with his newfound income, he went out and
bought a new car, a cherry red mustang. Susan thought it was a bit odd, but she enjoyed riding around in it
just as much as he did.

By the beginning of March, they had arranged everything they needed for the first recruitment session.
Michael and Susan had visited their old college. They arranged for a few adjoining rooms for their first test.
Michael had convinced the college placement office that they wanted to test a new automated interviewing
system on soon to be graduating seniors. A small donation to the college foundation, helped get permission
and all the teachers were to announce the test in their classes. The students were told they would be paid for
their time, and there could be a possibility of employment after graduation.

Thefirst day Michael and Susan opened door to anice line of students. In the first room, the students took
numbers and waited. When their number was called, they were led into the second room and seated at one
of a dozen booths around the room. They were told to put on some headsets, and answer the questions the
automated system was asking them.

What the candidate did not know, was the headphones were pushing a small dosage of hypnotic drugs onto
their skin and into their systems. The questions started with simple information like name and address, but
became more personal as time went by. Eventually, the program would ask about the candidate’ s family. If
the candidate had no close relatives, Michael would be aerted, and he would return to take the candidate
onto athird room, for a personal interview.

If the candidate had relatives, their eggs or sperm would be collected. They were told to only remember the
interview as agood process; they took off the headsets believing they had been asked questions about their
education and skills.



Thefirst day of interviews yielded over sixty women, and nearly thirty men. A good start on the genetic
material needed to start a viable population on Zanthia. Also, Michadl had interviewed three young women,
and one young man.

Susan and Michael were sitting in the waiting area, reviewing the video of the one-on-one interviews when
they heard a knock on the door.

Theresa and Tabitha

“Excuse me, isthis where the interviews are being held?’ The young woman asked.

Michael and Susan looked up and saw the speaker. Like the other college students, she was young. She was
quite pretty, with long blond hair. Michael guessed she stood about five feet four. Her blond hair was
cascaded in sweeping curls down onto her shoulders and part way down her back. She wore atight black
sweater that accentuated her breasts and tiny waist. Her blue-jeans were tight, but not overly so. She
reminded Michael of ayoung Farrah Faucet, though not astall.

“Comein.” Susan said after amoment. “How can we help you?’

She was carrying some papers, took a breath, and walked forward. “1’m Tabitha Miller. And | am hoping
you could look over my resume, and hopefully grant me an interview. | will need as much practice as| can
get.”

Michael sensed a bit of desperation in her voice. He could not help himself, he wanted to know more.
“Please, sit down.” He said getting a chair for her and placing it by the desk. He closed the door, took the
papers from Tabitha, and then sat down beside Susan. He handed her one piece of paper, while heread at
the other.

“Tabitha” He said first. “It says here you will be graduating in afew months. Y ou must be excited.”
“Uhm.” She said shyly. “Yes. | wanted to be azoologist since | wasalittle girl.”

“Excuse me.” Susan interjected. “This paper isfor a Theresa Miller.”

“Oh, no, no mistake.” Tahithareplied. “ Theresais my older sister. We're both hoping to interview, and get
as much practice interviewing as we can. We know finding a job with zoology degreesis going to be hard
to do.”

“Hmmm.” Susan said. “Why don’'t you tell us your story.”

“1..?1 don’t understand.”

“Just talk to us, tell us your story. Like how and why you became interested in zoology.”

Tabitha took another breath. “Our Mom and Dad were zool ogists. They worked for some of the biggest
zoos all around the world; sometimes collecting animal's, mostly doing habitat research. My sister and |
wanted to do what they did. Ever since we were old enough to travel, we' ve been around the world. We
enrolled here. My sister graduated last year, and I'll be graduating this year.”

“Sounds like you have a wonderful future ahead of you.” Susan replied.

“Well,” Tabithareplied. “It was. Our parents were killed in the earthquake in Chile last year. They were
researching some birds high up in the mountains. They were killed in rockdide.”

“Oh.” Susan said in reply. “I’'m terribly sorry. | lost my parents when | was ateenager.”



“And now you're here?’ Michael asked.

“1"m finishing my degree. School was paid for. And Theresaand | agreed, it was something Mom and Dad
would have wanted. She works at arestaurant in town to help pay the bills. Then after | graduate...”

“| gee”

“1 know that there aren’t too many jobs out there for zoologists like my sister and |, but I'm hoping if | can
maybe find something.”

Michael looked at the resume again.

“Other than you sister, do you have any other family that can help you?’

“A distant cousin or two, but really distant, | doubt they would even recognize uslet aong help.”

Susan |ooked at Tabitha, and then closed down her |aptop.

“You know what, I'm hungry.” Susan said. “Let’s continue this conversation over dinner.” She stood up,
and stowed the laptop in her bag. “ Y ou said your sister works at arestaurant? Where does she work? Is she

working now?’

“1 uhm.” Tabithareplied not knowing how to respond. But then she shook her head asiif to clear it. “Yes,
my sister’s working now, she awaitress at an Italian place on the north side of town.”

“Great.” Susan replied. “Just wait here while Michael and | finish something in the next room.

Michael, not knowing what Susan was thinking, looked at her questioningly. But she looked him in the eye
intently. He knew that look well enough not to question. He stood and followed her into the next room.

“So what’s up?’ He asked after the door closed.

“The least we can do, is buy her agood meal. And you WILL tip her sister very well. Understand?’
Michael 1ooked at her. “ Can’t you see she's desperate? No family to go to, and | bet, very little money. She
and her sister might be good candidates to go with ustoo.”

He could see her reasoning, but didn’t have time to continue the conversation. Susan was al ready opening
the door.

“Ready?’ She asked as Tabitha stood.

“Y es, thank-you.” They left the building, and Susan volunteered to sit in the back as Tabitha sat in the
passenger seat and navigated.

They arrived at the restaurant about fifteen minutes later. Susan had continued to ask questions as they
drove. When they entered, they were approached by the hostess, and asked to be seated at one of her
sister’ stables. They waited merely a moment after seating when Tabitha s sister arrived.

“Thisismy sister Theresa.” She introduced.

“Hello,” Michael said standing. “I’'m Michael, and thisis Susan.” While Tabitha reminded him of ayoung
Farrah, Theresawas a young Jacklyn Smith. Black hair instead of Blonde, and alittle taller. He guessed
Theresawould be very close to Susan’s height, if not alittletaller.”

“Nice to meet you.”



“Your sister was telling us about this restaurant, and we thought it’d be wonderful if we tried out the
place.”

The dinner went well, Theresa stayed to talk as much as her work would allow. Eventually though, the
evening came to an end. Asthey were preparing to leave, Michael turned to Theresa.

“What does your day look like, day after tomorrow?’ He asked.
“1 have the day off actually.” Theresa asked.

“And you?’ He asked Tabitha.

“Classesin the morning.”

“Perfect, could the two of you come by the interviewing areain the afternoon, 1:00. We will be having a
group interview session with prospective employees. And we' d like the two of you tojoin us.”

“That'd be wonderful.” Theresareplied, Tabitha nodding along. “We'll be there.”

They took Tabithaback to her apartment, and then traveled on to their hotel. They could have teleported
aboard ship, but thiswas more ‘normal.” Michael sat down at the small desk and brought out the laptop.

“Are you ready to seethe rest of theinterviews?’ He asked.

“Just asecond.” Susan replied. She pulled off her shirt, undid her bra, slipped off her slacks, and then put
on arobe. She came to Michael, and having no better place to sit, sat on hislap.

“Comfy?’ He asked after amoment.

She ran afinger through his hair, and then kissed him. “Yes, very.” She said, and then kissed him again.
They watched the first interview, a girl named Cheryl. Then Michael had to go to the bathroom. Susan took
his place in the chair, and started the second interview. Michael returned and relaxed on the bed while
Susan intently watched the remaining interviews. When finished, she brought the |aptop with her and sat
next to him on the bed.

“So what do you think?’ He asked.

“Well, the guy, Brian, | think he's abit of ajerk. He'll bein for a rude awakening when he goes out
looking for ajob.”

“| thought so too, but wanted your opinion.” Michael replied. “ And the girls?’

“They're OK, nothing special, but nothing bad.” She replied. “ Theresa and Tabitha are still the best
candidates we' ve met.”

“| agree. So, should we invite these others for the group interview?’
“It won't hurt, and maybe we'll learn something.”

Michael nodded agreement, then reached up for the light.

“Let’s get some sleep. Tomorrow is another busy day.”

Susan smiled and dlipped off her robe. At some point she had removed her panties. She straddled his body,



pressed her lipsto his. “1 wasn't thinking about sleeping.” She whispered. He kissed her back, and thoughts
of sleeping disappeared from his mind as well.

The following day, the automated interviewing continued. Between applicants, Susan called the candidates
and invited them to the group interview the following day. Those within earshot perked up hearing her talk
to the candidates.

By the afternoon, the crowd had thinned to atrickle, and by 5:00 nobody was waiting. They did manage to
doubletheir collection of women donors, and almost double the male donations. They returned to their
hotel room, and watched the two interviews together.

“1 kind of like Jessica.” Susan said afterwards. Jessicalooked like the stereotypical “Farmer’s Daughter.”
Shewastall, and thin. She had strawberry blonde hair down onto her shoulders, crystal blue eyes, perfect
white teeth, glowing complexion, with just a sprinkle of freckles across the bridge of her nose.

“She wantsto be ateacher.” Michad said. “ That would be very useful on Zanthia.”

“With al of the kidswe'll have, definitely.” Susan replied. She had put the laptop down. “So should | call
her for tomorrow? And what about the other girl.”

“Both,” Michad replied. “Though right now, | don’t have much hope for that one either.”

Susan made the phone calls, while Michael cleaned up their evening meal. Afterwards they went out to a
movie, and then returned to the hotel.

“| just thought of something.” Michael said once the door closed. “Y ou’ ve been saying ‘we’ alot. Does that
mean you' ve decided to come to Zanthia?’

Susan |ooked him then paused to think. “I, | guessit has. | mean, over the last couple months, it just
seemed like ‘yea, thisistheright thing to do.””

Michael only looked at her. Then she continued.

“1 never like, made a conscious ‘yes' or anything. But it just seemed to make more sense as time went by. |
mean, God, what an opportunity! | know it’sacliché, but this realy is the opportunity of alifetime.”

Before she could say anything further, he swept her up into his arms and soundly kissed her. She heartily
replied, and the rest of the evening was spent laughing and loving until both fell asleep.

The following morning, having exhausted themselves thoroughly, they slept in. Susan rose first, she
untangled herself from the bedding, and went to the bathroom. Michael awoke to find her naked, looking at
herself in the mirror. She noticed he was awake, and without turning from her examination took her breasts
in her hands.

“Honey, do you think my boobs are too big?’

“1..." Michadl stammered.

“1 was thinking of getting areduction, but | don’t know.”

“Dear, you' re beautiful.” Michael replied. He got out of bed, and walked up behind her. He had long ago
traded in the cream and spritzer for aring with aflip open top. He stood immediately behind her. He
rotated the ring on his finger, and flipped the top open. He wrapped his arms around her waist, and asthe

exposed pad touched her skin, it sunk in, and she immediately relaxed in his arms, her eyes seemed to take
on avacant ook, as he whispered into her ear.



“Susan, the more you think about it, the more you realize how much you like having large breasts.” He
whispered. “In fact, the more you think about it, the more you'd like to be even larger.” He moved his hand
away from her waist, and the drug wore off. He kissed her on the neck, distracting her as she came too.
“If that’s what you want to do, if it makes you happy. That’s what matters.” Michael said.

“Well, | think about it sometimes, but I’m not sure. Who knows.” Susan said. “Oh, look at thetime, I'm
hungry, and we need to get cleaned up.” She spun around in his arms and gave him akiss. “Dibbs on the
shower.” And before he could reply, she was on her way.

Susan and Michadl waited in the front room as the candidates arrived. Tabithaand Theresa were the firgt,
and then over the next several minutes, the other women arrived. Jessica walked through the door just the
clocked turned to one.

“Sorry I'm late, my class ran longer than usua.” Shereplied.

“You'reright on time.” Michael replied. “We re waiting on one more. Just go in, make yoursel f
comfortable, there' s refreshments and snacks. Help yourself.”

“Thank-you.” She smiled in reply. Michael held the door for her, then sat down at the desk, waiting.
“Late for aninterview.” Susan said after 10 minutes. “Never a good move.”

“Definitely not.” Michadl said, “We'll give him five more minutes.”

“I'll tell therest.” Susan replied. And she l€eft to join the candidates in the next room.

Three minutes later. The only male candidate finally came through the doorway.

“Ah, finaly.” Michael said.

The young man, Brian, offered only a shrug, “Well, you know.” Was his reply.

“Well, | hope you'reready.” Michadl replied. “Let’sgoin and get started.” They went into the second
room.

“Everyone, thisis Brian.” Michael said. He handed Brian a stick on name tag, and gestured to a seat.

“So let’s get started.” He said. The candidates were sitting around atable. Most had a bottle of water or
sodain front of them. “We at HDM pride ourselves on our cooperative spirit, how we work together and
communicate. So thiswill be agroup discussion. So we need atopic that will help us. Susan?’

Susan handed a card to each candidate. “ Theresa, would you read it?’

“Sure.” shereplied. Michad once again was struck at how elegant her voice and demeanor was. “Y ou have
been given an opportunity to settle a previously uninhabited island. Theisland is very remote, and very
difficult to access. For the purposes of this discussion, assume that communication with the rest of the
worldisal but impossible. Also, assume travel to and from theisland is prohibitive. Food and shelter is
available. In short, thisis a one way trip. Questions to discuss. Would you go? What would you take with
you? Who would you want to come aong?’

The candidates all looked back to Michael and Susan.

“So, let’ s start out by going around the room and answer the first question. Would you go?’ Susan started.
“Tabitha?’



Tabithalooked at her sister. “If you'd go, I'd go.” Shereplied. “Yea, | think it could be fun.”
“Theresa?’ Michael asked.
“Metoo, yea, | think I'd go.”

“Well, I’d never go.” Brian interjected. “I like to travel as much as anybody. But to some empty island,
start a settlement from scratch? Y ou can have it.”

“1 don’'t know.” Jessicareplied. “I1t'd definitely be a challenge, but so rewarding.” The conversation started
rolling from there. All the candidates were talking about it, Theresa, Tabitha, and Jessica seeing the
positives, Brian seeing only negatives, while the other were somewhere in the middle.

The next few hours went by quickly. Occasionaly the candidates would have a question, Michagl or Susan
would answer, and the conversation continued. Finally at about 4:30, the conversation was winding down.

“Wow, look at thetime.” Michael finally said. “I think we' ve kept you here long enough. If there aren’t any
guestions? No? Then I'll show each of you to the door. Brian?’

Brian got up and Michael walked him out. He handed an envel ope with some money in it, and thanked him
for partaking in the experiment. Then each of the girls until only Theresa and Tabitha remained.

“Ladies, | really appreciate you taking the time to comein today. | think the conversation would have falen
flat if not for your enthusiasm. Would you wait outside a moment? Then Susan and | would like to take the
both of you to dinner again.”

They both nodded and gathered their things.

“S0? What do you think?”’

“| think we're both thinking the same thing. Theresa and Tabitha, definitely make the offer. Brian, I'll be
glad to never seethat jerk again.”

“And the others?’

“Theonly onel like is Jessica.” Susan answered.

“| agree. Unless Tabitha and Theresareally go off during dinner, we'll teleport up afterwards, agreed?’
“Agreed. | want to hear what they thought of the group too.”

They found a Chinese place to eat that evening. The restaurant was nearly empty since it was a Thursday
evening. So they lingered and talked. Theresa and Tabitha continued discussing the group scenario. But
mostly the conversation bounced around. When Susan asked their thoughts on the other peoplein the
group, they both seemed to like Jessica, but were mostly turned off by Brian.

Michael would occasionally look at Susan, but she never gave any negative signal. Part way through the
meal Tabitha excused herself to go the bathroom. Michael glanced at Susan and she volunteered to go
along. Michael, watched them leave, then casually flipped open the ring. Theresa was sitting next to him,
and he put his hand on her arm.

“Thank-you again for taking the time.” He started to say as he watched the drug take effect. He quickly
retrieved the recording device and played the first message into her ear. He put it away, and then released
his grip on her arm.

“It was alot of fun.” Michael finished, as the drug wore off.



“Oh! Uhm. Sure. It was fun. And thank-you for dinner, it was really nice of you.”
“You’'re most welcome. Can you do me afavor?’ He asked.

“Surewhat isit?’ Shereplied.

“I"d liketo talk to you sister done for afew minutes. Could you....?’

“Sure.” Shereplied getting up. She walked to the bathroom, and a few minutes |ater Tabitha came back to
the table.

“Ah, Tabitha, sit here.” He said indicating the chair next to him. “I wanted to tell you how impressed we
both were with the group interview today.” He said. He pressed his hand against her arm, and repeated the
playback.

Tabithamoved to her previous chair and afew moments later Theresa and Susan returned.

“ S0, there’s one more thing Susan and | would like to show you tonight. Are you ready?’ Michad replied
as he paid the check.

“Sure.” Both seemed to answer immediately. They left the restaurant and drove for afew miles until they
found a quiet street. The mustang’ s top was up, Michadl turned to the two in the back seat.

“What' s going to happen next is going to seem alittle weird the first time. Don’'t worry, it's nothing to
afraid of. And | promise Susan and | will explain everything in afew minutes. Ready?”’

The both looked alittle nervous, but both nodded.

“OK, herewe go.” Michael pushed the button on the dash. The car and its occupants were bathed in soft
white light, as they were teleported to the big storage hold on the ship.

“What was that?’ Theresasaid.

“That was ateleporter.” Susan said opening her door. “Come on, we promised we' d explain everything.
And the best way to do that, isto show you.”

Michael exited his side of the car and held the door as both women made their way out of the back seat to
stand beside them.

“Thisisaspace ship.” Michad said trying to start the explanation. “And no, Susan and | are not from outer
space. We're from Chicago.”

“The ship just happensto be from another planet.” Susan finished for him.

“Right. And right now, we'rein acargo hold. Thisway.” The door slid opened and they started down the
hallway.

“We're on the middle of three decks. The one below isjust like thisone. These are dl cargo holds. They're
al empty right now. They will be for storing anything that we might need for thetrip.”

“Trip?’ Tabithareplied. Asthey started climbing the stairway.

“Yes, trip.” Susan said. “This ship was sent to Earth for areason.” They climbed the stairs.



“Thisisthe common room.” Michael replied. Over thereis afood dispenser. And these are the cabins.
There are thirty of them total. They each have a bathroom and closet. They’ re not luxurious, but they’ re not
tiny either. Thisistheteleporter room. It's for individual peopleto use. The car istoo big, so it just put us
al inthe cargo hold instead.”

“But thisthe best view. Thisisthe bridge.” Susan said stepping aside as she let the sisterstake it all in.
Without intending to, the two women slowly moved forward to look out the view screens.

“Thisis...” Tabithareplied.

“Fantastic?’ Susan finished for her.

“Incredible? Unbelievable?’ Michael added. The women could barely nod.

“So..." Theresatried to start aquestion.

“Let me guess, you want to know what’ s happening? And can we prove thisisn’t some kind of hoax?’
Again they silently nodded.

“Thought s0.” Susan added. “1 was the same way.”

“Let'stake atrip.” Michael replied. “Just ashort one, and I'll try to explain.” He moved to one of the
bridge consoles, and pressed a button. “Computer, please plot a course to Mars, engage when ready. When

we get there, put usin orbit please.”

“Acknowledged, altering course.” The ship replied. The view changed as the ship veered away from Earth,
and headed out into space.

“S0, here'sthe story.” Michael started. He managed to get to “ So that’ s how | first got teleported aboard”
when the computer interrupted.

“Orbit established.” It announced. Marsfilled their view and they all looked onin silence for severd
moments before Susan remembered why they were there.

“Michael, you were saying?’
“Oh!” He said, not taking his eyes from the view screens. Unlike their earth orbit where they parked above
Chicago, this was alower orbit, so the scenery was slowly moving underneath them. Tabitha and Theresa

never turned to look at him as he finished his story.

“And there you haveit.” Michael said after completing the story. “Susan and | are going to Zanthia, to
rebuild the colony. And....”

“And,” Susan spoke up. “We're hoping you two will agreeto join us.”
This last statement jerked their attention away from the screens.

“Remember the questions on the interview this afternoon.” Susan continued. “We asked those questions to
find people willing to take on this challenge.”

“You both answered that it’d be achallenge.” Michadl added.

“We, we did.” Theresareplied after amoment.



“But, this.” Tabitha added. “To ancther planet, my god, that’s...”

“That's something incredible.”

There was along pause, finally Susan broke the silence. “I totally understand. I’ ve known about this ship
since Christmas, and I’ ve only now agreed to make the trip. Why don’t we take you home, and you can
think about it. It’s not like we're leaving tomorrow. Think about it, and ask questions, whatever you want.”
“Can we come back?’ Tabitha asked. She turned her head back to the screen. “Thisisjust so beautiful.”
“Absolutely.” Michael answered.

“Oh, wait until you see the rings of Saturn up close and personal.” Susan bubbled. “They're just incredible.
You won't believeit.”

“Canwe?’ Theresa asked.

“Sure, but not tonight.” Michael replied. He pressed the command button. “ Computer, please take us back
to Earth and the previous orbit.”

“ Acknowledged, breaking orbit.” And the ship veered away from the red planet and headed to space.
“S0,” Theresa said after a moment.

“S0.” Susan responded. “Y ou have our phone numbers. Call us anytime. Anytime you have a question.
Anytime you want to get together.”

“With this ship, there's no place on the planet we can’t be within five minutes.” Michael replied. “But we
do have avery serious request. You must not tell anybody. | mean anybody, about this. Don’'t even talk
about it in public. Somebody could overhear. Do you understand?”’

Both Theresa and Tabitha couldn’t answer. “Just humor us OK? 1 know thisisalot to take in, and | think
as you get used to the idea, you'll come to understand why it so important we don’t let anybody know what
thisisall about.”

They didn’t have much timeto respond, the ship had reestablished orbit around Earth again, and made the
announcement.

“Computer, we' re teleporting back down with the car. Please find a deserted place near the previous
location.”

“Acknowledged.” The computer replied.

“Come, let’s get you home.” Susan replied. “ Tabitha, you have classes in the morning?’
“Yes, early.” Shereplied.

“Then al the more reason we get you both home so you can get some sleep.”

“1 don’t know if I'll be ableto get to deep. Thisisal so fantastic.”

They made their way back to the car, and were tel eported to the surface below. Michael drove the sistersto
their apartment, then continued onto their hotel.

“So, what do you think?" Susan asked as soon as she could.



“It went pretty well.” Michael replied. “ Considering.”

“They didn't freak out.” She added. “That’s a good thing.”

“And they wanted to come back.” Michadl added.

“Yes, avery good sign.” They stayed the night at the hotel, then the ship tel eported Susan back to her
apartment the next morning. Michael and car were teleported to the next college town to meet with the
placement office, in hopes of setting up the next round of interviews.

Shortly after lunch, his cell phone rang. Susan told him that Theresa and Tabitha had called with more
guestions, and were wondering if they could make alittle trip. Michael suggested a breakfast date the next
morning. It would be Saturday morning, and everyone would have all day to talk.

Several minutes later, Susan called a second time, confirming the breakfast.

The following morning, Michael and Susan found their way to Tabitha and Theresa s apartment. They left
the car and knocked on the door.

The door opened, and they were asked in.
“Tabitha s amost ready.” Theresa said as she closed the door behind them.

Michael and Susan looked around the tiny apartment. It was small, but it was neatly kept.
“So, any placein particular you'd like to eat?’ Michael asked.

“Well, there's one | dways wanted to go to, but it's alittle expensive.”
“Then that’swherewe'll go.” Michad said quickly.

Both Michad and Susan knew thefirst few recruits would be the most difficult to convince. But the more
time they spent with Tabitha and Theresa, the more certain they were perfect choices to come along.

“I"m ready.” Tabitha said coming into the living room.
“Great, I'm starving.” Susan replied.

After breakfast they returned to the apartment, and were just about to sit down when Michael could see the
anxiousness on the sisters' faces.

“Areyou ready for alittlelonger trip?’ He asked. The sisters nodded. “ Then stand together.” And as they
did, he and Susan stood to each side. He took out the communication device and spoke. “Four to teleport up
please.” And in amoment they were bathed in soft white light momentarily and found themsel ves standing
in the teleporter room.

“No car?’ Tabitha asked.

“| like this way better. | use the car when | don’'t have a private place to come and go from. Now, to the
bridge.”

Once on the bridge he ordered the ship to repeat the trip to Saturn he and Susan had enjoyed not that long
ago. The sisters were equally awed, and eventualy simply looked at the rings, and pointed out things that
captured their interest. The ship’s computer would announce approaches to the moons, and they would shift
their attention to look at the new sight.



“So, ready for more?’ Michadl asked after several orbits. “ Computer, display Zanthiaon monitor one.”
And the computer did so.

“Thisis Zanthia. Not that much different from Earth. It has two moons instead of one. I’'m not a geologist,
but that might be why the continents are smaller, but more numerous. There's no life above that of bugs.”

“Bugs?’ Theresa asked.

“Yes, | can play the whole recording for you sometime. But the short of it is, they poisoned the planet, and
every life form above that of simple bugs became extinct. They cleaned up the planet, but too late to save it.
That's why we're here, after all.”

“Wow.” Was al Tabitha could say.

“Did you say there was a settlement?’ Theresa asked.

“Yes, ZanTan. The capital city. They turned it into a city wide museum. It’s been maintained ever since.”
“So, uhm, what do we do when we get there?’ Tabithareplied.

“Good question.” Susan answered. “It’ s totally up to you. We're going to rebuild acivilization, a culture.
So we study what is there, and learn and apply, and build.” There was a pause as the sisters thought about
it.

“1 don’'t know. | don’'t know if I'd liketo live on a planet without birds and animals.” Tabitha replied.
“Then don’t.” Michael said after abit.

“Yes, what agreat idea.” Susan added. She looked at the sisters’ bewildered looks. “I’ ve been studying the
medical information. And they’ ve mastered stasis ability. I’m sure there’ s enough technology in the
computers that would alow you to catch and store any living animal you want. Then we transport it to
Zanthia, and repopul ate the planet with whatever species we want.”

“1...” Tabitha started to reply.

“Come on, thisis adream job for a couple zoologists, isn’t it? Y ou can travel al over the world. Collecting
animals everywhere you go, and repopul ating another planet. Y ou’ re building a zoo on a planetary scale.”

“How would we travel around the world?’ Theresareplied.

“This ship will transport you, and | bet it could manufacture anything you may need to make the capture
easier.”

“There'slots of storage spacein thelevelsbelow.” Michael said. “And with stasis technology, I’ d think
you could really pack alot of animals aong for the trip.”

He thought for a moment, and then added.

“Actualy, you make avery good point. | think it'd be wonderful to see birds flying in the skies of Zanthia
again. And maybe going fishing. Y ou could make that possible.”

“Hey, I’ ve got an idea; pose a hypothetical question, in your classes. Or ask you r teachers. See what they
haveto say.”

“Comeon.” Susan said. “I can seeit in your eyes. Y ou want the challenge, don’t you.”



The sisters looked at each other, then nodded to each other.

“OK, we'll comeaong.” Theresa said.

“Yes, we'll doit, aslong as | can bring some birds.” Tabitha added.

“It’syou call.” Michael replied, and Susan nodded in agreement. “But you have to finish school first.”

“Meanwhile, Theresa, we'll help you out. We'll pay off your existing debts. Make sure you have money,
and the two of you can start your collecting as soon as you’ re ready.”

They went on to explain the financial s of their quest. Michael gave both sisters communication devices and
digitizers, explaining how they work.

Then, they broke orbit and headed back to Earth. As the ship settled into orbit again, Michael showed
Theresathe cargo hold, while Susan was talking to Tabitha about the cabins. Once he had her in private,
Michael casudly flipped the ring open, and held Theresa' s arm. He played the second message into her ear.
Then put the playback device away before releasing her arm. Later he managed to play the same message
for Tabitha

The next week was interesting, and a welcome change. Tabitha and Theresa started out slow, with afew
tentative questions, but as they grew more comfortable with querying the ship, and taking on the challenges
of capturing animals, they grew more confident. By the end of the week they were developing lists of
animalsto acquire. Theresa put in her notice from waitressing. And Tabitha's classes continued.

Michael had aso been successful. He had lined up three more colleges for the interview process. So the
upcoming weeks would be busy for all.

Jessica

Theresatook Susan’s place helping Michael during the recruitment. She wasn’'t sure what she was doing,
but Susan wanted to continue working at the hospital until anew intern was found. Michadl continued the
one-on-one interviews with everyone that was eligible. And at night they would teleport aboard the ship
and review the footage. For that purpose, Michagl had the computer install a very large monitor in the
common room. The first time seeing it, Susan made the comment about men needing their big-screen TVs.
But she none-the-less enjoyed watching it.

After three days of personal interviews, came the Thursday group interview. They were all disappointed
when no-one in the group seemed interested in the challenge.

“We were so lucky to find you two.” Susan said. “ The only other person we thought might be good to come
along was Jessica.”

“Oh! From our group?’ Theresa observed.
“Yes.” Michael “What do you two think of her?’
“I redly liked her.” Tabithareplied.

“Metoo.” Theresa added.

“So, let's call her.” Susan added.

“| just reaized, it’skind of an all or nothing deal. Once we tell somebody about this ship and our trip,
there’ s no turning back.”



They looked at one another and nodded.
“So we call Jessica?’ Michad asked. “And weinvite her to join the trip?’
After amoment where all considered carefully, they agreed.

Michael retrieved her information, and made the call. He invited Jessicato a Saturday morning breakfast
with himself and Susan. She agreed to meet them at a restaurant near the college campus.

They spoke of the group interview while they ate. Susan eventually asked if she truly meant what she said
about taking the challenge of starting that island settlement.

“Oh, absolutely.” Jessicareplied amost instantly. “Just think of the possibilities, to create something new,
and hopefully better. I’'m no pie-in-the-sky liberal, | know what work is. But here' s a chanceto realy prove
yourself, you know? | imagine a hundred or two hundred years ago people were thinking more about
opportunity than they were about hardship.”

“And as ateacher, you'd be called upon to teach the children.” Susan asked. “How would you do that?’

“1 think I d bring back the one-room school-house.” Jessicasaid. “| would think in the early years, there
wouldn’t be too many children, and they’ d be of varying age. Y ou’ d have to have the older children help
the younger. Y ou’ d have to concentrate on general subjects for the most part, then as the kids turned into
teenagers, maybe bring back the master-apprentice learning model. At least until the population got big
enough to sustain more formal higher education.”

“Hmm.” Michael replied impressed. He had considered some of this as well. “Have you started looking for
ateaching position yet?’

“1"ve started sending out letters. But nothing yet.”
“Interesting.” Susan said. “Well, Michael and | would like to offer you a challenge.”
“Really?’ Jessicareplied. “I thought HDM was a mining corporation.”

“Well, itis.” Michael replied. “But we have very diverse needs. If you' d be willing to take a short drive
with us, we'd like to show you where you'll be working.”

Michael had managed to play the first message for Jessica while Susan had excused herself. Jessicaonly
needed to consider for amoment before she agreed.

They made their way to the car, and drove afew miles out of town to an empty stretch of road.
“It'salittle weird thefirst time.” Susan said.

“Herewe go.” And Michad pushed the button.

Like the times before, they remateriaized in the cargo hold.

“Not avery glamorous introduction.” Susan observed as she got out of the car. “But | promiseit’ll get alot
better. Come on, we'll show you.”

Jessica, for her part was struck into silence. She merely managed to look around at everything she could as
she followed Michadl and Susan out of the cargo hold down the corridor, and up to the common room.

“Welcome aboard.” Theresa greeted her as she topped the stairs.



“1I"m Tabitha.” Tabitha said introducing herself.

“And I'm her sister Theresa.” Theresa said shaking her hand. “We met afew weeks ago at the group
interview?’

“Oh yes, | remember now.” Jessicafinally managed to speak.

“Come, let’s show you the bridge and the view.” Susan said. They made their way to the bridge, and like
the others, Jessicawas just as awestruck.

“Please, sit.” Michad said offering her achair. “We have a story to tell you, and we won't be offended if
you continue to look out the window.”

Hetold histale, and even though he thought Jessicawaslost in the view, he believed she heard and
understood most of it.

“Now for the good part,” Susan added. “Would you like to see the ship take alittle trip?’
Jessicanodded. “Yes, it'sincredible.”

“Great.” Michadl said. “There' s something | want to do on Mars.” He pressed the command button, gave
the order, and the ship started the twenty minute trip arriving in orbit around the red planet.

“It's beautiful isn't it?" Theresa asked. Jessicamerely nodded as she watched the red landscape go by
below.

“Now, if you ladies will join mein the teleporter room.” Michael asked. “ There's something the nerd in me
wantsto do.”

They gathered in the teleporter room, then Michael pressed the command button.

“Computer, as we discussed yesterday, please bring the first aboard.”

“ Acknowledged. Commencing radio intercept and jamming.” The computer voice replied. “ Teleporting.”
They watched as a six wheeled vehicle appeared on the tel eporter platform.

“Commence cleaning and repair.” Michael replied. Thiswas the first time any of them had seen the repair
droids. Three machines, each the size of alarge toaster emerged from asmall doorway in the wall. Each
rolled on six small wheels. They approached the rover on the tel eporter pad. They circled it. Asthe people
watched, various appendages would reach out, and scan apart. Then the part would be removed and placed
ontherepair droid’s ‘back’ asit were. The part would then disappear in a miniature tel eporter beam, and

moments later, a new part teleported in. Michael explained.

“Thisisthe Spirit rover. It’s been broken down and dormant for some time. Occasionally NASA will try to
communicate with it, without luck. The machines are repairing and replacing all that’s broken.”

In less than fifteen minutes, the three repair droids had gone over the entire machine replacing all broken
and worn parts. Then, it came amost as a surprise when the repair droids departed.

“Sending test sequence.” The computer said, and as they watched the long dormant rover went through a
few test movements.

“Computer, teleport back to the surface, make sureit isin the exact same place as it was.”

“Acknowledged.” And they watched the rover be beamed away.



“Computer bring the other rover on board.” Michael commanded, and the scene was repeated as
Opportunity was also brought on board, repaired and returned to the surface.

“Now, to give NASA amystery to solve.” He said to the women. “ Computer discontinue signal
interception, and send a* status check’” command to both machines.”

“ Acknowledged, message sent.”
“What was that?’ Tabitha asked.

“Well, Spirit has been broken for along time. And NASA has stopped trying to revive it. So, by repairing
it, they'll continue to operate them. But NASA needs to be aware that both rovers are operationa again. So,
| sent a status check to them. The rovers will think NASA sent it. They’ll do the check and respond
accordingly. NASA, will be incredibly surprised in about 20 minutes or so, when they receive the signas
that both rovers are fully operational. | suspect we'll see some interesting news come out of it over the next
couple days.”

“But I’'ve had my fun. We're here for you Jessica. Y ou probably have alot of questions. So let’s show you
the ship, and we can talk.”

They took a quick tour of the ship and ended back on the bridge. They sat down at the central table, and
started talking. The conversation was much like Tabitha and Theresa recruitment conversation only a few
weeks before. And eventually Jessica asked. “What will | do?’

“It'ssimple.” Susan smiled in response. “You'll be teaching our children.”

“Speaking of children.” Tabithaasked. “What...”

“Ah, | wondered when one of you would ask.” Michad chuckled. “Remember the interview process? How
you were volunteering to test an automated interviewing system?’

Jessica nodded.

“Well, that machine has the primary function of extracting eggs and sperm from the peopleit interviews.
The questions, with the help of mild hypnotic drug were better suited for a dating site, not ajob interview.
Once the interview was finished, the interviewee was led to believe the questions were for job interview,
and went home none the wiser.” Michael answered.

“Once we get to Zanthia, we will be able to impregnate the women with the sperm of their choice. Or, we
can mix sperm and egg, and implant the egg into awoman so she can be a surrogate mother.”

“We,” Susan said. “Will carry and raise the children. We'll have to carry surrogate children as well. We'll
need to collect alot more donors, to have a diverse enough gene pooal.”

“Wait, | was hooked up to one of those machines.” Jessicareplied. “Was|1...?’

“Sampled?’ Michael asked. “No. Once the interview determined you had no immediate family, | was
alerted, and | interrupted the automated interview, and continued with the one-on-one.”

“Each of us, in the end, will need to have severd children, our own, and surrogate children.”
“Severa?’ Theresaasked. “I didn’t redly think of that.”

“Wait asecond. Don’'t panic.” Michael replied. “ There’ s something we haven’t explained. Zanthian
medicine and evol ution had extended our normal lifespan well beyond a hundred of our years. And most of



that added lifespan will bein our child bearing years. So you won't have to have baby after baby after
baby. Y ou can space them out quite a bit.”

“1"m sorry, | should have explained that earlier. | would understand if you change your mind. But before
you jump ship, please think about it for awhile. You don't have to truly decide for aquite awhile. The ship
isn’t going to be leaving tomorrow, or the next day. | doubt we'll be ready to leave for at least ayear.”

“But we' ve gone off track.” Michael said after avery long moment of silence. “ Jessica, knowing all that
you know, and knowing the challenge ahead, would you like to join our group? Would you like to come to
Zanthiawith us and help recolonize it?’

There was another long pause. Michael fully expected her to go into screaming and demand he take her
back home.

“1 don’t know. | haven’t really thought about children, but | kinda want to have some someday.”

“How about this..” Michadl said. “Put that aside for the moment, and think of all the rest for abit. It was a
lot for meto takein. | totally understand. So just think about the traveling and teaching part of it for now,
and let the children part settlein later.”

“No.” Jessicareplied. “I can do five or six children. | did aproject for an American history class. There
were frontier familiesin the eighteen hundreds that would have a dozen children. | think we can al handle
fiveor six.”

Jessica paused for amoment, asif rethinking her decision one last time.
“I"ll doit. Count on me.” She said finaly. “What do we do next?’

They then explained al the financial information, and gave her a communication device, and digitizer.
They continued talking through the rest of the day, they ate their first meal together on board, Jessica chose
her cabin, and they spent most of the day sitting on the bridge idly talking, and looking out at the view. It
was finaly |ate when they broke Mars orbit, and returned to earth. Michael drove her home, and as he was
thanking her, managed to play the second message for her subconscious to hear.



Message Three

After he dropped Jessica off, he drove around town for a few minutes, the baby conversation had scared
him. He hadn’t thought of their reactions. He was surprised Jessica hadn’t bailed out on the spot. He
realized he would have to do something to ease the women'’s concerns and fears. The women would need to
have many children, many pregnancies, not just five or six. Somehow they would need to ‘want’ to be
pregnant. He didn’t want to abuseit, but he had to admit, he would need to plant another message in their
subconscious. With that, he finally decided to return to the ship.

He teleported back aboard and found the three women waiting for him in the common room. They
expressed their concerns, and talked for afew more hours before finally going to their beds.

The next morning, the women were a bit | ess stressed as they ate their breakfast. Theresa and Tabitha
huddled around their notes on animal collection, Susan teleported back down, and then went to work.
Jessica teleported aboard to talk some more, she joined Theresa and Tabitha discussion about animal's, and
Michael was|eft to consider his next recruitment efforts. He watched afew of the automated interviews,
making notes, the second group went better than the first, but still seemed odd.

He called the ladies over, and together a handful of changes were made to the questions the automated
script would go through. As he finished, Tabithalingered.

“Were you thinking of something?’ He asked.

“| was just wondering....” She said. She reached for the screen, and scrolled through the list of names of
the sperm donors. “Dang.”

“What?" He asked.
“Well, | waswondering if aguy | know had been, you know, sampled.” She responded.

“My sister hasit bad for the quarterback of the football team.” Theresa said coming back into the
conversation.

“Heis pretty cute.” Jessica added.

“OK, let me ask you all something. If | could procure a sample from that quarterback, how would that
make you feel about our trip? Would you be more likely to go? I'm thinking of our conversation from last
night, | understand your concerns. | want you all to fee good about the trip, and al that it means.”

The three ladies were silent for a moment then Michael continued.

“Don’t worry about an answer right now. Just think about it. And while you’ re thinking, think about what
other ways we can attract recruits and what more we can do to persuade somebody to come along.” He

paused a moment again.

“So, tomorrow starts another recruitment week. Theresa, | hate to take you from your collecting, but these
other two have classes, and Susan has to work. | could use your help.”

“That’s not a problem, I'm happy to help.”

“When we get some more recruits, we can free you up to do the animal collecting, and they can al help
with theinterview.”

“ Speaking about that, who decides who to invite along?’ Jessica asked.



“That's easy, we all do. We all look at the videos, we al have input with the questions, and as a group, we
decide.”

Monday morning found Michael and Theresa opening the door to aline of students. The collection went
smoothly all day long. Michael decided that a mere dozen interviewing stations weren’t going to be
enough, the next college, he planned on doubling it. The day passed quickly, and no candidate was
interviewed personally, but at least the amount of genetic samples was very good.

Tuesday, was more of the same, but luckily there were some viable candidates for personal interviews.
Theresa had to handle the front by herself most of the morning, while he did the interviews. It was almost
eleven thirty, when he could rejoin Theresa. He walked out the back-most office into the machine room. He
saw one of the machines waiting. In moments, Theresa was escorting a boy to that machine. He sat down
and started the session. Just then a young woman put her headset down, and Theresa escorted her out. A
moment later the door opened and Theresa escorted another young woman in. She was an eyeful. She stood
about five and ahalf feet tal. She had a pretty face, but what got Michadl’ s attention were her breasts. The
massive mams dominated her entire upper body. Large, and firm, they hung to just above her waist. She sat
in the chair Theresaindicated, and put on her headset. As she sat, her breasts hovered only afew inches
above her thighs. She carried an extra twenty pounds on the rest of her body, but she was still attractive,
and her breasts, being so large, nobody noticed. She was still quite curvy.

Theresawaked over to him and stood looking at the newest interviewee.

“1"ve never seen awoman with boobs that huge.” She whispered.

“She's pretty.” Michael added.

“She's alittle chunky, but with those monsters, exercise can't be easy.”

“You sound jealous.”

“Well, maybe alittle.” Theresa said after amoment. “I’m just kind of curious. | mean wow.”

They went back to the first room and sat at the desk, after about 20 minutes, he looked at the watch, and
saw it was nearly lunch time.

“Why don’t you head on out and get some lunch, I'll take over in front for awhile. Bring me back a
sandwich or something.. OK?’

“Sure,” Theresasaid, and asthey |eft the middle room. Michael took a seat at the desk as the students
waited. Theresatook her purse, and left. There were a handful of students sitting in chairs around the room
asthey waited. It wasn’t long before the buzzer on his desk lit up and he silenced it.

“Who's next?’ He asked, and a geeky guy sitting raised his hand.

“Excellent.” Michael said. “A machinejust finished, and I'll be right back for you.” He went back into the
second room and escorted the candidate out. He escorted the geeky guy in, and got him started. But he was
slow to leave. He couldn’t help but admire the watermelon sized breasts on the girl he and Theresataked
about earlier. The buzzer went again, and he escorted another candidate in. Again his eyes lingered.

Another few minutes passed, and the buzzer sounded. He went into the middle room, and the busty brunette
was just starting to stand. He looked at the indicators above the station, and sadly the light was red. This
young woman had family. But he could feel his arousal as she stood and faced him. He knew he was a
breast man, and here was a chance to really get to know about an extremely busty woman.



“Thank you for helping with the testing today.” He said. “Would you mind waiting for awhilein here? |
have some more questions I’ d like to ask you, but my partner is out to lunch, so I’'m here alone. Once she
gets back, 1'd like to ask you some more questions. It won't take long, | promise.”

“Sure, happy to help.” Shereplied. He closed the door behind her, and brought in the next student.

After another fifteen minutes Theresareturned with some food for him. She went back to handling the front
desk, and he made his way to the third room with hismeal. He had the ring on his finger flipped open as he
opened the door.

The girl moved to stand but he stopped her. He set hisfood down and approached her, careful not to show
his pam, he extended his hand. She took it, and almost immediately became quiet.

“You will listen to everything | say, and answer my questions as honestly as possible, do you understand?’
“Yes.” Shereplied.

“Surely you’ ve notice many men looking at your breasts. Correct?’

“Yes.”

“Do you like the attention?”

“ Sometimes. Sometimes not.”

“| see. Just how big are you? And are your breasts natura or implants?’

“TripleM bra, I'm naturaly large.”

“Is your mother large?’

“Yes, dl the women in my family are very large.”

“Tell me about your family.”

“Both my parents work. | am the oldest. | have three sisters, and one brother.”

“Big family.”

“Yes, my dad couldn’t keep his hands off my Mom.”

“When did you breasts start to devel op? And when did they stop?”’

“My boobs started growing when | was ten, finally stopped last year.”

“You sound relieved. Answer honestly, do you like being so large?’

“Most of thetime, yes.”

“When not?’

“When boyfriends think I’'m an easy lay, and we go out, and all they do is grab my tits.”

“Thank-you. Y ou will remember nothing of these questions. Y ou will only remember that you really want
to give me a hug before you leave.”



He pulled his hand away from hers and continued his conversation.

“I"'m Michagl. And you are?’

“Jacky witha'y'.” Shereplied.

“I just wanted to ask you what you thought of the interview process.”

“It was fun.” Shereplied. “The chair could have been abit more comfortable.”
“Well, | can’t really control that. Isthere anything you’ d recommend to improve it?’
“Uhm, I’'m akind of hungry, some snacks would have been nice while we waited.”

“It islunchtime.” Michael replied. “ And speaking of hungry, my lunch iswaiting. | want to thank you
again for coming by, and for waiting so patiently.”

She stood as he escorted her to the door.
“Thank-you again.” He said reaching for the door.

“Your welcome.” She moved into his arms and gave him a hug. He could feel her breasts against his chest
and stomach, her arms around his as he held her.

“Well, uh, thanks.” He smiled genuinely embarrassed. He handed her an envel ope with some money in it.
“Thisisfor your time. Every college student can aways use alittle extra cash.”

Jacky left and as luck would have it, Theresa was escorting another candidate out. Theresa never saw the
buxom brunette behind her as she | eft.

Michael had to rearrange his manhood slightly after he closed the door. He ate his lunch, and started
working on the next message.

After afew minutes, he paused. He pulled out his communicator, and tel eported back aboard ship. He
quickly stepped from the teleporter pad, and crossed the hall into the med-room. He asked afew questions,
and returned to the teleporter.

It took another half hour of writing and editing his script, before he was finally satisfied with it. He just
finished recording it, when a buzzer sounded. The interviewing machine had alerted him to another
potential recruit.

It was after four when the waiting room was empty. He sat with Theresa, as they waited for the machines to
do their work. When the last of the machines was completed, they had the ship transport them away. The
tally for the day, over one hundred women, and sixty-five men were sampled.

Asthe last of the machines disappeared, and the genetic material was whisked away, Michael flipped open
hisring, and held it against Theresa’' s arm. He played back the third message.

You will listen and under stand. When you finish listening, you will consciously forget hearing it, but you
will come to know these words as your thoughts, ideas, and beliefs. The more you think of the trip to
Zanthia, the more you realize how much of an opportunity it represents. The more you think of it, the more
you realize that being pregnant many, many times will be a good thing. Being pregnant is a wonderful,
noble thing, and you ook forward to having children as often as you can. You welcome and relish the
changes your body will go through, and will be delighted to know these changes will be passed on to your
children. You also realize that having a boyfriend on Earth will be bad idea. Dating any guy that you
happen to meet will only end in trouble when you leave. Michael will have to be the man in your life. You



know you will have to share himwith the other women, but the more time goes by, the more comfortable
you fedl about it.

He put the playback devicein his pocket, and released Theresa’ s arm.
“So, that’s about al. You want to eat out tonight, or on board?’ Michael asked.
“On board, let’ s go to the hotel first, and go up from there.”

“Good idea.” When they got onboard, Theresa excused herself to take a shower. He went to his cabin, to
find Susan looking at the computer view screen.

“What's up?’ He asked.

“Just reading through the medical data.”

“Susan, we' ve had this conversation before.” Michael started say.

“1 know, | know, I'm just reading.”

He took a shower and changed clothes. He emerged from the bathroom to find Susan still at the monitor.
“Still at it?" He asked.

“There's an interesting thread here on cancer.” She replied as he came up behind her. He put his hands on
her shoulders to give her amessage and she relaxed. After afew moments, he pressed the ring against her
skin and she closed her eyesin contentment. He played the third message for her, and withdrew the ring.
“Y ou getting hungry?’ He asked.

“Wow, | lost track of time.” She replied.

“Comeon, let’s eat. And we have interviews to watch.” He took her hand and pulled her to standing. He
pulled her into his arms and kissed her. Then they went to the common room. Only Theresa was there.

“Where's your sister?’ Susan asked.
“Don’'t know. She should be here by now.”

“I"ll go call her.” Michad said. He left and made his way to the tel eporter room. He contacted Tabitha, who
was in the shower, and told her they were eating on board, and her presence was needed.

She teleported on board a moment later, carrying a thick notebook.
“What' s this? He asked moving beside her.

“It's notes | was taking today in class. | had asked the hypothetical question ‘wink wink’ about
reestablishing an animal population.” Interesting discussion.

He moved around behind her and looked over her shoulder. He pressed the ring against her arm. She
sighed, and he played the newest message for her to hear. He put the player away, and removed his hand.

“I"m glad you understand it.” He said after amoment. “It’s confusing to me. Susan and your sister arein
the common room. We have interviews to watch. You go ahead, I'll try to get ahold of Jessica.”



Tabithaleft the room, and he proceeded to contact Jessica. She teleported aboard, and like Tabitha, he
managed to implant the suggestions into her thoughts.

Asthey ate their dinners, they watched the individua interviews. None of the candidates |ooked promising,
but they agreed a group interview would be good. Jessica, Susan, and Tabithawould stay on board, while
Theresa and Michael moderated. After the videos were finished, Theresa surprised them all.

“You all haveto seethis.” Shesaid. She called up the ultra-buxom Jacky’ s automated interview clip.

“My god she's huge.” Was Susan’s reaction, followed by speculation, including; Are they real? Her back
must kill her. And, my god, she could feed an army.

Michael wisely said nothing, but instead observed the women and their reaction. Both Susan and Theresa
seemed the most intrigued, while Tabitha said little.

M essage four.

Later that night, Michael and Susan had settled into bed. They had decided to sleep on board that night,
while the other women had teleported back down.

Susan snuggled up to him and rested her head on his chest.

“1 hope the other girls come around. | know the talk of multiple pregnancies kind of scared them. It scared
me too. | knew we would have to be pregnant multiple times, but it didn’'t really sink in.”

“Doesit still scare you?’ Michael asked.

“Not as much.” Shereplied. “I'm still getting used toit.”

They slept then. Susan awoke early, he watched her dress before she |eft. The image of the buxom Jacky,
and Susan almost overlapped in his mind’s eye. She was sitting at the table working on her hair as he
watched her. She had put on a bra, but had yet to put on her shirt. Emergency room attire wasn't
glamorous, hidden asit was under scrubs.

“So what’s going on today?’

“The same as yesterday, more interviews and more collecting.” Michael replied. “1’ m disappointed, not
finding more potentid recruits.”

“We got really lucky with Theresa, Tabitha, and Jessica.” Susan replied. “And so extraordinary lucky the
two sisters want to bring animals with us. What kind of life would it be on a planet without birds and fish,
and everything?’

Michael sat up, the blanket still covering hislap. “I guess | thought finding more would be just as easy.
Three girls per college, ten colleges, viola, done.”

Susan looked at her reflection a moment.
“Do you think my boobs are too big?’ She asked.
“Absolutely not.” Michael replied with smile, and bit humor in his voice.

“You do seem to like them.” She replied with asmile. “Being bigger, like that girl Jacky, that would be
interesting too.”

“Guilty as charged. Certified breast man.” He said raising his hand asiif to take an oath.



Susan laughed, pulled on at-shirt and kissed him. “Well, breast man, save those thoughts for later. Gotta
run.” And she was out the door.

Michael watched her go, and then got up, showered and ate his breakfast. He tel eported down to the hotel
room, and met up with Theresa. They drove to the college and went through the days sampling sessions.
There were two more individual interviews, but neither looked promising. After the second one | eft,
Michael sat aone thinking about his conversation with Susan that morning. He remembered back to earlier
discussions, she had considered reduction, he had remembered planting his suggestions, now she was
thinking about being bigger. The thought of Susan being larger was in hismind’s eye, he had to admit he
would love to see her be bustier. He thought about her being pregnant, and realized just how much he
wanted to be the one who made her that way.

“Michagl?’” he heard. He shook his head abit at the surprise.

“Y ou daydreaming?’ Theresa continued.

“Uhm, Oh! | guess| was.” He replied getting his thoughts together.

“1"m going to go get some lunch. | need you out front.”

“Oh, of course. Sorry.” They went back out front together. Theresa went out to find some lunch while he
sat behind the desk and processed the students as they camein. He sat thinking about a pregnant, busty
Susan for awhile after Theresa had left, but then realized that all the women would be pregnant. It was a
good thing he was sitting behind the desk. He looked at the femal e candidates, and couldn’t help but picture
some of them big and pregnant. The buzzer sounded, and jerked him from his fantasies, but it took awhile
for him to relax, especially his penis, to the point where he could get up and walk to the second room and
escort the student out.

Nearly an hour later, Theresa returned with his lunch, and they switched places. He sat down in the third
room to eat hislunch, and compose a fourth message.

Wednesday was slowing down early, but they still managed over one hundred and fifty samples. They all
met on board for dinner and evaluations. Again none of the candidates seemed to be potential traveling
partners, but none the | ess, they agreed a group interview could be interesting.

Theresa started calling the other candidates as they finished their meals.

“How was work today?’ He asked Susan.

“Good. | heard they finally found some new interns. I'll be able put in my notice real soon.”

“That’s great. | know you’ ve wanted to dig deeper into the ships medical information.”

“And | can go with you recruiting.” She replied.

“That' sthe last of them.” Theresa said closing her phone. “Five people agreed to the group interview.”
“Great, anice sized group.”

“I"d like to seethat girl Jacky in the group.” Susan said after a moment.

“But her profile said she had family. We'd never ask her to travel with us.” Jessicareplied.

Silently, Michael cheered. Jessicahad used ‘us.” He hoped the suggestions from the third message were
gaining in strength.



“You sure?’ Michael asked.

“Sure, it could be fun. She strikes me as a bit of afree spirit. It’ll be interesting to see how she responds.”
He looked around the room, and the women were all nodding in agreement.

“OK, Theresa, cal her.”

The following afternoon, the six candidates were al gathered in the second room, atable, some drinks and
snacks provided. Nobody suspected the vases arranged around the room contained small video and audio
equipment. Michael and Theresa had given them all name tags. Tabitha, Jessica, and Susan were al on
board the ship watching it al on the big screen in the common room.

“OK, we'redl here, ready?’ Michael asked.

They all agreed.

“All right. Thisis agroup exercise to see how you communicate and interact with one another. We want to
see how you express yourself, how you convey your thoughts and ideas. Theresa?’

Theresa passed out cards to each candidate.

“Don’'t worry, | had to do this exact same thing.” She said.

“Now, would anyone like to read this?’

They all sat quietly, then one girl spoke up. Even though her datasheet said she was twenty-two, she looked
closer to sixteen. She was small, just an inch or so above five feet. She was dender, with short black hair, a
splash of bright red highlight init. She really didn’t have much in the way of afigure, she looked so very
much out of place.

“I'll read it.” Shesaid in quiet voice. She sat up, put her handsin her lap, and read the card. “Y ou have
been given an opportunity to settle a previoudy uninhabited island. Theisland is very remote, and very
difficult to access. For the purposes of this discussion, assume that communication with the rest of the
world isal but impossible. Also, assume travel to and from theisland is prohibitive. Food and shelter is
available. In short, thisis aone way trip. Questions to discuss. Would you go? What would you take with
you? Who would you want to come along?’

Since most of the candidates were women, Michadl let Theresa guide most of the conversation. She went
around the room. Most of the candidates answered ‘maybe’ or ‘it depends'.

“Jacky?’ Theresa asked.

“| probably would. But | wouldn’t want to leave my family behind.”

“That' s understandable. Courtney?’

“Yes, | would go.” The normally quiet one said. “Could | bring my painting supplies with me?’
“ Absolutely, what you would bring is up to you.” Theresa replied.

“We've got to get her out of her shell.” Michael heard in his ear piece.

“Your paintings, what do you paint?’ Michael asked.



“1 do portraits mostly, but they’ re more like candid photos, not traditional formal portraits.” Shereplied. “I
also paint scenery and animals. Just about anything.”

Michael nodded.
“Interesting, and would you paint on the trip? And after you got there? And Why?’

“| often take pictures of people, and they don’t even know it. Just for areference. Then | paint them doing
ordinary tasks. Like | did a professor once as he lectured in class.”

“Cool.” Theresareplied. “Anybody else?’ she called on another candidate, asking her to think about the
trip, and hypothetically, what would she take. It took some time, but the conversation eventually started to
flow.

The end of the session findly arrived, Michael signaled to one of the cameras, and the women on board
discussed the candidates. Only the tiny Courtney had indicated any appetite for the challenge. And they
suggested a dinner get-to-know. Michael nodded towards the camera.

They showed the candidates out the door one by one until only Courtney remained.

“Courtney.” Michael said sitting down at the table next to her. “Thank-you for your time today. I’ m hoping
you could spare some more? Could we take you out to dinner? Our treat. We have some friendswe' d like
you to meet.”

“Uhm,” Courtney hesitated.

“ Ask her to bring some of her art?” cameavoicein his ear.

“Persondly, I'd like to see some of your artwork.” He said.

“Metoo,” Theresaadded. Both had heard the message, and Theresa understood why. Courtney seemed to
speak up when she talked about her art. She recognized a passionate person under the shyness.

“1 have my sketchbook.” She replied.

“Thenit'sayes? Are you hungry? | saw what looked like a good steak-house on the east side of town.
“Donovan’s?’ Courtney replied. “My Dad took me there when | moved in my freshman year.”
“Great, that sounds wonderful.”

“We'll call ahead.” Came avoice.

Michael gathered his notebook, he turned his back to Courtney, faced one of the cameras and moved his
hand in front of him. He pointed ‘up’ a couple times and waited.

“ Oh, got it, we'll have the ship bring everything on board. See you in a few.”
“Shall we?’

Twenty minutes later, they arrived at the restaurant. Michael spoke to the hostess, and they were shown to
their table.

“Excuse me while | go to the lady’ sroom.” Theresa said after they were seated.

“Could you show me some of your sketches?’ Michael asked.



Courtney opened her sketchbook and scooted her chair closer to Michael’s. He leaned toward her to look at
the sketches, which were very good, and pressed the ring against her bare arm. Holding her there, he played
the first message into her ear. Once the player was back in his pocket, he released his hand and continued
looking at the picture.

“I like thisone. | like how you added light.”

“Thanks.” Courtney replied.

“Look who | found.” Theresasaid as she approached. She hadn’t found anyone, when in the bathroom, the
ship simply teleported the other three women to her location.

“Let meintroduce my friends. Susan, Jessica, and Theresa s sister, Tabitha.”

The dinner progressed well, and all the women enjoyed the meal. Courtney opened up to the group but still
seemed reserved somehow. Finally the meal concluded, Michael and Theresa delivered Courtney back to
campus, and headed back to the hotel. They teleported back aboard, and discussed the group meeting.
“Courtney was the only shining light in that whole group.”

“But something’s wrong with her. She seemed to be holding back.” Tabitha said.

“That’'swhat | thought.” Jessica added.

“So?" Michael asked.

“I"d lovetoinvite her, but...” Theresasaid after a moment.

“Me too, maybe some more time together?’ Susan added.

“I"ll try to talk to her tomorrow.” Michael said. “Seeif | can find out what’s going on.

“You want any of usthere?’ Tabitha asked.

“No, but I'll have abug, so you can listenin.”

“Good idea, she might betoo shy if there’s abunch of us.”

The next morning, Michael caled Courtney, and they agreed to meet for alate lunch. He was in the Student
Commons open area when she approached his table. He could see she was distraught.

“Hello, how are you doing today?’ Michael asked.
“I'mfine.” Shereplied. But clearly she was not.

“Courtney,” Michael started. “Please sit, and talk to me. Y ou’ re upset, what is bothering you? Maybe | can
help?’

Courtney sat silently for afull ten seconds before she spoke so quietly, Michael barely heard her.
“My father.” She started. “My father died.”
“Your father?” Michael asked. He tapped on the table top.

“I'monit.” Cameavoiceinhisear.



“My father died last week.”

“Oh, I'm so sorry. Why aren’t you home?’

“l can’t.” She barely whispered.

“It's Ok. Why can’t you?”

“l. 1 don't have acar. | can't go.” Shefinally said.

“Yesyou can.” Michael said immediately. “1’ll take you.”

“Oh, no, I.”

“Yesyou can.” Michael pushed his chair back from the table they had been sitting at. “I’ll drive you.”
“But.”

“Don’t worry about it. You need to be there. I’ ve been in your place not that long ago.”

“But it’s, like five hours from here.”

“Then I'll find ahotel when we get there.”

“But.”

“Please.” Michael said. “Please let me help you.”

She looked at him for a moment unbelieving.

“Thank-you.” She said after a moment.

“Great, let’s go.” He stood and she managed to follow after aminute. Heled her out to his car, and then
they drove to her room. He waited patiently as she packed abag of clothes, and they went back to his car.
The next few hours she sat nearly immobile as they put the miles behind them.

“Why are you doing this?’ She asked finaly.

Michael thought for amoment. “1 talked to some of your teachers, and they all commented on how you’ve
become so withdrawn lately. You're normally a pleasure to be around. You didn’t tell anybody about your
father?’

“Uhm. No.”

“Why not? Maybe somebody could have helped you.”

“1, 1 don’t know.” She replied.

“Well, that doesn’t matter now, we'll get you home. If | may ask, when’s the funeral ?’

“It’stomorrow afternoon.” She had been drawing in her sketchbook for most of thetrip.

“Then | have good timing. | will take you anywhere you need to go, today, tomorrow, and the next.”
Michael said. “For the time being, consider me your personal chauffeur.”



“You know, when | started college, my father helped me move in when | was afreshman.” Michael said
after amoment. “He was always interested in my classes, even though he couldn’t understand the technical
part of it.”

“Y ea, my father was the same way. He never believed my art was ever going to be practical, but he
supported me anyway. And always loved whatever | painted for him.”

Slowly, over the remaining hours of thetrip, he got Courtney to open up. Occasionally, one of the women
on the ship would suggest aquestion in his ear.

Once they arrived, they went straight to her house. It was sad watching the diminutive Courtney walk
around in the small house. But she was home, and he could tell it meant something to her.

After several minutes, there was a knock on the door. A few neighbors had seen her arrive, and were
coming over to pay their respects. The evening and the rest of the weekend moved in a cloud. The women
had an appropriate suit teleported down to him. And he stood in the crowd at the funeral. Eventually, they
found themselves driving back to the college Sunday afternoon.

While she didn’t seem happy, she did seem relieved, the worry and stress of not being able to attend the
funera had been bothering her deeply.

“S0, you' re back. I’m sure the teachers would understand if you decided to take a few days for yourself.”

“1"m much better now.” Courtney replied. “My father wanted me here, graduating. It'll help me. Give me
something to do.”

“If you're sure.” Michael replied. “I have thefeeling I'll be calling you again before the week is out. Keep
next Saturday free will you?’

“Uhm, OK.” Shereplied. She hesitated, and gave him aquick hug. “Thanks again.”

Michael made his way back to his car and drove away. Once on board the ship, he collapsed in the most
comfortable chair in their cabin, which wasn’t al that comfortable.

“That was a great thing you did.” Susan said after giving him a peck on the cheek.

He stood up after aminute’ s rest, took a shower, and changed into comfortabl e clothes. At dinner that
night, the women were al aboard, and discussing Courtney.

“| think, we should ask Courtney to come along.” Jessica said after some time. The others nodded in
agreement.

“Agreed.” Michael replied. “Let her have her space for afew days. Maybe call her Wednesday evening?’
Susan and Michael stayed on board, while the rest teleported back down.

“| put in my notice today.” Susan said after the rest had left. “ Two weeks, and I'm al yours, al day, every
day.”

“That will be wonderful.” Michael replied. “I know Theresais anxious to start collecting.”
“I"'mtired, coming to bed?’ she asked.
“Yes. It'sbeen along day.”

Susan rolled her shoulders and yawned, then started for their cabin.



“Shoulder bothering you?’ He asked.
“It'sjust alittle tight. | had to move abed today, and it got alittletwisted.” They entered their cabin.
“Let meloosenit up alittle.” Michadl said. He pointed to a chair. “ Take your shirt and bra off, and sit.”

“Well, when you put it that way.” She smiled. But stripped and sat. Michael came up behind her and
started working on her shoulder. She sighed and closed her eyes. After afew minutes, she was deeply
relaxed. He flipped his ring open and played the fourth message into her ear.

You will listen and under stand. When you finish listening, you will consciously forget hearing it, but you
will come to know these words as your thoughts, ideas, and beliefs. As the next few weeks go by, you desire
larger breasts, extremely large breasts. Every day, the desire will grow a little stronger. Not a mere cup or
two larger. By the end of these next few weeks you will desire truly enormous, armfilling breasts. You
know that other women may become as large, or even larger. You will accept them without jealousy and
will consider them almost like sisters. If presented with a way to increase your breast size naturally, you'll
embrace the chance. You know Michael is a breast man. And having enormous breasts, will make him
happy. Michael’ s happinessis very important to you. Carrying Michad’s babies is something you very
much want to do. Carrying Michael’s babies is very special, and something you' re happy to share with the
other women. You'll do almost anything for Michael.

He put the player aside, and continued the massage for a few more minutes.

“Feel better?’ He asked kissing the back of her neck.

“Yes, much better.” She stood, turned, took his hand, and led him to the bed. “It's agood thing I’'m on the
pill.” She kissed him, and pulled him onto the bed.

Courtney

Michael spent the next week helping Theresawith the first of her fish captures. It didn’t take long to devise
netting systems, and ways to scoop up the fish as they swam by. The ship manufactured small stasis boxes,
the size of trunks. Each was self-contained, and as it was filled, it was teleported aboard directly to a cargo
hold.

When Friday evening arrived, Michael dressed in some nice clothes, and teleported down near Courtney’s
campus. He drove to her place, and patiently waited for her to get ready.

Even though the loss of her father had quieted her, he could see her vitality start to resurface. After dinner,
Michael asked if she would like to join him on a short drive. He said he wanted to show her what his
company was all about. She agreed, and as he got the check, she excused herself for the lady’s room.
“Well, ladies, any objects?’ He said seemingly to himself.

“Nope, bring her aboard.” Came Susan’s voice through his earpiece.

“1 will. Wait in the common room. No need assaulting her too soon.”

“OK, we'll be waiting.”

As they drove away from the restaurant, Michael tried to explain.

“HDM has many interests, though we make most of our money from mining, it’s not our primary mission.”

They pulled to a stop on aside street.



“This next part isalittle weird. Just relax.” And before she could react, he pressed the button, and they
were teleported aboard.

“What was that! 21" She exclaimed as soon as she realized she was someplace else.

“That, was ateleporter, and you are now onboard a spaceship orbiting the planet.” Michael replied opening
his door.

She could only respond with a questioning look.

“You're not in any danger, and no, I’'m not an alien, I’m just aguy from Chicago. The ship is from another
planet, but it's along story.” He opened her door. “And if you come with me, I'll explain everything.”

Tentatively she got out and followed him to the cargo hold door. He pressed the button, and the door dlid
open.

“1 know it’s not the most glamorous way to come on board. But under the circumstances, it’sthe best | can
do. But it'll get better. Come.” They reached the end of the hallway, and he gestured she climb. He watched
her climb for amoment, then took to the stairs as well. She was tiny, pixielike, amost no breasts to speak
of, but her butt was firm, and extremely grab-able. Her legs seemed well proportioned, despite her small
frame.

They stopped at the top of the stairs, and Courtney was looking around.

“Welcome aboard.” Susan said approaching.

“Yes, Welcome.” Theresa added. “1 believe you know everybody? If not, thisis Tabitha, my sister. And
Susan, and Jessica.”

“You'redl?
“We're all hereto help out and we' re hoping you' Il join us.”
“1 don’t understand.”

“Then let’s go up to the bridge, and you can have the best view in the house.” Susan said. They walked up
to the bridge, and looked around.

“S0, here' sthe story.” Michael started. And hetold his story.

“And we're al recruits that will go with him to Zanthia.” Jessica added at the end. They had the computer
show a picture of Zanthia on one of the side monitors. They all sat silently for amoment, then Courtney
turned to Michael.

“All right, I'min.” She said.

“Are you sure you don’t want to think about it for awhile?’ Theresasaid. “It’sabig decision.”

“Now that my father’s gone, | have nothing here.” She said quietly. “I will have to sell the house. Whichis
all right, | couldn’t afford the mortgage on it anyway.”

“Areyou really, really sure about this?’ Susan asked.

“Yes,” Shereplied. “How can | help?’



“Well, if you'rereally sure.” Michael said. He gave her a communication device and adigitizer, and
explained how to use them.

“First, finish school. After that, we'll figure out what to do.”

“Will | have to stay on board?’ She asked. “Not that | mind. | only ask, as soon as school is done, | won't
have any placeto go.”

They chatted for ancther hour or two, then Michael suggested it was time to take Courtney home. Once
alone, he managed to dose her, and play the second message for her. Now that she had a communication
device, she would be able to teleport directly from her campus apartment.

After Michael returned to the ship, he found the women waiting for him in the common room. They all
expressed their concerns about living accommodations once school was done. And even though the ship
provided food and clothing, if they managed to recruit afull complement of women, it would be crowded.
No solution came out of the discussion, but all agreed it would need to be solved soon. Theresa, Tabitha,
and Jessica teleported down, and Susan and Michadl stayed aboard. After atime, they found themselves on
the bridge.

They stood, looking out the viewports.

“You know, as much as | look forward to going, I’m going to missthis place.” Susan said after amoment.
“Metoo. I’ ve been thinking that it might be good not to cut all tieswith Earth.” Michael replied. “ The
computer saysit could build a satellite that would transmit back and forth to Zanthia. It could capture TV
and radio, and transmit them. It'd be afew hour delay, but we could see what's going on.”

“| think that’ d ease the minds of anyone we could recruit, knowing we' re not totally cut off.”

“There’s something else | was hoping to ask you.” Michael said after amoment. “| was wondering, once
you're done at the hospitd, if you'd move in me?’

“I"dloveto.” Shereplied amost instantly. “But your apartment’ stiny, smaller than mine. | only took mine
because it was close to the hospita .”

“How about we find atotally new place together?’ Susan suggested after another moment.

An ideacameto him. “You know, I’ve got an idea.” He said. “ A town house. There're those new gated
communities? Y ou know the ones that have both town-houses and apartments?’

“Yea,” Susan said.

“Well. We get atown-house for ourselves. A nice big one, so we can get together with the rest of the
women, someplace off the ship. And then we get apartments for the rest of the ladies.”

“Excellent.” Susan said picking up on his thoughts. “And when we're truly ready to leave, they can just

‘moveout’.
“That’swhat | was thinking.” Michael said.

“Come on lover, let’s go to bed. | have to work tomorrow, could | talk you into a massage?’ She asked.
“Of course.” Michael replied. They went to their cabin. As Susan took a shower, Michel got ready for bed.

She came out, and laid down on the bed. He moved over her and starting working on her shoulders and
back.



“That always feels so good.” She sighed in contentment. After afew minutes, he carefully pressed hisring
against her shoulder and put her under. While she was out, he reached for his playback device, and pressed

play.

You will listen and under stand. When you finish listening, you will consciously forget hearing it, but you
will come to know these words as your thoughts, ideas, and beliefs. As the next few weeks go by, you will
start researching the genetic changes needed to take advantage of the longer lifespan and longer child-
bearing years, the Zanthian evolution will give us. You will also choose to research naturally enhancing
your breasts. You desire much larger breasts, but you also want your breasts to be firm and full, no matter
how large. You will make larger, firmer breasts as part of the changes for all the women on thetrip. You
know Michael is a breast man, and making all the women on the trip bustier would make him very happy.
You'll do almost anything for Michael.

Like before, he put the player away, and removed his ring from her skin. She sighed again as he continued
the massage.

“Thank-you lover.” She said after atime. She got under the covers, and when he joined her, she snuggled
next to him.

“1 think I’m going to dig deeper into the Zanthian medical library. | want to look at the changes we need to
make. Who knows maybe there will be something | can do to make my boobs bigger.” She said half asleep.

Already nearly erect, he could fedl his penisjerk in reaction.
“| can see you agree.” She giggled as her thigh rubbed against it.
“What can | say, I'm guilty of being a breast man.” He replied.

She kissed his shoulder. “I don't mind at all.” It was late, and they both knew it. So they snuggled in for
sleep.

Growing Girls, Part One
The next few weeks passed quickly. Michael and Susan found and bought atownhouse. Using the ship’s
teleporter, it took only hours for Michael and Susan to move in. Both were wonderfully happy to have a

bigger, better placeto share.

Each of the other women took apartments in the nearby complexes. They wouldn't be moving until their
classes were done, but that would happen soon enough.

And their recruiting continued. Even though they didn’'t find any recruits to bring aong on thetrip, they did
manage to surpass a thousand donations for the gene pool. Graduation ceremonies came and went.
Everybody attended every graduation. Courtney, being the most recent one of the group to be without
family was very emotional.

After the parties were done, thoughts turned to the trip ahead. They moved into their apartments, and
started their tasks. Courtney and Tabitha paired up, collecting various birds. Jessica assisted Theresa
collecting fish.

One evening Susan asked Michagel to teleport aboard. She had a surprise for him.

“So what’s up?’ He asked as they exited the tel eporter room.

She led him into the medical room and moved to one of the computer screens.



“This.” She said indicating a drug specification on the computer screen. “Y ou’re the only one that can
authori ze genetic enhancing drugs.”

“Redlly?’ He asked.
“Y es, the ship considers you the leader, so, it won’t do it for me.”
“What's the drug?’

“It's for me, to make the genetic changes for me to be up to date with Zanthian evolution.” She said. Then
paused, “Plus a couple extras | thought of.”

“Uhm..."

“OK, first off, most of it isthe longevity, hedlth, etcetera. But I’ ve been, well, I’ ve been wanting bigger
boobs for along time now, and with this| can have al natural, larger breasts. And no, I’ m not saying how
big. You'll just have to wait and see. | aso tweaked some stuff to make sure my boobs are nice and firm
and don’t sag.” She paused. “The other thing, and | wanted your thoughts, was | upped my fertility a bit.
Having one baby at atime, it'd take dozens of generations to have a good population. But if | were to have
twins, and the other women had twins, then everything would go so much faster. So what do you think?’

“1 don’t know what to say.” Even though he had been hoping for this, he was still surprised at the enormity
of itall.

“Just press the button, and authorize the drug.” Susan said softly.
“1 have aquestion about the fertility part. Will your daughters and grand-daughters be just as fertile?’

“1 thought about it, but the population growth would be too fast. So no, OUR daughters and grand-
daughters won't be any more likely of having twins then right now here on Earth.”

He looked at her amoment, and did as she asked. A moment later, the computer produced the syringe filled
with theinjection, and placed it on the table. He picked it up, held it in his hand and looked at her.

“Are you sure about this?’ He asked.

Sherolled up her dleeve and turned her arm toward him. “ Absolutely sure, | want your babiesinside me. |
want our children, drinking milk from my big boobs.”

He looked a her amoment longer, saw the sincerity in her eyes, and gave her theinjection.

“Thank-you lover.” She said. She kissed him deeply. “Now, one more thing.” She reached for asmall box
sitting on the counter. She opened it and showed him a bracel et.

“What’s this?’
“It'safertility meter.” Susan said. “A woman isfertile for five days of her cycle. See these five stones?
Each one lights as each of those five days go by. The fourth day is optimum, but the other days, there’'s a

chancetoo. | thought it'd be agood ideaif all of uswear one.”

“Good idea. But if | may suggest, let’ s add your name on it, and add atracking signal. In case you're lost or
something we can locate you.”

“And get Courtney’sinput. To make it pretty. Maybe come up with different designs.” Susan added.

“Exactly.”



“One morething.” She said after amoment. “I'd rather stay on the pill, but the computer said that wasn't a
good idea, at least for the next few months. The computer cautioned against pregnancy for the next two,
preferably three cycles. So you better stock up on condoms mister.”

“Hence the bracdet?” Michael asked still holding it in his hand.

“Yes. | want our babies to be perfect. So we have to be careful for awhile.”

“Wewill be.” He said after amoment. “We will.”

They teleported back down and started the evening festivities. That night, they hosted a barbeque for the
rest of the women, and invited some of the neighbors over. As the evening progressed, Susan managed to
take each of the women aside and explain what she had done. She chose to omit the breast enhancement
and fertility increase. They'd find out about that soon enough.

After the neighbors had | eft, and they had cleaned up, they all sat around the living room talking.

“So, thisis afertility meter.” Susan said finally. “1t’ll show when we're most likely to become pregnant.”
She handed it to Courtney. “1 know it’s not al that pretty. Y ou think you could design afew bracel ets?’

“1I"m not very good at jewelry, but | know a guy from school that was. Can | ask him?’ She answered.
“Just make sureit has to have the five stonesin it.” Susan added.

“And aplace for aname.” Michael added.

“It’skind of like those medical bracelets | see sometimes.” Tabitha said.

“That's what gave me theidea.” Susan said.

“Tell him we'll pay him. If he could come up with a bunch of designs, no need to tell him anything about
what it'sfor.”

“Got it.”
“You know, the bracelet is agood ideaand al. But what about the kids? And the guys?’ Theresa asked.

“Maybe a bracelet for the guys? Or a necklace?’ Jessica asked. “It only needs the locater part of it. And can
have a more masculine design.”

“Or awatch?’ Tabitha suggested. “Nope, never mind. It'd betoo easy to take off.”

“And young girls, asimpler bracelet without the jewels?’ Courtney suggested.

They all nodded.

“Good, I'll send him an email when | get home.”

The next week, Susan and Michael continued the sampling and recruitment tour. Over the summer they
concentrated on smaller two-year colleges, hoping to find kids that were working their way through school.

The turn-out was low; they managed only ninety samples over the first three days, and there were no kids
called in for group interviews.



The following week, the story repeated itself at another small college. But there were changes, specificaly
in Susan. By the end of the week, her roomiest brawas no longer roomy. She filled it beyond its maximum.
And Michael couldn’t help but notice.

“Definitely need anew bra.” She said asit sprung off her. She turned to face him. “You like?’
“Absolutely.” He said, he was relaxing on their bed watching her undress.

“They are definitely bigger, and firmer than ever.” She dipped her thumbs under her panties, id them
down over her hips, and let them fall to the ground. She stepped out of them, and walked to the bedside.
“Hormones are kicking in too. It'slike I’ m sixteen again, horny, horny, horny.”

She straddled his body and kissed him.
“I"m not complaining.” He said as their lips parted.

She laughed, then reached to the bed stand and withdrew a condom. “It’s a cushy job, but somebody has to
doit, right?’ Sherolled the condom down his erection, then spiked herself onto him. She got comfortable,
then slowly started her up and down motions.

“Feel me. Feel my boobs.” She said as she started to oose herself in the feelings. He moved his hands up
the side of her body and cupped her breasts in his hands, more than a handful, he slowly squeezed them,
she panted as her first orgasm was powering through her. She collapsed forward, her hands on the
headboard, her breasts dangling in her face.

“Oh so good.” She moaned, then started her humping again.
“Y ou want to slow down alittle?’” He said between licks to her distended nipple.

“No, gotta, gotta keep going.. Feels too good to stop.” She panted and her gyrations continued. “ Too bad
you' re wearing a condom, want to get pregnant so bad!” And she crashed down on him again, her second
orgasm of the night. She collapsed onto him, panting, her hips still slowly gyrating. “Please, fuck me more.
| want it so bad.”

He pushed her to aside, then propped her up on her hands and knees, he held her hips as he entered her
from behind. Soon she was shaking through another long orgasm as he worked back and forth. Her orgasm
had been so strong, she hardly had any strength to clamp down upon him as he made love to her. He could
see the sides of her breasts as they wobbled back and forth. He tried to reach for them, but when he rel eased
his hold on her hips, she tended to collapse under him. Exhausted, she could not hold herself up. She could
only pant and moan in ecstasy, urging him to continue as orgasm after orgasm crashed through her. Finaly,
Michael could feel his own passion rise. He pumped into her as fast as he could, then buried himself as
deep as possible as his own sperm rose and flooded through his penis. Once he finished, he released her and
she collapsed in a panting heap beneath him. He got up, wobbled to the bathroom and cleaned up. He
returned afew minutes later to find Susan hadn’'t moved. Susan was totally limp as he moved her legsto
make room.

“You wereincredible.” He said kissing her shoulder.
“Hormones to make boobs bigger are making me so horny.”
“Maybe you better dial it down for the other women.”

“Oh heck no.” Susan said. She managed to move one arm to drape across his body. She pulled herself to
him and flopped down partially on top of him.



“Every woman needs to know how mind blowing thisis.” She said. She was half asleep as she spoke her
next words. “Every woman needs to have big boobs. They're... awesome.” And she was out.

He awoke the next morning to find Susan had managed to roll off him during the night. She lay on her side
facing him, the blanket barely covering her waist and hips. He admired her perfectly shaped breasts as she
lay sleeping, one neatly perched atop the other, nipples projecting amost perpendicular to her body. After a
few moments of enjoying the view, he got out of bed and showered. He returned to dress to find Susan had
rolled onto her back, the blanket still covering her waist, but her breasts were still proudly on display. He
pulled on some jeans and at-shirt, then went to the bed to kiss her. She awoke after a moment, and returned
the kiss.

“Good morning lover.” She said after their lips parted.
“Good morning.” He replied. “How do you feel 7’
“Yummy.” She replied. “Tired, happy, and al fuzzy/sexy inside. And | can’t wait to do it all again.”

“Well, we're going to have to wait. I’'m hungry, and we promised we' d help Theresa and Tabithathis
weekend.” Michad replied.

“1 know.” She groaned, but managed to sit up. She worked herself from bed, and slowly made her way into
the bathroom and her own shower.

An hour later, Michad found himself in the middle of awood in Kentucky. Tabitha was with him, and they
were quietly setting up atent.

“So what are we after today?’ He whispered.

“Wrens.” Shereplied just as quietly. The birds were singing in the trees. She set up the collecting
equipment, and together they sat and started looking for birds.

Time went by as they searched the trees. It took time, but their eyes grew accustomed to searching. They
spied severa birds, nonethe elusive wren.

“Why not get the other birds?’ Michael asked after awhile.
“They'renot on my list.” Shereplied.

“Does it matter?’ He answered. “ Shouldn’t we just get everything we can? We can aways NOT release the
birds once we get to where we're going. And, besides wouldn't all the birds in the area represent amore
complete picture of the wildlife?’

“Good point.” They switched to collecting every bird they could find. Mostly small birds, but ideally suited
for the first wave of releases on Zanthia.

By lunchtime, they were frustrated with their lack of success, and packed everything and | eft.

“There's got to be a better way of finding the birds.” Tabitha said, venting an old frustration. “We sit in the
woods for hours with a handful of birdsto show for it. Theresa has it easy, she just casts a net, and gets
everything, and viola, she’sdone.”

They queried the ship’s computer, and eventually arrived at a solution. A device that could determine the
location of any animal life within afew hundred yards, it was then connected to their targeting equi pment.
They teleported back down, and within minutes they were collecting bird after bird. Within an hour, they
had filled nearly a dozen stasis boxes. Each the size of abriefcase, but twice asthick, would hold as many
asten small birds, or ahalf dozen larger birds. After a couple hours, the woods were quiet, there were no



birds left within the area. Michael suggested they leave, but Tabithasaid no. They quietly waited, and after
another fifteen minutes, they heard a bird chirp. They determined its location, and captured it easily.

“Thisis probably a mate to one we already caught.” She said after they had put in astasis box. “I’ll have to
go through them again and catalog what’ sinside every box. But that part’s easy.” They stayed until
evening. It had stayed quiet, and Tabithafinally conceded that they had gotten al the birdsin the
immediate area. The equipment was taken aboard.

After the last of the equipment was gone, Tabitha settled into the camp chair beside him.

“Can | ask you something?’ She asked.

“That sounds ominous, but go ahead.” He replied with asmile.

“Why?" Tabitha started. “Why are you doing this?’

“QOoh, deep question.” Michael said, stalling for time. “Oh | don’t know, | guesslots of littlethings. |
thought about it for along time before | told Susan, and | think it’sthe challenge. | don’t have much of
anything here. But when we get there, | can do and be somebody. Here, I’ m just another guy on the street.

What about you?’

“1 would never have gotten ajob doing anything like this. Had our parents lived, we would have helped
them; A family operation. Now, Theresaand | get to do something that nobody has ever done before.”

There was snap of wood and they both stopped, sitting perfectly still. Slowly from behind some brush, a
deer emerged.

“lsn’t she beautiful!” Tabithawhispered excitedly. “1 wish we could take her along.”
“Why not?’

“Just not enough room.” Tabithasighed. “I’d love to take the larger animals, but we have to concentrate on
the basics.”

“Y et another problem to solve.” He said with asigh.

“Hey, it'll be fine.” She said. She stood from her chair and sat down on his lap, before he could react, she
kissed him full onthelips.

“What the?’

“1"ve wanted to do that for awhile.” She said, then kissed him again. She opened her lips, and forced her
tongue between his. She worked her body against his. Her passions rose, and Michael put his arms on her
waist. He ran his hands down to her ass and pulled her closer. She furiously kissed him for amoment then
pulled away. She reached back and whipped off her t-shirt so quickly, her breasts, bobbled and her hair
flew asif wind whipped.

She leaned back, reached into her pocket, take out two condoms and hold up for him to see.

“1...” Michadl started, then watched Tabitha

“Who do you think gave me these.” She said.

“I1, 1 don’'t know what to say.” Michael said.



“Fuck now, tak later.” She replied, took hishand and pulled him into the tent. She knelt on her knees, and
unbuttoned her jeans, and in one movement pulled them and her panties down.

“Come on, hurry up.” She said. She reached behind her and unsnapped her bra. She fell forward onto her
hands and offered herself to him.

“Comeon.”

Michael couldn’t resist any longer. He dropped to his knees behind her, dropped his pants and quickly put a
condom on. With little ceremony, he approached her and started inserting himself into her. Insulated by the
condom, he couldn’t feel her moistness. But he could senseit ashe did in, alittle at atime.

“Oh yea, you're so nice and big. Keep going, | want you so bad.” She panted. Soon he was totally within
her and she started moving her hips against him.

“Do me now baby. Do me good.” She moaned. She leaned forward, then back again. Seeing she was ready,
hetook her hipsin his hands and started thrusting.

“Ohyea. just like that!” She panted. “ Someday.. someday.. we'll have.. haveto doit.. do it without
protection.. want you.. want you.. you gotta knock me up.. knock me up.. oh!” She screamed.

He leaned forward, reached around her and took her boobs in his hands.

“Oh yes! Squeeze my tits! Oh! Yes! Feel my titsin your hands. Fuck me, cum baby. Make meeeee!” and
another orgasm shook her. And he pumped on. “Oh yes.. it'll be so good... So good when I’'m.. when I'm..
I’m.. pregnant.. so good... you.. you.. you can.. can do me any... anytime...”

“Ah!!” He moaned, and he released hisload. The menta image she painted was too good for him to hold
out any longer. He lammed into as far as he could and released.

“Feel you!” She panted with her fourth orgasm.

He pumped for severa more moments, then held himself against her for a few moments, then withdrew. He
noted that the condom was till intact, as he sat back on his knees. She collapsed forward and rolled onto
her side.

“Oh my god.” She said after amoment. Sherolled onto her back to catch her breath. He laid down beside
her. After afew moments, she rolled towards him, took his penisin his hand and started working himto a
second erection.

“No wonder Susan is smiling all thetime.” She said. She kissed him severa times while working his
manhood stiff.

“Oh yes, thisismine.” She said, then quickly added. “For now.” Sherolled on top of him, and speared
herself onto him.

“1, 1 know | haveto shareyou...” she started to pant. Already soaring through another orgasm. “So.. So..
God! Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes!” sheworked with her strokes, her boobs bouncing merrily with her efforts.
He held her hips as she worked.

“AAHHHH!!!" shefinaly screamed and squired juice over their joining. He couldn’t control his efforts
any longer and exploded into the awaiting condom for the second time. She shook through her orgasm, then
moved to lay beside him. Each slow movement she made, ignited aftershocks. Finally she was flat on her
back, catching her breath. It took several minutes before her breathing returned to normal, and the random
orgasmic quakes had subsided.



“Thank-you lover.” She said findly. “I’m thirsty.”

He looked around, found the canteen, and handed it to her. She sat up, drank afew swallows, and collapsed
again.

“1 suppose we should be getting back on board.” He said after she relaxed against him.

“1 wish we didn’t have to, but you're right.” She replied and reached for her shirt. Just then, the
communicator chirped.

Michael reached for it, and pressed the transmit button. “Y es?’

“Michael? Are you just about done down there?’ Theresa s voice came through.
“Uhm. Yes.” Michael replied. He saw Tabitha frown and pick up her shirt.

“Good. We wanted to have dinner together on board tonight. Y ou coming?”’
“Betherein afew minutes.” Michael said. Then released the transmit button. “ Sorry.”
She stood, pulled up her panties, then her pants. Michadl started dressing aswell.
“Sorry we couldn’t do this, you know.” He said gesturing to the tent around them.

“What in afancy bed somewhere?’ She asked. She bent down to retrieve her shirt and bra. She started to
put on her bra, thought better of it, and tossed it to him, then pulled her t-shirt over her head.

“1"m an outdoor girl. | prefer doing it out here.” She pulled her shirt down, then pulled her hair out of it and
fixed it in aponytail.

“Aslong as| can get clean afterwards.” She added. “Come on, we better get aboard. We both need showers
before dinner.” And she was out thetent. He followed her quickly. In moments they were back on board
the ship, headed for their cabins and their showers. So amazed as he was by the last twenty minutes, he
didn’t notice that he still held her bra until he started undressing. He couldn’t resist his curiosity as he
examined the tag.

“34D. Hmm. Not for much longer Tabs. Definitely, have to make you bigger than Ds.” He said. As he
showered, he thought about the girls. Each was unique, and he thought of giving each a customized dosage.
He could do anything he wanted with them. He realized he had set himself up as the master of his own little
harem.

He thought of each woman. Tabitha, was pretty and smart. But in his mind, she was first and foremost,
extremely fuck-able. She spoke openly of how she wanted to get pregnant. He recalled seeing another
woman, years ago, nearing full term, her breasts enlarged with the milk her baby would soon be suckling. It
was easy to imagine Tabitha bulging in breast and belly, ready to feed the baby, or babies within her womb.

Next he thought of Theresa, taller, more refined than her blonde bomb-shell of a sister. She’ d be bigger too,
he decided, but not so largeit’d detract from her grace.

Third he thought of Jessica. Whenever he thought of her, ‘midwest farmer’s daughter’ kept flashingin his
mind. Her flaxen hair tied in pigtails, he pictured her buxom figure in cut-off jean shorts and plaid shirt tied
below her breasts. Bare midrift, and ample cleavage completed the picture.

Then, finally he thought of petite little Courtney. She reminded him of agirl he went to middle-school with.
At the end of one school year, she was just astiny, and petite as Courtney. The next fall, she came back
with DDs stretching out every shirt she owned. Everything else about her stayed tiny, but her breasts



seemed huge in comparison. He pictured Courtney the same, though he had to admit DDs were too small
for histastes.

He finished his shower and joined the rest in the common room for dinner. Tabitha was excited to tell how
they had changed their capture methods and Theresa had also caught her fair share of fish and river life as
well.

Courtney was both sad and happy all at the same time. They finished their meals, and sat talking and
laughing. Michael looked at each woman and finalized his thoughts.

“Ladies,” He said after atime. “1 have a question to ask of you.”
The women dl quieted down to listen.

“As you know, there are some slight genetic changes that will be needed for each of you to have the longer
lifespan Zanthia has for us. It is merely an injection. I’ ve already had mine.”

“And I've had mine.” Susan added.

“And if you'retruly, truly committed to going, | think it’s time you all got yours.” The women looked at
each other.

“1 know you’ve all said you wanted to go. But up until now, any of you could have changed your mind.
What you' re being asked to do is no small commitment. Y ou’ ve had some more time to talk about it, to
think about it. Now isthe time to commit to going, or staying.”

They all sat quietly. Then quietly Courtney stood.

“1 want to show you something.” She said, she turned and proceeded up the corridor to her cabin. The rest
followed, curious. She opened the door, and stood to one side. They looked inside to find the room packed,
floor to ceiling with boxes. The double bed had been swapped out for asmall single bed. There was barely
a path between the bed and the closet, and the bathroom.

“Thisiswhat Jessicaand | did today. | went through my house, and packed what | wanted to bring with
me. All of this, ismy life; my memories of my father, of my mother, and growing up. It ishere. And | am
taking it with us.”

She looked up and Michad. “I’m ready for my shot, whenever you are.”
Michael 1ooked at Susan, who nodded. The other women nodded their agreement.

“Well, sinceyou're al agreed.” Michael said after amoment. “Courtney, you'refirst.” Heled her to the
medical room, and she sat on the table. Michael went over to the computer and called up the genetic drug
Susan had fashioned earlier. He dialed in a G cup breast size, then considered where to set her fertility. He
first considered increasing it just alittle. Then reaized she would want to be equal to the other women,
anything less would be unfair. The injection made, he asked onelast timeif she was sure, shein turn rolled
up her sleeve and turned her arm towards him. He gave her the injection, and put the injector away.

“Now, about the bracelet?’ He asked.

“1 have one picked out.” She replied. He showed her the prototypes her friend had designed, and she chose
the third one. Within moments, the new bracel et materialized on the counter.

“Left or right?” He asked. And she held out her left arm. He put the bracelet on her and with a hand-held
tool fastened the links so the bracel et wouldn’t accidently come off.



“Now, it'll take at least three months before the genetic changes are spread to your eggs.”

“1 understand.” She said hopping off the table. They walked to the door, and opened it to find the rest of the
women standing there.

“I"m next.” Jessica blurted before the others two could speak. And she stepped into the room.

“Uhm, OK.” He said, and pressed the lock button on the door. She sat on the table and he called up the
drug on the computer again. Jessica's C cups were obviously larger than Courtney’s Bs. So she’' d end up
with GGs, probably. Like Courtney, he asked her one last time. And like Courtney, she turned his shoul der
to him for the shot. Once compl ete, she chose a platinum bracelet, and he fashioned it to her right arm.

Next came Theresa, he pulled up the same dosage as he had just given Jessica. He reasoned this would
become the standard shot. There would be exceptions of course, and the first exception was the |last to
enter.

Tabithagot on the table and her still bra-less D-cups bounced and jiggled under her white t-shirt. Michael
could feedl his pulse quicken. He went to the computer and called up the standard dosage, but then altered it.
Tabithawas going to get adouble helping of breast enhancement. If he judged correctly, she’d end up
somewherein the J-cup size. He caught his breath as he presented her with the injection. He was almost
afraid to ask.

“Well, what are you waiting for?’ She said after amoment, and turned her arm towards him. He gave her
the shot, and then she picked out a bracelet for herself.

“There, we're al done.” He said as they left the medical room.

The next day, he went with Theresato collect more fish, thistime, in Colorado. It only took afew hoursto
collect dl the fish and wildlifein the hundred yards of river they walked. Five more trunk sized stasis
boxes were beamed aboard. Mid-afternoon, they were sitting at their tent relaxing. Theresa had been
thinking about moving to another stream for more. But at the moment, they were sitting relaxing.

“Can | ask you something?’ She said after a moment of silence.

“Sure.”

“The shot you gave us yesterday. It’ [l make our boobs bigger, won't it?”

“Uhm.”

“It's OK if it does. | wouldn’t mind some extra up top. | noticed that Susan looks a bit bigger.” Shetook his
canteen from his hand and set it aside. Much like Tabitha just the day before, she sat on hislap, thistime
sitting on both hislegs as she faced him. She held his face with both hands, and then kissed him.

“1 want you.” She said after her lips parted. “But I’m going to wait. Once we get to Zanthia, I'll find
somepl ace beautiful, and you and | will do it there.” And she kissed him again.

July 5

All had dept at the town-house overnight. All groggily stirred awake with the sound of Michagl banging
pots in the kitchen. Soon the breakfast aromas made all the girls stir. All had started noticing changesin
themselves, their appetites had increased and all had been complaining their clothes weren't fitting like
they should. Asthey sat around the breakfast table, Michael 1ooked at them all.



“Ladies,” He said after amoment. “I think we should take the next couple days off. You've all been
complaining about your clothes. So | want you all to go shopping. Go buy yourselves new clothes.”

“Can we take the car?’ Susan asked. She knew how much the mustang parked in the garage meant to him.
“Sure, go ahead, | can do some things on board if | need to.” Michael replied. They chatted as they finished
their meals. They realized they needed to stock up, so they started to plan. Michael noticed that as the last
month had gone by, al the women had become even more adept at planning for the trip and life on Zanthia
once they got there. They cleaned up their meal, and then Michadl drove the girls to their apartments while
Susan showered. Once he got back, he sat at the table reading through his notes. After afew minutes, Susan
joined him.

“You sure you don’t want to come adong?’ She asked.

“No go ahead, you girls have fun.” He replied.

“What are you working on?’ She asked.

“Oh, nothing important, just catching up on my notes.” He said pointing to his papers.

“Well, the girls are probably ready.”

“Already? | thought you women took forever to get ready.” He said joking.

“Not when it comes to shopping.” She laughed. She kissed him, and took up the car keys. “ See you later.”
“Seeya.” Michael replied, and she was out the door. A half hour later, he teleported up, and asked some
guestions, and started some of his plansin motion. He' d leave them to be surprises when the time was
right. The women came home late in the afternoon, each carrying two or three bags. They found him at the
dining room table sitting in front of his laptop

“Hey, looks like you had fun.” He said standing and giving Susan akiss.

“Oh yes, great fun.” She replied. She put the bags on the table, and the rest of the women added theirs.
“Thisisall yours?’ He asked Susan.

“Yup.” Susan replied.

“We cheated.” Theresa added. “We had the ship teleport stuff as we bought it.”

“We stocked up alittle. Most of what we bought is upstairs.”

Michadl, at first was astounded, but after a moment of thought reconsi dered.

“You'reright, of course.” He said. “| was preparing for sticker shock for awhile there. But then | realized
you'reright. You'll eventually need clothes for al the seasons.”

“Hard to get winter clothesin July.” Tabitha said. She looked at the computer screen. “What’s this?’
“Oh, | wasjust fiddling. | was curious to see what kind of population growth to expect.”

“Y ou showed thisto me awhile ago.” Susan said.



“| changed it alittle thistime. Before | was assuming al the ship’s cabins were full; thirty women.
Considering how difficult it has been to find ladies such as you to come along. | thought I’d only count just
you five. It changes the numbersalot.”

“Oh! | want to see.” Courtney added. “What are we looking at?’

Michael sat down and moved the cursor to the upper left of the spreadsheet.

“OK, thisis absolutely best case scenario. I'm assuming that each of you ladies has twins each year, every
year.”

“Best case?’ Susan asked.

“All right, how about ‘fastest growing case’” Michael replied. “Thefirst column istotal population, second,
adult men, third adult women, and the rest children from one to nineteen. Just for sake of numbers, | am
assuming that the women won't start having children of their own until they turn twenty. And finally baby
births will be half boys, half girls.”

He scrolled down alittle.

“You can see here, for the first twenty years, the population is growing at an even ten babies a year. And
we will have reached a population of amost two hundred.” Michael scrolled down to show years twenty
through thirty. “Now you start to see the population rate grow. As our children start having children of their
own.”

“WEe'll be grand-parents.” Jessica said.

“Scary isn't it?’” Courtney replied.

“So year thirty, we'll have a population of nearly five hundred. Wow.” Tabitha observed.

“Yes, your added fertility isn't agenetic trait. That won't be passed down to your children.” Susan said. “|
suppose some of it may linger, just like it does for people today.”

“Yes, | played around with this a couple months ago. And seeing the numbers skyrocketed, well, it scared
me. Talk about a baby boom.” Michael replied.

“Scroll down some more.” Theresa asked. Michad did so. “At year forty we'll have more than doubled,
twelve hundred, and year fifty, over twenty seven hundred.”

“It makes you think, there’s several billion on Earth now, the number of yearsit'd take.”
“l don't likeit.” Theresasaid. “Just twelve hundred peopl e after forty years.”

“Well, it'swhat we' ve got.” Tabithareplied.

“Just for fun, what if we could recruit more women, say five more?’ Jessi ca suggested.

“Hang on, let me...” Michael copied the spreadsheet to a second scenario, and changed the initial number.
The spreadsheet recal cul ated.

“That's quite a bit better.” Courtney replied looking at the numbers. “Population of amost a thousand by
year thirty, that’s ten years sooner.”

“So should that should be our goal?” Jessica asked. “Should we try to find five more women?’



“| think that should be possible, right?” Tabitha said. “When were we planning on leaving, anyway?’
“The million dollar question,” Michael answered. “I don’t know. What do you all think?’

“1 think we should wait until we have collected all the animals we can.” Theresa said.

“Well, at least al the ship can hold.” Tabitha amended.

“Ok, how long will that take?’ Susan asked.

Nobody answered.

“Well, now that we kind of have it figured out, and we work at it full time, we should be able to do better.”
Theresa said. “We have one storage compartment almost full now. And that’s only been afew months

work.”

“We could use afew of the unused cabinsfor persona storage. That’d free up a storage compartment for
you.”

“1f we' re converting cabins, could we use one for some treadmills or something? You’'re saying thetripis
three months? Without some exercise, we'll go bonkers.” Jessica added.

“Looks like along discussion for tonight.” Michael replied hearing his stcomach growl. “I think | should
fireup the grill.”

“Grocery shopping.” Susan said. “Jessicaand | are onit.” And she grabbed up the keys and they headed
out.

Theresalooked at the spreadsheet, reached for the mouse and scrolled up to the top. “Thisis the problem
right here.” She said highlighting the first twenty years. “The children won’t have kids of their own until
they’re twenty. There are no additiona adults for such along time.”

“Not much we can do about it.” Courtney said. “1 wouldn’t want to have babies until after | got there. And
we're going to be too busy with your collecting. And recruiting, it’sjust not practical.”

“Jessi ca brought up a good point though, what to do during the trip.” Tabitha said.

“Well, I think your shopping trips have just been expanded to include entertainment.” Michael said after a
moment.

“Movies.” Courtney said.

“Music and games.” Theresa added.

“Puzzles.” Coutney added.

“And books.” Michad said. “Good thing they have those electronic readers now.”

The summer progressed quickly. Michael and Susan spent the weekdays sampling on college campuses
while the rest spent the time and good weather collecting animals. By the end of the summer they had
sampled an additional two hundred people, but had found no additional recruits.

When the fall semester started, they turned their attention to the larger colleges. The number of samples
increased, but recruitment was slow. They eventually found that the smaller colleges were the best. The

bigger colleges were too large and too expensive for the type of young people they were looking for. The
smaller schools turned out to be much better. By Thanksgiving they had recruited five more women.



Thanksgiving
“| think we're going to have to slow down our sampling.” Theresa said.

They were all seated at the dinner table. Michael and Susan had hosted the holiday. Mary, the newest
recruit proved to be an excellent cook, and had worked all day preparing the feast. All the women chipped
in where they could. Michael, a self-confessed terrible cook, provided the muscle to mash the potatoes.
They had finished the meal and had yet to summon the energy to stand and move to the living room.

“At least until after the new year.” Theresa added after a moment.

“The number of donors will probably slow down until after the holidays.” Susan agreed.

“You're probably right. We have the week after next scheduled, but nothing after that.” Michael agreed.
“What about you?’ Susan asked. “Y ou moving south with the birds?’

“We'll need to.” Tabithareplied. “We'll need to get species from every climate, eventualy.”

“Well, thisis one bird past saving.” Jess said looking at the Turkey carcass. “Come on, |et’s get this
cleaned up.” They al pitched in and within twenty minutes the dishwasher was humming along on its first
load of the evening. Another bottle of wine was opened as al gathered in the living room.

They laughed and talked and drank the evening through. Michael sat in the middle of the couch, Susan to
his left, and Tabithato hisright. All the women were dressed nicely, ample cleavage on display by all.
Courtney was the smallest of thosefirst injected. He guessed her to be about a Double-D, though
considering how well stuffed her bra seemed, she should be wearing a Triple-D instead. Theresa and
Jessica, he guessed to be about E-cups, and Tabitha awell packed Double-E. Susan was the largest, for she
had a few weeks head start on the rest was recently outgrown her Triple-Es, and was now happy with how
her F-cupsfit ‘just about right.” At night when they made love, she would often tease him by saying, ‘ you
ain’t seen nothin’ yet.” Mary, Crystal, Erin, Dawn and Jessica (Jess to her friends, and not to be confused
with thefirst Jessica) had only just recently been recruited. They were taking a break from the studies, and
would betaking their final exams, and graduating soon. They hadn’t been given their shots yet.

“So, anybody have any Thanksgiving traditions or stories they want to share?” Michad said as he sat on the
couch.

“Well.” Courtney said after amoment. “Thanks-giving, it wasjust me and my Dad since aslong as| can
remember. My dad always tried to cook ameal. He wasn't a very good cook, but he could follow recipes.
He' d work all day on the meal, we' d put together puzzles or play games. Then we'd eat. He' d ways set an
extraplate for my Mom. ‘Sheis herein spirit’ he’'d say. Then we'd go through our lists. We kept alist,
during the year, whenever something good happened, we' d write it down. On Thanks-giving we' d read it.”

“That’s beautiful.” Jess said. “Y our dad sounds like agreat guy. | wish | had adad like that.”
“What was he like?’ Mary asked.

“1 don’t know. He bailed on my Mom before | was born. | never knew him. Mom said he was a good guy, |
guess I'll never know.”

“That’stoo bad.” Jessicasaid.
“1 don’t have any. Thanksgiving traditions, that is.” Susan said. She leaned back in the couch, and leaned

up against Michael. “I wasin different foster homes most of the time. They tried to make it like afamily,
but it just wasn’t ‘real’ you know? But | learned one thing.”



“What'sthat?’ Courtney asked.

“To appreciate what you have ‘right now.” Never takeit for granted.” The others in the room nodded. They
were all without close family, they had all learned that hard, hard lesson.

“So, it’ stime to get sappy. What are we thankful for?” Theresa said. Everybody moaned. “1'll start, I'l]
start, that’sfair right?’ Sheraised her wine glass. “ To my sister, we argued and fought growing up. But
you're my sister. And you’'re my family.”

“Thank-you.” Tabithareplied. “Y ou were aways big sister, after Mom and Dad, | would have lost it, if it
hadn’t been for you.”

“I"'m next.” Courtney said. “To you Michael, Theresa, Susan, Tabs, Jessica, you were there when | thought
| had lost everybody. When my dad died, | didn’t have anything. But you were there. My dad always said
‘family is what you make, not just what you’ re born with.” Thank-you.”

“We're all family now.” Jessica said.

“To the family we make.” Michael proposed.

“The family we make.” They all chorused back.

Asit turned late, the women took turns teleporting back to their apartments. No one was safe to drive.
Finally only Tabitha remained.

“1 suppose | should be going too. It’slate.” She was morethan alittle tipsy. As shetried to sit up she lost
her balance and half felt back onto the couch. She landed mostly on Michael.

“Ooph!” She moved a hand to get leverage, but placed it firmly on his crotch. “Ooh! Sorry, don’t want to
damage that!” She said, then giggled. She collapsed onto him again and kissed him firmly on the lips.

“Ahem!” Susan said after afew moments. She had been snuggled against him on the other side and
witnessed it al.

“Oh sorry.” Tabithasaid, but she didn’t remove her hand from his chest.

Susan’s reaction wasn't what Michael expected. She rolled her body toward his, brought one leg over his
and with her left hand turned his head to kiss him.

“Just let him come up for air oncein awhile, OK?’ She said after a moment.

Tabitharolled towards Michael and mirrored Susan’s position.

“Good advice.” Tabithasaid, then kissed him just as passionately. Michael, not believing his great fortune
was dumbfounded for afew moments, but then got into the flow of the passion. He wrapped his arms
around both women, and pulled them to him. He was rewarded with more kisses, and then ‘oohs’ as he
reached down and cupped both women’s buitts.

“You're minetonight lover.” Susan said as she kissed him.

“And mine tomorrow.” Tabitha said a moment later. She kissed him again, then struggled moved away.
She worked herself to standing. “1 better go before | get too worked up.”

Susan pulled away and stood, Michael stood too. Susan put an arm around him then pulled Tabithainto a
hug. She kissed Tabitha on the cheek. Then Tabitha pulled Michael into another full kiss.



“Try not to tire him out too much.” Tabitha said.

“No promises.” Susan smiled back. Tabitha reluctantly moved away, holding his hand aslong as she could,
then she signaled the ship and was tel eported to the apartment she shared with Courtney.

Once she was gone, Susan took his hand and led him to the bedroom. She turned to him, put her arms
around his neck and smiled. “Now, where were we?’

The next morning Michael awoke first. He knew Susan had afew more than usual, as did most of the
women, so as he showered and dressed he let her dleep. He finished dressing when she stirred.

“Good morning, how are you feeling?’ He said.
“A little hung-over.” She said. “But not too bad. Last night was wonderful.”
“Yesit was.” He said sitting the bed beside her. He |leaned over and kissed her.

She kissed him several times. “Y ou should head over to see Tabitharight away. Surprise her before she
wakes up.”

“That was uhm, interesting.” Michad said.

“It was fun.” Susan replied kissing him again. “1 don’t mind sharing you with the others. But | don’t see
any point to the whole ‘ménage atrois' thing. It must be aguy thing. There's only one guy, only one fun-
gun.”

Michael laughed, and Susan giggled.
“Now you better go.” She said.
He kissed her and stood, moved away from the bed and took out his communicator.

“Oh! Wait asecond. " she said whipping off the covers. Still naked, she hustled into the closet and returned
with abag. “These aretoo small for me now. Give them to Tabitha. She looks like she'll need them next.”

She stood back, put both hands above her head and shimmied back and forth. “Just areminder, big things
are waiting for you when you get back.” Then she put ahand to her temple. “Oh, moved too fast.” She
kissed him and got back under the covers.

Heteleported directly to Tabitha's bedroom. He found her till asleep, half under the covers, and at |east
topless. Her boobs were firm and stood proudly on her chest. He quietly put the bag on a nearby chair, and
undressed. He slid under the blankets beside her. Still in her sleep she immediately rolled towards him and
wrapped one leg between his. He slid one hand down her back to find her naked buitt, the other hand
cupped the nearest boob.

“Ooh!” she sighed “When did you get here?’

“Just now.” He said.

She kissed him, then straddled him. She rolled a condom onto him, then spiked herself on his manhood.
“Thisisthe best way to wake up.” She said. She lifted herself up, lowered herself and repeated. He held her
hips, while she steadied herself by putting her hands on his shoulders. Soon she was frantically pumping up

and down upon him. He held himself back as long as he could, the condom deadening the sensation. She
slammed down upon for her first orgasm.



“Oh God that’s good.” She panted in his ear. For his part, he let her rest just alittle while slowly moving in
and out of her. “Scoot up.” She said as she lifted herself off of him. He slid up so he reclined against the
headboard. She straddled him again this time holding onto the headboard. He held onto her boobs thistime
as she worked herself along slowly. “ Oh yes, suck my big tits. That feels so good.” She bit her lower lip
and held back a yelp as he took one nipple, suckled, then moved to the other nipple. She started rolling her
hips to maximize the depth of each stroke but soon she broke away from him and concentrated on riding to
another orgasm. Her boobs bounced frantically as she worked herself up and down as quickly as she could.
He couldn’t hold back any longer, he rocketed to orgasm, shooting his load into the waiting condom.
Tabitha could feel him exploding within her and crashed to her own orgasm. She collapsed on top of him,
his penis still buried within, and caught her breath.

“One day lover, we're not going to have a condom, and you’ re going to make babiesin me.” She leaned
back. “And these, are going to get even bigger.” She leaned forward and let him kiss and suckle her breasts
again. After afew moments, she relaxed and they enjoyed several minutes of kissing and cuddling. He
softened and eventually came out of her.

“| better get cleaned up.” She said. She climbed off and took a shower. She came out several minutes later
with her hair wrapped in atowel.

“Are you hungry?’ She asked. He swung his leg off the bed and sat up.
“Very. Susan decided to sleep in. Otherwise we would have had breakfast.”

“A little hung over?’ Tabithaasked as she dipped on some panties. “1 know the feeling. Get cleaned up,
and I’ll make us some breakfast.”

“Sounds good. Oh, Susan asked me to deliver these.” He handed her the bag of now too small for Susan
bras.

“Ooh!” she said looking into it, she pulled out alacy red braand held it up to her chest. “You like?’
“Very much.” Michad replied.

“Well, you’ re going to have to wait until later.” She said. “ Go shower. Wait.” She put the red braaside and
pulled awhite bra from her dresser. She put her arms through the straps. “ Strap me in first.” She said
turning her back to him. He strapped her bratogether, and before she had a chance to dismiss him, he
reached around her, grabbed her boobs, pulled her to him, and kissed her on the neck.

“All right, you' ve had your fun. Now, go shower.” She said laughing. He released her and took his shower.
After getting clean, he dressed and | eft her bedroom to find Tabithain the kitchen. She had chosen a
simple, though pleasingly tight t-shirt and blue-jeans. He sat at the table about to speak when the other
bedroom door opened.

“Tabs, white or black?’ Courtney said. “Eek!” Courtney had charged out of her bedroom wearing nothing
but a bra and panties. She was wearing white, but held black in her hand. She squeaked when she saw
Michael sitting at the dining table. Then she froze.

“Oh sweetie.” Tabitha replied when seeing Courtney standing there. “ Relax, you’ ve shown more wearing a
bikini.”

Courtney still looked nervous, but she relaxed alittle bit. Seeing her in her underwear, it was obvious she
had outgrown her bra.



“But it’s obvious you need some new bras. Come on, let’s find something that will make Michael’s eye
spin.” Tabitha said. She led Courtney back into the bedroom, and a few minutes|ater she returned. “I
thought she looked alittle overfull last night, but | didn’t know she had gotten so big.”

A few minutes |ater, Courtney came out of her bedroom. She was wearing blue jeans, and another tight t-
shirt. She had truly blossomed in the six months that he had known her. She seemed to bubble with life and
hope.

“What do you think?’" She said turning around.

“You get prettier every time | see you.” Michael replied. She blushed and smiled. “ So what’ s the plan?’
“Me and some of the others were going to hit the malls.”

“On Black Friday?’ Tabithasaid. She put a plate on the table. “It’s going to be chaos.”

“Oh, | hadn’t thought about that, but we'll be fine. 1’1l be fun.” They ate breakfast and Courtney said her
good-byes.

“So, what do you have planned?’ Michael asked.

“1 thought we' d hit some woods in Georgiatoday. It'1l be cool, but not too bad.” They teleported aboard
ship first, found a spot with no-one around, then teleported down with their equipment. It didn’t take long
to work through the birds in the immediate area. The scanner only had arange of about three hundred
yards. Within a half hour, they had collected al within the radius. Now they sat and waited for any other
birds to comeinto their area.

“1’ve got aquestion.” Michael said quietly.
“What's that?’

“These birds have alot bigger range than three hundred yards, | mean in their daily flying, they fly alot
farther than that radius, right?’

“Well, yea, they can fly a couple miles away from their nests. Why do you ask?’

“Because | think we'rereally limiting ourselves.” He picked up small rock. “ Thisisus.” And he put the
rock on the ground in the dirt. He picked up a stick and drew a circle around the rock. “ And thisisthe
range of the scanner.” He poked the ground far outside the circle. “A bird could have a nest way over here,
and only fly into our circle by sheer accident.”

“gyP

“Well, What if we were to put the scanner here.” He said pointing to a spot on the edge of the circle. “Then
collect, wait awhile, then moveit here, and repeat.” He pointed to spots al around the first circle's edge.
He drew anew circle twice as big asthefirst. “We'd cover this entire area.”

“You want totry it?" She asked.

“What have we got to lose, right?’ He picked up his hand-held GPS marked his current location as the
endpoint. He then took the scanner tripod and took off through the woods. When the GPS said he was three
hundred yards away from the starting point, he stopped, set up the tripod and switched it on. He found a
rock to sit on and he waited. It wasn't long before Tabitha called him on their radios.



“More birds are coming in.” she said. Another fifteen minuteslater she said that the collection had stopped.
“Move southeast and set up again.” He did so. For the next two hours he set up, waited, and moved onto the
next spot. He returned to the starting point and sat down.

“That was great.” Tabithasaid. “We nearly tripled the capture.” She picked up astick and poked a spot on
the edge of thelarger circle. “ Should we extend out another ring? How much area would that be?’

“Hang on, let me do the math.” Michael called up the calculator on his laptop and did the math. “ OK, first
circle has aradius of three hundred yards. For an area of two hundred eighty thousand square yards, give or
take. Second circle, 600 yards, isover amillion square yards. And third circle would be two point five
million square yards.”

“Let me check on something.” He said. He did some more calculating. “If my math isright acirclewith a
900 yard radius covers over 500 acres.”

“Wow.” Tabithasaid.

“1 don’t even want to guess how much walking that’d be, or how many places you' d have to stop and
collect.” Michad replied. “I think the mid-size circle should be enough.”

“Yea, you're probably right. C’'mon, we need to pack it in, it looks like rain.” Tabitha observed. They
teleported back to the ship and queried the ships computer. Soon little flying machines were being
produced, each the size of amicrowave, carrying the scanner, transmitter, and teleporter beacons. Once the
centra campsite was chosen, they’d fly out to form a grid, and the scanning/collecting would begin. Once
the collecting was done, everything would be tel eported back on board. Tabitha was excited by the idea,
but bummed that it would take a few days for al the machines to be built. None the less, she happily led
Michael back to her cabin for an afternoon of fun.



December 6th

It had been another long week of interviewing and sampling. Jessica and Courtney had volunteered to
handl e the front room, shuffling peopl e through the automated interviewers, and occasionally shunting a
promising candidate to the rear office where Michael and Susan handled the more in depth interviews.
They had collected over three hundred samples.

“That puts us at over 2000 women.” Susan observed as she watched the last of the interview stations
teleport away.

“And over 1200 men.” Jessica added.

“At least that's encouraging.” Michael replied. “I just wish we had found another teacher to make thetrip
with us.”

“Metoo,” Susan agreed as Courtney nodded. “We' [l manage somehow.” Susan volunteered. She had said it
several times over the last two months. All the women were getting anxious. With winter starting to settle
in, it was getting more and more difficult to keep their spirits up, no matter how much Michael tried to
encourage them. Jessicawas the only formally trained teacher among the travelers. All were intelligent, but
they knew being able to teach their children would be important. There was going to be a baby boom on
Zanthiathat Jessicaaone couldn’t handle.

“Well that doesit.” Susan said as they watched the last of the hardware be whisked away in a glow of white
teleporter light.

“Would you mind if | took adrive?’ Michad said. “I just want to see some scenery.” He too was getting
tired.

“Sure.” Jessicasaid. “I'll seethe candidate information is entered into the database.”

“1"m going back aboard; | want to work on my painting before | eat.” Courtney added. She reached for her
com-device, and both were quickly teleported away.

“You going to be OK?’ Susan added.

“Yea, I'll befine. The teleporter kind of takes the joy away from driving.” Michadl said. “I just want to
head out and drive somewhere.”

Susan knew he needed sometime alone. “Drive safe. OK?’ She kissed him as well then backed away.

“Seeyou in an hour or so.” He said. And she vanished as well. He picked up his briefcase, and headed out
to his car.

The mustang started instantly, and herolled out of the parking lot. Navigating the city traffic made him
regret his decision, but luckily it didn’t last long, and he soon found himself driving on an open interstate.
The suburbs thinned out, and soon he was enjoying the sun setting over the Tennessee scenery. After nearly
an hour he found he was a good distance from any major city. His stomach rumbled for his attention, and
he decided he'd try to find someplace to grab a bite to eat. None of the fast food places piqued hisinterest,
but he realized he’ d probably have to settle for it. He saw an exit sign and saw that there was a café listed
as afood choice. He thought to giveit atry, and switched on the blinker. A few miles off the interstate, was
asmall town, he drove down the main street and saw the “open” sign. He parked, grabbed his briefcase,
and headed inside.

Thefirst site that greeted him was the back of an incredible set of legs, a perfect butt, and what looked like
alean upper body. Long wavy black hair cascaded down most of the back, held together in a ponytail. The



waitress turned, and he was shocked at just how pretty she was. Deep dark eyes and thin arching eye brows.
She smiled awarm smile.

“Wow,” was al Michad could think. All the women on board were pretty, beautiful, sexy, seductive, in
any number of different ways. But this woman generated warmth he had rarely seen.

“Welcome to Joe's Diner.” She said.

“Thanks.” He replied. It was stereotypical small down café, a counter with some stools, afew tables
scattered around, and various local knick-knacks hung on the walls. The place was spotlesdy clean, and
also completely empty.

“Take any place you'd like.” She said getting a glass of water, and a simpl e two-page menu.

He had carried in the briefcase totally out of habit, and he felt it again in his hand. He chose atable by the
front window and sat down.

She followed him to the table, placed his water, and set up hissilverware. “I’'m Matilda.” She said, “but
most folks call me Mattie. Can | get you something to drink? Coffee maybe?’

He looked at her again. There was no wedding ring on her hand, or any sign she normally wore one. She
wore a simple blue and white checkered shirt and blue jeans, but she wore them well. As he had noticed
when he had entered, she was thin, but not unhealthily so.

“Uhm, It's alittle latein the day for coffee, do you have some lemonade?’

“Yes, I'll get that for you.” She smiled and walked away. He could see Joe in the back working away in
the kitchen, probably cleaning up from the day. Joe was an older man, probably in hislate 50s. Small, a
little portly, mostly bald, but he wasn’t aslob. The apron he wore was clean, as were his clothes. The
kitchen too, what he could see of it, was clean and organized.

“Here you go.” She said placing the glass on the table. “Have you decided on what you'd....”

She was interrupted with the sound of a beaten down pickup rumbling to astop in front of the diner.
“Oh dang it. Not again.” She said as she watched the young man get out of the truck and head for the door.
“Who'sthat?’ Michael asked.

“My ex-boyfriend. He won’t leave me alone. Every payday, he gets a couple beersin him, then he comes
and bothersme.”

“| told you | wouldn’t stand for any more trouble Mattie.” Joe called from kitchen.

“1 know.” Shereplied.

Before Michael realized what he was doing, he got up from the chair and moved towards the door. He
pivoted the ring on hisright finger and flipped opened the top. The ex-boyfriend had just entered and had
zeroed in on Matilda

“Hi my nameis Michael.” He said extending his hand. Almost instinctively the man took his hand to shake
it. Almost instantly the man stopped his forward motion as his eyes glazed over. But with the alcohol he

had been consuming, it would be hard to tell the difference.

“What's your name?’ Michael asked not taking his hand away.



“Ted.” The man said automatically.

Michael leaned in and whispered in Ted' s ear. “Ted, listen to me and do exactly what | tell you. Y ou will
apologize to Matildafor bothering her. Then you will leave, and never contact her again. Do you
understand? Y ou will not bother her in any way ever again. It'sthe right thing to do, and you know it. Do
you understand?’

Ted blankly nodded. Michad released Ted's hand and casually flipped the ring shut and returned it to its
normal position.

The drug wore off after just afew moments. It looked like Ted was thinking about something. Then he
cleared histhroat.

“1"m sorry for the trouble | caused you Mattie. I, | won't, | won’t bother you no more.” He said. Then he
turned and | eft the building as quickly as he could. They all watched as he got back in histruck and drove
off.

“Oh, wow.” Matilda said as Michael returned to his chair. “What did you say to him?”

“Just that it wasn’t right to bother you where you were working.”

“Well, uhm, thanks.” She said after amoment. “Ever since my dad died, | haven't been able to keep him
away. It'sjust me, and | can’'t do anything.”

“Don’'t you have any family that can help you?”’

“Nope, it'sjust me and my little boy Billy.” She replied. “But you don’t want to hear al that. Thank-you.
How can | repay you?’

Michael 1ooked at her, he held the menu in his hand, glanced at it, then looked at her again.
“First, you can tell me what’ s the best thing on this menu.”

She smiled. “That’s easy. The meatloaf and potatoes, and if you want to splurge, the cornbread is home
made.”

“That sound perfect. I'll havethat.” He said handing the menu back to her.
“Anything else?’ She asked.

“Yes, you can join me.”

“Uhm.” She hesitated.

“At least let me buy you a glass of lemonade.”

She bit her lip for amoment, then nodded. “OK, it’'s pretty quiet, and we're amost ready to close anyway.”
She wrote down the order. “1’ll get thisto Joe.” And walked away.

Michael watched her go afew feet, then opened briefcase, he retrieved his com-device and brought it to his
mouth and whispered. “ Anybody on board? | have a possible recruit. I'll feed in from my laptop.”

He set the com-device down, and opened his laptop. He opened it up, and opened the link to ship. The
camera started recording the chair opposite his, as he put areceiver in his ear.

“Hi Michadl,” he heard almost instantly. “Thisis Jess, you got alive one?’



Hetyped. “Yes. Can't talk.”

“OK.” Camethe reply. “We're gathering in the common room. Susan and Jessica are here now too.”
“Here you go.” Matilda surprised him. She set the plate in front of him. The aroma aone made his mouth
water. “Joe has a secret recipe for the gravy, and afew special ingredients in the meatloaf.” She then set
the side plate of cornbread. She then dlid into the chair opposite his.

“1"m not supposed to do this.” She said. “But we close soon. And | do owe you a favor.”

“She’s pretty.” Came avoicein ear.

“Thislooks really good.” Michael said. Hetook out his digitizer. Even though it looked like a camera.
“You're going to take a picture of the food?’

“Yes.” Michael responded. “ Sometimes | write critiques of places | visit. | put it up on a couple food-based
websites. And pictures are aways helpful.” He put the digitizer away, typed in some information into the
laptop, then put the | aptop aside.

“There, al done.” Hereplied picking up his fork and trying a bite. “Wow, thisis really good.”

“1 know its simple fare, but the people around town seem to like it.”

“1 can’t blame them.” Michael replied. “| was going to settle for some fast-food place, but I'm glad | saw
the sign for this place.”

“1 don’'t mean to pry,” Michael said. “But you said you had no family?’
“No, it’sjust me and my little boy Billy.”
“Billy?’ He asked.

“Well, yes.” She said. “He' sfour and a half.” Then she paused. “ Ted is his father. An accident on prom
night.”

“Oh, I'm sorry. | shouldn’t have brought it up.”

“It's OK. Ted shows up, just to make my life miserable.” She said. “I’ ve been fired from five different jobs
because of him.”

“Does he do anything with his son?’ Michadl asked.

“No.” Shereplied. “He doesn’t want anything to do with him. He held him once, right after he was born,
but he hasn't visited or seen him in years.”

“What about family?’ He heard in his ear.
“What about family?’ Michael asked. “ Surely you must have family around that can help you?”
“My mother died when | was alittlegirl.” Matildasaid. “So it was just my dad and me.”

“Jake was a good friend of mine.” Joe said as he walked up to the table. “He passed a coupl e years ago.
Since then my Mrs and me help where we can. My wife' s watching little Billy now.”



“And | work here.” Mattie added.

“1 want to thank you for that.” Joe said, gesturing toward the street. “ Ted' s anidiot. Has been al hislife,
but hisfamily never reined him in when he was growing up. Now he don’t know no better.”

“| see.” Michad was more than alittle surprised at the openness of these people, especidly Matilda. “I
haveto say, thisisreally good. | don’t think I’ ve had better.”

“Thank-you. | always could cook. Started in the Navy, then came here after | put in my 20 years.” He
turned to Mattie. “It’'s close enough to closing time. I" ve cleaned up the kitchen, just lock it up will you?”’

“OK Joe, | will.” Shereplied. He got up and headed for the door. He shut off some of the lights, flipped the
sign to closed, and locked the door behind him. He walked by the window and waved and disappeared
down the street.

“So tell me about Billy?’ Michael replied. Her facelit up.

“Good question.” He heard in his earpiece.

They talked for nearly an hour as he ate his meal. She talked him into some blueberry pie. And that too was
digitized. Finally, he could think of no more reason to stay. She cleared away the dishes, and showed him
to the door.

“1 know | shouldn’t ask this, but can | ask you afavor?’ She hesitated as she locked the door.

“Sure.” Michael quickly responded.

“Can | ask for aride home? I’'m afraid Ted might show up again.”

“It would be my pleasure.” He replied. He opened the car door and she slid into the passenger seat. He
slipped the earpiece into his pocket as he walked around the car and got behind the whedl. She directed him

to ahouse on aback street afew blocks away. He stopped in front of the house, and put the car in park.

“Thank-you again for what you did with Ted. Joeisagreat friend, but | don’t think he would have tol erated
another scene. You saved my job, at least for a couple more weeks.”

“If you don’'t have any reason to stay, why don’t you leave this place? Go someplace where you can start
over?’

“To be honest. I'm broke. | don't have a dime to spare on anything. Otherwise | would.”

“| see.” Michad said. He aready knew what he wanted to do, but he wanted to talk it over with the other
women before he acted.

“Thank you again. And if you' rein the area again, please stop by.”

“You can count on it. Maybe sooner than you think.” He replied.

“Bye how.” She said as she opened the door. He watched her walk to the door and unlock it. She turned
and waved. He waved back, and pulled away. He drove for only a mile until he was out of town before he
pulled over, shut off the engine, and pressed the transport button on the dash. He was greeted the instant he
stepped out of the storage compartment where his car was normally kept.

“Please tell us she can come dong?’ Susan asked.



“When | think of that little boy.” Jessica added. “We have to help them.” They climbed the stairs to the
common room where the rest of the women were gathered.

“We came as soon as we could.” Theresa said.
“Once she started telling her story, | just felt everybody needed to see this.” Courtney added.

“So you're all agreed?’ Michael asked. The women all nodded, they wanted to help Matilda and her son.
All wanted to invite her along.

The next afternoon, asmall contingent of Michael, Susan, and Jessicagot in his car and teleported back
down. They drove to Matilda' s house to find her outside playing with alittle boy. She waved as she
recognized the car come to a stop. Michael got out, and starting walking towards her, then Susan got out of
the passenger side. Matilda couldn’t help but be surprised when she took in Susan’s entire figure. Then
Jessicafollowed, and Matildawas doubly shocked. Even though both women were dressed down, clothing
couldn’t hide everything.

“Matilda.” Michael said approaching her. “ These are my friends Susan and Jessica. We're wondering if we
could talk to you.”

“Uhm, sure.” Shereplied.

“Isthis Billy?’ Jessica asked asthelittle boy came running up.
“Yes, thisis my son Billy.”

“Hi Billy. My name’ s Jessica, how are you?”

“Fine.” He answered.

“That’s anice bal you have there. Can you throw it to me?’ She asked. He looked at her, then cocked his
arm back and tossed the ball in her direction.

“Wow that’s great!” she replied. She took the ball and gently tossed it back to him. He ailmost caught it too.
“Nicetry.” And Billy laughed, and ran to pick it up. Seeing that Jessica had Billy occupied, Susan and
Michael turned their attention back to Matilda.

“Matilda.” Susan started. “Michael told us about your situation, and we want to help.”

“Uhm. OK.” She said. She gestured to apicnic table. “Would you like to sit down?”’

They sat and Michael started.

“First, | need you to promise me two things. One, what we are about to tell you is absolutely true, and we
ask that you keep an open mind. And second, you must absolutely promise not to tell anyone, absolutely
no-one.”

She looked at both Susan and Michadl skepticaly. “All right, | promise.”

“Good.” Michael responded. “It al started over sixteen months ago. | was assisting at an archeological dig
in the amazon.” He went on to tell the story how the ship transported him aboard, and the challenge he and

the other women had taken.

“We're hoping.” Susan said after Michael had finished, then paused for effect. “We're hoping you'd like to
come with us. Both Billy and yourself.”



“You're kidding me, this has to be ajoke.”

“Would it help you believe if we showed you the spaceship?’ Susan asked. “1 didn’t believe it at first
either.”

“Yea, like you can do that.” She said.

Michael 1ooked around the neighborhood. “If we could step inside for a moment?’

Matilda looked at him for afull five seconds, then answered.

“Fine. | don't believe you. But if thisis what it takes, we'll goinside.” Billy was laughing and having a
great time playing with Jessica, so Matildaled them inside. Once inside the door, Matilda turned and

looked at them. “Fire away, whenever you want to admit thisis al some sick joke, go ahead.”

“Teleporter for three please.” Michagl said into his com-device. And instantly the three were whisked away
top find themsel ves standing in the teleporter room.

“Please, let me show you something.” He added, holding his hand out to her. Matildawasin surprised
shock, but somehow reached out to take his hand. He led her forward to look out the bridge viewports.

“Michael tellsme | had the same look on my face.” Susan said reassuringly.

“Isthat?’ She asked, not taking her eyes away from the view.

“Yesitis.” Michael answered. “We're currently in stationary orbit above Chicago. Susan | are both from
there. Oh, and check this out.” He pushed a button and one view screen changed to zoomin on the
International Space Station. As they watched, the large solar panels rotated to catch more sunlight.
“Now do you believe us?’

“Thisisincredible.” Matilda said after afew moments. “1 don’t know what to say.”

“Billy is asking where hisMommy is.” Came Jessica s voice over the ship’s speakers.

“Oh | better get back!” Matilda said.

“We'll take you.” Susan said instantly, and they headed back to the teleporter room. Once back on the
ground, Billy appeased, they sat at the picnic table.

“S0,” Susan asked. “Now do you bdieve us?’

“1,” Matilda hesitated. “1 guess | have no choice.”

“It israther fantastic, isn't it?’ Susan replied. Matilda only managed a nod.

“What we offered istrue.” Michael answered. “ There's more to the story, but the short versionis, we're
going to re-colonize Zanthia. It'll be agreat challenge, a great adventure, and we're really, really hoping
you will want to come along and be apart of it.”

“1 can’t think of how you could have faked all of this. But | still can’t believe it either. It'salot to takein.”

“1 understand.” Michael said. “It took me weeks to realy start to wrap my brain around it and accept it as
possible.”



“Metoo.” Susan replied. “But it'samazing. To prove it to me, Michael and | flew the ship to Saturn,
around the rings and back.”

The remainder of the afternoon passed by quickly, Billy playing, while the rest talked. As evening
approached, they moved inside.

“Say.” Michael said during a pause. “I’m getting hungry. How about we show you something el se the ship
can do.”

“| could eat.” Susan replied. “Matilda?’
“Uhm, sure. I'm alittle hungry.”

Michael touched the com-device again. “Ladies, could you all teleport down some dinner? Say, something
[talian?’

“We'reonit,” came avoiceinreply, and barely three minutes |ater, they saw the first of several plates of
food appear on the dinner table.

“Oh wow.” Matilda said looking at the feast.

“Dinner time Mommy?’ He managed.

“YesBilly, dinner time.” And she put him in achair. Soon all were eating.

“Thisisall really good.” Matilda said after several minutes. “Where did this come from?”

“Remember me taking pictures of the food last night?” Michael asked, Matildanodded. “I cal it adigitizer.
It analyzed the food, and stored itsinformation in the ship’s computer. The ship can now create that exact
meal whenever someone wishes it. One of the things I’ ve been doing since the ship came to earth, is collect

al the different foods and meas | can manage. As| travel, | carry the digitizer with me all thetime.”

Asthe mea went on Matildawould ask a question, and the others would answer. Finaly, it was late, and
Billy was put to bed.

“We should be going too.” Jessicasaid. They put on their jackets for the walk to the car.

“I’ve got anidea.” Susan added. “Why don’'t you and Billy come on board tomorrow afternoon? Y ou can
meet everybody, and talk, and get to know us better.”

“That'sagreat idea.” Michael added. “Y ou can sleep on it tonight, and tomorrow, if you have any
guestions, we'll answer everything we can.”

“Uhm, OK. Sure.” Matilda answered. “How do |7’
“Oh!” Jessicasaid. She handed Matilda her com-device. “Y ou can use mine. Just push here and talk.”
“Now we better let you go. Don’t want to overstay our welcome.”

They left, got in the car, and drove out of town far enough to be undiscovered when tel eported back to the
ship.

The next afternoon, still wondering if Matilda would join them or not, Michael and Susan anxiously
awaited her call. Finaly at about 2:30, her voice came over the ships overhead speakers.

“Hello?’ She asked tentatively.



“We're here.” Michad immediately responded. “ Are you ready to teleport up?”’

“Not yet.” Matildaresponded. “I just got home from work. | need to get cleaned up, and get Billy ready.”
“Take your time, we'll be here when you' re ready.”

“Thank-you.” Came Matilda sreply. “I'll, I'll call you when I'm ready.”

“OK. Talk to you then.”

“OK. Good-bye.”

“bye”

“She still sounds nervous and scared.” Susan answered.

“| caught that too.” Michael replied.

“Then we need to make her feel welcome and wanted.” Jessica answered.

“Agreed.” Susan said. “and | think it’stime for a party.”

They all pitched in transforming the common room. Much of the furniture was removed to make an open
space. A buffet with snacks and drinks was set up on one side. They hung decorations, and started some

music playing. All was ready, when Matilda called again.

Michael and Susan and Jessica awaited her when she materialized in the teleporter room. She was holding
Billy in her arms. He looked around in wonder for afew moments.

“Hi Billy.” Jessicasaid immediately. “Remember me? We played ball yesterday.”
Billy leaned into his mother in afit of uncomfortable shyness.

“Welcome aboard, again.” Susan said. “We thought we'd throw alittle party. Come on.” And with that
they guided her out of the teleporter room and down the hallway to the common room.

All the women were gathered there, each smiling and wel coming. They even thought to wear nametags.
Soon Billy was squirming in his Mother’s arms, and she put him down. Jessicatook charge of entertaining
him, but she did not lack for volunteer assistants. They introduced her to each woman in turn, talking about
where they were from, what degree they had earned. Then as conversation opened to more free form, they
all talked about how excited they were about the trip, and what they hoped to do when they arrived. Asthe
hours went by, Matilda grew more and more comfortable with her surroundings. And Billy was quickly the
center of attention of all the women aboard.

As the evening continued on, Matilda was laughing and sharing stories of Billy's adventures. But the time
findly arrived when it was time say goodnight.

“So, what do you think?" Michadl finaly asked as they made their way to the teleporter room.
“Everyone’s so amazing.” She replied. Billy was holding her hand and walking beside her.
“If you don't mind, I’ll teleport down with you. | won't stay long. | just wanted afew minutesin private.”

“1"d like that very much.” Shereplied. They rematerialized in her living room and Matildatook Billy to his
room and put him in bed. After afew minutes, she came back out and sat in a chair across from him.



“1 haveto ask you something.” She replied. “Why? Why do you want me to come along? Everybody elseis
all educated. They have these big plans. What can | do?”’

“That's easy.” Michael said. “Everybody loves Billy.” Then he smiled.

Matilda couldn’t help but smile and laugh.

“Serious.”

“Serioudly.” Michael responded. “Everyone seemsto like you alot. While you were mingling, everyone
came to me and told me how nice you were. Everyone said how much they admired you, raising Billy by
yourself, holding down ajob. That takes alot of character, | like that, and so do the others.”

Matilda only sat in silence. After along awkward pause Michael had to ask.

“So what do you think? Would you like to come with us? Leave this world behind and take on the
challenge of traveling to a new one?’

“Yes.” She said after only a moment. “1 have very little here. Nothing is keeping me here.”

“Wonderful.” Michael said. He stood, and Matilda stood as well. Next he reached into his pocket and
brought out another com-device. “Thisis yours.”

She took the com-device.

“Welcome to the adventure.” He said. Then she hugged him. She held him for afew seconds, and Michael
couldn’t help but enjoy the feeling in return. She pulled away only far enough to look in his eyes. Then she
moved forward and kissed him. It felt wonderful. He felt his heart skip as he returned the emotion. The kiss
was acalm one, but in moments it escal ated to deeply passionate. They collapsed onto the couch asthe
passion soared. Then abruptly, she pulled away.

“I'msorry. 1..."

“It'sOK.”

“1 want to.” She replied back. “I1t’ s too fast.”

“1 know. There will be atime.”

She kissed him again, tenderly. “ Thank-you for understanding.”

“I try.” Michael replied. “Sometimes | even get it right.”

She laughed again and withdrew. They stood again, and she moved to him, thistimelingering in ahug. She
laid her head on his shoulder.

“So what do | have to do next?’ She said.
“Well,” he replied. “First you have to quit your job. Don’'t worry about finances, we'll make sure all your
bills are paid, then after the New Y ear, you'll pay your taxes like normal, then you'll ‘move away’. You'll

fall off the grid, nobody will come looking for you.”

“Just like that?’



“Yup, just likethat. We'll get you and Billy an apartment, like the rest of the girls. Then when it’ stime to
make thetrip, you'll just move out.” Part of him didn’t want to do it, but Matilda reminded him of aporn
cartoon he' d seen, even had the same name, he couldn’t help himself. Without her noticing, he flipped the
top of hisring open and pressed it against her skin. As she leaned against him, he reached into his pocket
with hisleft hand and withdrew the recorder. He placed it by her ear and played back the standard first and
second message, then proceeded to play the third and fourth messages as well. Thinking it over, he
replayed the third and fourth message each a second time. Then he returned the recorder to his pocket, and
took the ring away from her skin. She stayed in her arm a moment then spoke.

“1 want you to stay, but, | know you shouldn’t. And | have to get be at work tomorrow. I'll give Joe my
notice.”

“Isthat going to be aproblem?’ He said pulling away alittle.

“1 don’t think so. The other waitresses have been asking for moretime. | think Joe keeps me on as a favor
to my dad.”

“1 see. I'll stop at the café for lunch tomorrow, if that's al right?’
“You better. Y ou better visit alot.”
“1 will, we have alot to talk about.”

“Now, get going before | change my mind and do something foolish.” She kissed him again. Then again.
And athird time.

He pushed away, and stood only afew inches away from her. Then he stepped back and called the ship to
take him away.

When he returned on board Susan was waiting for him.

“Well?

“She said yes.”

The next few weeks were ablur for Matilda. Every two or three days, Michael would show up at the café.
Matildawas glad to see him walk through the door. Almost every night when she wasn't working, he and
sometimes Susan, would be at her house. Every day seemed like new questions would come up, but were
just as quickly solved. The rent on her house was paid. The billswere al caught up. And it was only a
matter of time. After the New Y ear, she stopped in at the café again and got her tax papers. She told Joe she
was moving away to a neighboring town, to get alittle farther away from Ted, and a new job. He was
happy for her and gave her a hug before she | ft.

She got home to finish her packing. Michael and Susan and Jessica helped her, and only a couple boxes
were remaining. They were beamed away and they stood in an empty house.

“Well.” She said finally. “That’sit. | guessit’stimeto go.”

They looked around the empty house. She called her landlord and told him she was | eaving the keys. He
wished her well, and she said her good-bye.

“Would you do the honors?’ Michael asked pointing to her com-device.

“Uhm, OK.” She pushed the button. “Uhm, five to teleport up please.” She said. They left the teleporter
room and wal ked down the hallway, the sixth door on the |eft had a new nametag beside it.



“Thisisyours.” Michael said, and pushed the button. The door did open and she entered to find afew
boxes stacked along one wall.

“Of course, you have your apartment too. | suspect you' [l want to spend most of your time there.” Susan
added. Matilda nodded and put Billy down.

“Y ou know, through al the excitement, | never asked, what am | going to do?’

“We've been thinking,” Jessica started, “and we realized for al of our planning, none of us have any
parenting experience. So you' re our resident expert.”

“And,” Susan added, “We redlized that we need to think about all the things we'll need once the babies
start coming. As you surely know, it’s one thing to get pregnant and deliver a baby. It's awhol e other thing
to actually raise the baby. So, if you're up for the challenge. That should keep you busy. Right?’

Matilda spied a box labeled toys, and opened it. Billy immediately set to digging out every toy inside, and
started playing.

“We'll let you settlein.” Michael said. “When you're ready, we won't be far, find me, we'll talk some
more, OK?’

She nodded, and they | eft the room.

A hour or so later, Matilda and Billy came into the common room. Billy was instantly approached by afew
of the women. He was alittle shy, but soon warmed up to them. Matilda found Michael sitting in a corner
reading a book.

“You moved in?’ He asked as she approached.

“Yes, I'll betripping over toys al thetime, but I'm OK with that.” She said. “I figured out how to adjust
the lightslow enough to act as night lights, so I'll be OK.”

“It’s only temporary. Think of it as a second home. As you know, most of your things are in your
apartment. We'll go there in afew minutes.”

He showed her to the ‘den.’

“We converted a cabin so we could have a quiet place.” Michael said. The room had a couch, and a pair of
comfortable chairs, and was decorated with warm browns. It was cozy and quiet. She could feel herself
relaxing quickly. “ Speaking of which, we can decorate aroom more appropriate for Billy. That' [l make the
trip go easier.”

After the door was shut, Michael turned towards her. “Y ou really OK? Remember, we can get you just
about anything you might need.”

“I"'m wonderful. Thisisstill so wondrousto me.” She crossed the room and into hisarms. Their lips met.
They kissed for several minutes, then moved apart. “ Sorry, got carried away there.”

“1 don’t mind you know.” Their lips met again. “But asmuch as |’ d like to continue, | did want to talk to
you.”

“OK, fire away.” She said asthey sat.
“Did Susan explain to all the medical stuff?’

“Shetried. But | don't understand a coupl e things. How can we get pregnant so many times?’



“Well, that’swhere | comein.” And Matilda giggled.

“Not that way.” Michael said.

“1 wouldn’t mind you know.” She said. “I thought you would have figured that out by now.”

“I.. 1 uhm.”

“Why don’t you go on.” She said trying not to giggle again.

“OK. On Zanthia, they figured out how to extend our life expectancy many, many years, and most of those
years we arein our prime for having children. | am told that some women were capable of having children
well into their 60s, even 70s and 80s.”

“Wow, | just can’'t imagine agrey haired old lady pregnant.”

“Then don’t, imagine a healthy 40-year-old. From what I’ ve been able to tell, most men and women in their
80swould look and fedl like we normally would in our early 40s.”

Matildatried to processthis.

“So, | have to ask you, one last time, if you really, really want to come with us. Once | give you the shot,
there’ s no turning back.”

“Don’t worry about me. I’'m hereto stay.” Shereplied dmost instantly. “But | do have one more question.
Everybody on board, well, they all have pretty big... they have big boobs.”

“I"ll have to plead guilty as charged. The shot | give women also can make their breasts larger. And | like
large breasted women.”

“And they al agreed to this?’
“Yesthey did. Do you?”’

“1 always wanted to be bigger than these B-cups.” Matilda said looking down at her chest. “My Mom was
good sized, | have her old wedding dress, but | never grew to her size.”

“See, here’ swhat makes you special. Most women, | give a generic shot, it growstheir breasts substantially
larger. But you, you can be any size you want.”

“Really?’

“Yes, redly, | kid you not. And there’s more, fertility. The shot will make the ‘normal’ pregnancy be twins,
not just one. Still game?’

“Susan told me al of this, but it was hard to believe. But | guess, here | am on a spaceship, orbiting the
planet, and we' re going to travel to another world. | should believeit.”

“So you want to figure out your new figure?’
“Uhm sure, what do | do?’

“We need to go to the med room. Y ou ready?’



“Sure, let’s go.” She and Michael walked forward to the med room. They entered, and Michael closed and
locked the door.

“OK, stand here, and don’'t move while | do this.” Matilda complied, and Michagl went to a console. A few
buttons later, Matilda was bathed in a purple scanning light.

“OK, you can move now. Check this out.” And he pushed a button. Matilda watched as an image, an exact
duplicate of her, appeared.

“Hologram.” Michael replied.
Matilda walked around the hologram to looking at it.

“OK, for modesty sake, let’s remove the clothesin favor of abikini.” And it happened as he pushed a
button.

“Now, Thisiswhat you would look like if I gave you the regular shot.” Her image changed, she couldn’t
help notice the larger, G-cup breasts on her image.”

“Wow, Those look great on me.”

“Now, about fertility. Just for fun. Thisiswhat you would look like, at full term, with one baby.” The
image shifted.

“Y eq, that looks about right, but | was fatter, when | carried Billy.”

“Benefit of the shot, weight gain other than needed for pregnancy itself isalot less. Susan even thinks they
solved all the swelling, and nausea associated with pregnancy. So weight gainis minimal.”

“Cool, morning sicknessisn’t fun.”

“OK, now here you are with twins.” And the belly expanded.

“Oh wow, that’ s amazing. But so big.”

“Y et another side effect, pregnancies usually go full term, no matter how many babies, speaking of which.
Quads.” And the belly expanded again. Even from the back her prominent belly spread out and was visible
from every angle.

“And for the fanatical, Octomom.” And the belly doubled in size again. The hologram’s expansive belly
was as wide as her shoulders, projecting up, down, out, and side-to-side. The hologram changed position to
lean back for balance.

“Oh my God! That’sinsane!” Matildalooked at al angles. “I’d be all baby-belly!”

“For the pregnant lover, it has a certain appea.” Michadl replied.

“You think thisis hot?’ Matilda asked astonished.

“Yesand no.” Michael replied. “For me, awoman is never more beautiful than when she is pregnant.
Creating life isthe most beautiful thing in the world.”

“You sound like you practiced that.”

“I've said it to every woman taking the trip with us.” Michael said. “So yes, I’ ve practiced it.”



“What about the ‘no’ part?’

“If awoman is miserable, if she can’t move and be active and enjoy being pregnant, she’s not happy. So
thereis athing astoo pregnant. And this, as extraordinary it looks, at least to me, looks too pregnant.”

Matildalooked at him astonished. “I don’t think I’ ve ever heard a man speak so passionately. It'sredly

“Well, I try.” Michael replied. “Now from atotally practical perspective, where we are going, octobabies
isn't practical. Look how many people Octomom had helping her. One baby is alot of work, as you know,
but eight? No, not practical. But, we also have to consider that we' re recolonizing a planet, we need people,
alot of people, fast. The population needs to grow fast enough so it can sustain itself genetically.”

“That's where the surrogacy comesin.” Matilda said.

“Yes, genetic diversity. That’s part of it, but that’s also where the twins factor in. Susan and | both thought
that twins wouldn’t be too bad. Still alot of work, but manageable.”

“If you stayed at home al day and raised kids, | suppose.”
“ Ok, so back to twins.” Michael said, and the holograms body returned to the twin look.
“Wow, that looks so small now.”

“Now, you said you' d like to be bustier. Are these big enough for you?’ Michael said gesturing to the
hologram’ s G-cups.

“Hmm. No, | think I'd like to be bigger. Can | see what I’ d look like with boobs the size of Tabitha s?’

“Sure.” Michael responded. It made sense, Tabitha was the second |largest woman on the ship. He pushed a
couple buttons. “There.”

“Wow, really big.” She said as she walked around her hologram double.
“Oh, if you want, you can step into the hologram, and get first person perspective.”

Matildalooked at him, then carefully put her feet where the hologram was standing, and literally stepped
into the image. She looked down at her bikini clad Double-Js.

“Oh neat.” Shereplied. “1 wish | could fed them, and feel how they moved.”
“Sorry, can’t help you there.” He replied, “ Y ou'll have to ask Susan and Tabitha.”
“1 don’t have to ask, Tabithais quite proud of her girls.”

“So you like this?’ Michael asked.

“I likeit.” Sheresponded. “I don’t love it. Bigger please.”

“If you say so.” Michael responded. And more buttons. “Thisis Susan’s size.”
“Yes, better. But bigger.”

“Really?’ Susan’s breasts were dightly larger than Chelsea Charms.

“1 know it’s not politically correct, but | want to bereally, really huge.”



“You sure?’

“Absolutely. Blow me up.” She said with conviction.

“Ok, here we go.” He pushed a button. “ Thisis double the mass.”

“Oh yea, so much better. But more.” Michael didn’t even respond except to increase the hologram'’ s breast
sizeto triple Susan’s jaw dropping bust size. The hologram'’s breasts now extended up and out, the
hologram’ s pregnant belly supporting much of it.

“Without the belly.”

“Oh, sure.” Hereplied. And the preghancy was removed. Now, the holograms breast extended down to its
waist, covering the entire upper torso.

“| gottado it, just to see, once more.” And Michael complied.

“Oh my God!” Matilda exclaimed as she walked around theimage. “| don’t think | could move with these.”
She stepped into the hologram again and looked down at herself. She tried to reach around the holographic
breasts and couldn't really do so.

“1 don’t think | could breast feed likethis.” Matilda said. “I kindalike this, itsjust so ‘out there,” but | think
| likethe last one better.”

“Let me back that down.” And Michael took the hologram back to the previous setting. “Y ou like that?’
“Yes, thisis absolutely perfect.”

“Well, before you commit, let’s make you pregnant again.” Michael said. She watched her breasts perk up
as the hologram’s pregnant with twins lifted in front of her.

“QOoh, thisis so hot. But | want to see the quads.” Michael looked at her, and pressed the button.

“Oh yea, | want this.” She said admiring her figure. She stepped back out, and |ooked at the hologram. “But
| don’t dare. Go back to twins.” And she watched as Michagl made the change.

“Yes, that's perfect. I'd redlly like the quads, but it’s just too much.”

“Ok, if you're absolutely sure.” Michadl replied. “Really think about it.”

Matildalooked at her hologram some more, walking around it several times. Finally she turned to Michael.
“Yes, I'm sure, thisiswhat | want.”

“Ok, let me do this.” Michael turned to the console and started the process, but then reconsidered. He
tweaked the fertility just alittle bit. Giving her alittle a better chance of having triplets, then pressed the
button. The machine chirped a moment later, and the i njection appeared in the dlot. Michael took up the
injector and turned to Matilda, she had climbed onto the med-table.

“Are you absolutely, positively, one hundred percent sure?’ Michael asked one moretime. “Last chance.”
“Doit.” Shereplied instantly.

“Ok.” Hereplied and gave her the injection. “Now, | have something new for you.” He turned back to the
counter, and retrieved the sample bracelets.



“Pick one.” And shedid. A few moments later, he held the finished customized bracelet in his hand.
“Thisisyours.” He said. “Which arm?’

She looked at the bracelet, and then held out her right arm. He put the bracelet on her arm. She saw her
name inscribed, and five jewelsimbedded just under it.

“It's beautiful.” Matildasaid looking at it.

“It'saso functional.” Michael replied. “First it has alocator beacon in it, so we can find you if we need to.
But you see these stones. These are actudly fertility indicators. They light up each day you' re capable of
becoming pregnant.”

“1 noticed al the women having them.”

“It was Susan’ sidea. She thought it’d be helpful for everybody.”

“So, uhm, how long?’ She asked.

“Susan said she started noticing a difference after four or five days. Y ou should probably talk to her if you
have more questions.”

“And what about?’ She ask holding her new bracelet.

“Oh, At least two cycles.” He said. “And then the genetic changes will be passed on to your children.”
Matilda only nodded. She pulled him to her. Astheir lips met, she wrapped her arms and legs around him.
He slipped one hand down her back and over her butt. She felt this and pulled her body up closer to him.
Her tongue slipped between his lips as he squeezed her body as well. She quickly started moving her hips
forward, as her kisses became even more passionate. Several minutes later, they finally broke apart. And

she relaxed back to sitting on the med-bed.

“We are definitely going to take this al the way, someday.” She said recovering her breath. “I promise you
that.”

“1 look forward to it.” He replied and gave her a quick kiss. “But | think we better be getting back.”

“Y ea, we better. Billy will be wondering where | am.”

February 25"

Susan and Michael sat at the restaurant. They were celebrating his birthday. All week 1ong she had been
hinting at his surprise present. And now they sat together in this beautiful Paris restaurant.

They quietly talked of the work all the women were doing. Most were actively researching and collecting
information onboard ship. Tabitha and Theresa were the most obvious exceptions. Even though they were
busy, they believed they would fill the cargo holdsin afew months.

Susan only smiled and laughed. She didn’t take any notice of the stares she was getting. Her enormous
breasts were on generous display. Firm and high, well over afoot of cleavage projected from her ribcage,
her saucer sized areola barely covered by the red spaghetti string dress she wore. There was no possible
way to cover any type of bra under the backless dress. She didn’t need one.



When the dinner was over Susan called the waiter over for the check.
“It's Michagl’s birthday today.” She said handing the waiter a credit card.
“He' s going to be avery lucky man tonight.” She added with a purr in her voice.

They left the restaurant and found a cab. Once alonein their hotel room, their lips met in a passionate kiss.
Clothes were removed and soon Susan was on the bed, ready for the sexua pleasures she had been building
up to the last few days. She pressed her body against his as they kissed. Passions increased as his hand
roamed her body. He could feel her upper leg over his, and bent hisleg up between hers. He slid his hand
up to the side of her breast.

“Oooh” she purred. Unlike the first time they had made love, she could feel her passions rising from his
touch on her breasts. She had become so sensitive, she could induce multiple orgasm just from stroking
their sides.

“Make loveto me.” Shesighed.

Michael kissed her and started to retreat, he reaching for his pants to retrieve a condom, when she stopped
him.

“Not tonight dear.” She whispered, only to be met with a questioning look. “Not ever again. Tonight, we
make a baby.”

Shetook his hand and pulled him to her. As shelaid back, he covered her. She spread her legs beneath
him, reached down and guided his member into herself.

She hadn’t felt this for months. Ever since the shot, they had always used a condom. Not wanting to
become pregnant too soon. But now she was ready and willing to start the family, HUGE family, they were
both hoping for. He did into her alittle at atime, knowing she preferred it slow and gentle at this stage. A
few inchesin, he stopped, pulled out alittle, and then back in alittle further.

“So good.” She sighed again. Already she was in adreamy state, her instincts taking over. He pulled out,
then back again, each time sinking deeper and deeper. Finally he was totally buried, and she wrapped her
legs around him, fully ready to continue. His strokes continued, and her breathing became pants of ecstasy.
It wasn’t long before her body started shaking around him. He felt the vibrations along his shaft as her first
orgasm of the evening.

“Don’t stop.” She managed after amoment. “Please don’t stop.” And he continued on. Even though her
womanhood was clenching around him astightly as her orgasm could make her, she was well lubricated,
and he continued to move in her. Her body continued to shake and he could feel her clenching again.

“OO0O0H!" she mewled. “So fast, so hard.” She whimpered. He continued on. Again and again, orgasm
rippled through her, and he could not hold back any more. He felt the energy rising within him, and soon he
pushed himself as deeply into her as he could, and rel eased.

“Ah!” Shecried. “Feel.. Fedl.. feel youinside.. fed it in me!” She panted as he pumped his sperm into her
fertile womb. Once he was done, he collapsed, barely managing to move to her side. She was panting as
well, hardly moving while she tried to catch her breath.

Finally after several minutes she spoke.

“That wasincredible lover.” She managed. “Make a baby sex is the best.” She managed to turn to her side,
and kisshim. “1 could feel you inside me. | could feel you cuming inside me. It wasincredible.”



He managed to pull her closer and kissed her again. He brushed some hair away from her face, and moved
his hand down her body, over her shoulder, and finally resting at her waist. She snuggled her head down
and closed her eyesto relax.

“Michael,” She spoke softly. “Do you want aboy? Or agirl?’

“It doesn’t matter.” He replied just as softly. “Aslong as he or sheis healthy, | don’t mind either way.”
“And besides, we can have more.” She half chuckled.

“Thereisthat.” Hereplied.

“Thereis something we do need to talk about.” She opened her eyes to look at him. “I want this baby, or
babies, to be born on Zanthia.”

“Metoo.” Hereplied. “So | guess, we' re kind of locked in. We'll have to leave in the next few months or
so. March, April, May, June, July...Assuming you' re pregnant, the end of July you'll be five months aong,
three for the trip, and a month to get settled once we arrive.”

“So no later than the first of August?’

“Agreed, no later.” Michael said. “It'sjust that....”

“What?’

“1 just feel like we need one more. But | can’t put my finger onit.” He replied.



April 1st

Susan awoke and stretched. She enjoyed the comfortable bed. She loved sleeping naked. And she loved the
loving she and Michad shared the night before. She was only five weeks along, her stomach along way
from starting to bulge, but she rubbed it with her hands anyway. She moved to the bathroom and showered,
relishing the soap on her body. She pulled on some shorts and sat down at her table. She brushed her hair,
then examined her breasts in the mirror. They had become even firmer as they expanded, milk glands
enlarging in preparation of feeding the babies she carried. Her areola, once a medium dark color had
swollen and turned adark, dark red. Her nipples had gotten dightly larger, now fully as large as the end of
her pinkie. They were thick, and nearly always firm. She brushed her hand across her areola and felt the
excitement shoot through her body.

“And way more sensitive.” She said to her reflection. “Asif | needed it.”

She smiled to herself. She was tempted to go back to bed and pleasure herself, but she had alot of medical
documentation to go through. Instead she reached for her clothes. She opted for a bratoday, then pulled on
panties. Next came the light sweat pants, and t-shirt.

“The biggest boobs on the ship.” She said twisting her torso side to side just to watch them bounce.

Susan first went to the bridge. She never tired of the view. Usually one or two women would be up here
reading, or just enjoying the view of Earth floating below. But today it was empty. She then went aft to the
common room. A few of the women were there, either eating a meal or taking care of little Billy. He had
single handedly captured every heart on board. She absent-mindedly rubbed her stomach again, then made
her way to the food dispenser. She took her meal and sat down next to Tabitha and Theresa.

“What brings you on board?’ She asked.

“Showers.” They both said laughing. “And the food.”

Both had been busy collecting samples and were getting to a point where they had filled al the storage
units. They were nearly finished with their list of ‘first priority’ collections, and were now working on
‘second priority’. The holds would be filled in another month or so.

“Has Michael said anything yet?’ Theresa asked.

“Nothing.” Susan said. “But we can't sit herein orbit too much longer. Michael promised me my babies
would be born on Zanthia, so we can’t wait too much longer.”

“And remember, he said he wanted us al to be preggers before weleft, so we have to get busy.”
“Have you decided on adaddy yet?’ Susan asked.

“1 dtill want my quarterback.” Tabitha said, then added alittle giggle.

“Is Michael going just to decide? How are we going find out who we get?’ Theresa asked.

“1 don’'t know that either.” Susan replied.

“Whereis Michael anyway?’ Tabitha asked again.

“He's down below.” Susan answered. “He promised Matilda another shopping trip.”

“What for thistime?’



“Toys for Billy. For when he's older.” Susan replied. “ She's going to work on clothes next.”

“1 hope they’re going to digitize everything.” Tabitha said. “The holds are almost full.”

“ She promised she would.”

“So, | haveto ask.” Theresasaid. “How big is she?’

Susan |ooked down at Theresa's breasts. Like most women, Theresa carried apair of Double-Gs. Susan had
gotten used to the larger breast size on all women. Theresa, at 5' 7" had become “normal” looking. Her
‘little sister’ Tabithawas larger, carrying Double-J cups.

“Oh, I'd say around an E-cup, maybe double.”

A few hourslater, on the planet below.

Asin the past, Michael and Matilda were placed in a secluded parking lot, Michael started the car and
drove afew blocksto their destination. Transporting directly into a store was possible, but always risky.
Michael insisted on them being low-key. They had spent the last few hours shopping the biggest toy store
in the Chicago area. They had slowly worked their way up and down each isle. Carefully looking over
every toy, scanning and digitally recording many of theitems. In the end, Matilda had bought a few
hundred dollars of trucks and tractorsfor Billy to play with. They had stuffed them into the car’s trunk and
were about to leave when Matilda put her hand on Michadl’s.

“Can we go to you place? The town house?’

“Uhm sure.” Michael responded and started the car. Half an hour later they pulled into the otherwise empty
garage and the door shut behind them.

“So.” Michae said. “Comeonin.”

They walked into the home and Matilda sat down on the couch.

“Come, sit down.” She said patting the cushion beside her. “1 want to snuggle for awhile.”
Michael sat down and relaxed, Matilda curled up in his arms as he leaned back.

“This feels so good.” She sighed after a moment. After afew minutes Matildafinally took a deep breath
and started to talk.

“| really asked you along so | could talk to you.” She said quietly.
“OK.” Michad said.

“1 can’t thank you enough for choosing me to come along with you. It means alot to me and Billy.” She
raised herself up, gave him akiss, and settled back down again.

“1f you hadn’t come to the diner that night, we'd still be there. We had no future. My life was going
nowhere.”

“You’'ve been awonderful help with everything. While all the others are thinking about their professions
and all the grand theories, you' re keeping us grounded. That means alot.”

“Thanks, | want to be more than the only mom with previous experience.”

“Everyone has been so glad you’ re coming along. And they all just adore Billy.”



She kissed him again, then looked into his eyes. “Uhm, | know thisis asking alot, but | have a huge favor
to ask.”

Helooked at her. “| ah.. OK. What' s the favor.”

“Well, uhm, | want to keep apromise. And | need your help.”

“1 don’'t understand. Why don’t you just start from the beginning?’

Matilda slid down and laid her head against his chest.

“OK, I'll try. You met Ted, Billy'sfather.” Matilda started out after a moment.

“Yes.

“Well, Ted and | were high-school sweethearts; Cheerleader, football player, the whole thing. We dated,
for acouple years, sex was OK. Frankly, for big guy, he's not much of a‘big’ guy, if you know what |
mean.”

She laughed alittle.

“But till, it was OK. | got pregnant the night of our senior prom. | wanted him to wear protection, but he
didn’t have any. We took the chance. When | first found out | was pregnant | was scared, but | ‘just knew’
everything would be wonderful. Ted said we'd get married, and everything would be great. We started
planning awedding after graduation. Ted said he’' d get ajob, and we'd settle down. To his credit he found
work and he started right after graduation. Anyway, wedding plans continued, and as my belly started
getting big, Ted kept pushing back the date. Finally he pushed it back until after the Billy was born. When
Billy came everybody seemed happy. Ted wasn't there for the birth. Looking back | should’ ve known
something was wrong back then. He did finally show up late the next day. He said he' d been working hard,

and alot of overtime. He held Billy, and | thought everything would be wonderful.”

“After | got home from the hospital with Billy, | started looking at wedding plans again. Asthe days went
by, Ted continued pushing the day back. Finally, | got so upset, | decided to go to his place.”

“Uh-oh.. | think | know where thisis going.” Michael said.

“You guessed it.” Matilda said, “I was so hurt to find him with another woman. At least it wasn’t anybody |
knew. At least it wasn't any of my friends. | don’t know how | found the strength, but | told him to never
cal meagain, and | walked out of there. Every time he would stop by where | worked, he' d cause a scene.”

“I"m sorry.”

“Don’t be.” She said shifting around to look at him. “Because of al that, it was easy for me to leave
everything behind when you asked. It was getting hard to keep him away after my Dad had died.”

“I"'mglad | could help. Y ou’ ve been wonderful to have around.”

“So, there you have my story.”

“1 wish it could have been better. But | can guarantee, he'll never find you.”
“1 know. But I’'m not done. | need to tell you about the promise.”

“Ok, I'm listening.”



“Right after Billy was born, | was still in the hospital. | was feeding him when Ted came in. Anyway | was
holding Billy and | told him that someday, he would have a little brother or little sister. | promised him that.
Cometo think of it, Ted was in the room at the time, and left right after | said it. | think Ted was scared to
death of being afather, and the thought of having more helped him run away.”

“Then you're in theright place. Y ou can have al the children you want, and they’ll be Billy’s brothers and
sisters. Well, half-brother and half-sister.”

“That' s the problem. | don’t want him to have a half-brother or a haf-sister. | want him to have at |east one
full blooded brother or sister.”

“Oh. That means..”

“Yes, that means I’ d have to go back with Ted.” Shelooked him in the eye. “And | don’t want to go back
there. | don't love the man, and | won’t have sex with him, just to get pregnant again. The only man | want
to have sex with is you.”

‘1.

She planted her lips against his for severa seconds before pulling away.

“1 know I'll have to surrogate my share of babies. But | want to carry your babiestoo. And | made a
promiseto Billy that I'd like to keep.”

“So you want my help doing?’ Michael asked the open-ended question.

“1 want your help getting me pregnant with Ted's sperm.” Matildasaid. “That’s all heisto me, asperm
donor. But | thought you could get his sperm like all the other men’sand | could get pregnant that way.”

Michad |ooked at her afew moments. He saw that she was serious. It wasn’t such afarfetched idea; Ted's
sperm would be just as useful as any other.

“| can’t see why we can’t do that. It wouldn’t be too much trouble at all.”
“Really?’ She kissed him deeply again. “Can | ask you something else?’
“Sure.”

“Canwedo it right away?’ She asked. “It’s been three months since you gave me that shot.” She showed
him her bracelet, the fourth diamond glowing brightly. “Right now, I'm perfect. Can we go right now?”’

“l can’t see why not.”

“How can | thank you?’ She said. “Y ou do remember me saying | wanted to carry your babies... | promise,
and | keep my promises, I'll carry as many of your babies as you want, whenever you want.” She kissed
him deeply again, rubbing her thigh against his crotch.

They kissed for afew minutes then calmed down again for awhile.

As helaid there he enjoyed the feel of Matilda' s body against him. While Susan, Theresa, and Tabitha all
had more curves than a country road, Matilda' s long body exuded sensuousness. She moved with agrace
that many of the other women did not possess.

“I"ve got anidea. Or rather, I’ve got afavor to ask of you.”

“Anything, you know that.”



“OK, as you know, | collected eggs and sperm from alot of people. Well, | also collected DNA samples
from afew, uh, older women, that | admire. They were beautiful in their day, and even now many of them
have a grace younger women just don't. The ship’s computer said it would be a simple matter of placing
that DNA in awoman’s egg, and starting the process of creating a baby with the same DNA as the donor.”
“You mean aclone.”

“Yes.” Michadl replied. “1 was wondering if you'd like to be a part of that process?’

“Y ou mean, donate an egg, carry the baby. Everything?’

“Yes.” Hereplied.

“Who are some of these women?’ Matilda asked.

“Let'ssee.” He said. “ SophiaLoren, Rachel Welch, Ann Margaret, Ursula Andress. One of the women |
have samples from is Julie Newmar, she was the cat woman on TV’ s batman. A very elegant, and
intelligent woman, I'd like to see her young and beautiful again.”

“With huge boobs, of course.” Matilda chuckled.

“Well, bigger, anyway.” Michael said with a bit of asmile.

Matildatook her hand away and unbuttoned her blouse, she shook it off one shoulder, then undid her bra
hooks.

“1"m bigger than my Mom now. When | got old enough | thought I’ d get boobs like hers, but didn’t. And
when | got pregnant, | thought for sure I’d get bigger.” She pulled the scrunchee from her ponytail and
worked her hair free. She guided his hand to her breast.

She kissed him again as she felt the passions rise. She opened her mouth dightly, and pushed her tongue
againgt his lips. Passions heated up quickly as she pressed more of her body against his. After atime, they
separated. She sat up and finished removing her shirt and bra. She looked at him, then quickly stood and
dropped her pants.

“Matilda.” Michael started.

“1 know. | could get pregnant and we can’t do that thistime. In the meantime...” She moved down his body
and unzipped his pants. She worked his penis free and started stroking it. She then straddled his body and
lowered herself until abreast was at hislips.

“1 know my boobs aren’t as big as Susan’s.” She kissed him. “But they're all yours.” She enjoyed the
sensation as she felt him take her nipple into his mouth. She stroked his hair as she felt her pulse quicken.
He had one hand wrapped around her lower back while the other found her free breast.

“Ohyea,” she cooed. “Oh so good!” The passion continued to build. Suddenly Matilda pressed herself into
him tightly and shook through an orgasm.

“Wow.” She sighed as the wave of pleasure ebbed. “ Orgasm from boob-play. | can't wait to have you
inside me.” After amoment she added. “I’ ve wanted you from the moment you walked into the diner.”

“Really?’ he asked as pleasure built.

“Ohyea. It was lust at first sight. Now, it sfull blown love.” Before he could respond she kissed him again.
She pressed her body fully against him as she ground her thigh into his crotch.



Michael slid one hand around to her waist, shelift her body as she felt him dlide it under her panties.

“Oh yea, do me good.” She panted, she parted her legs slightly as he moved his hand lower. His hands
found her wetness, and pressed one finger into the crease. She moaned in response, and started moving her
hips back and forth. Soon he had a second finger deep within her as his pam rubbed against her clitoris.
She moaned and ground her hips against him faster and faster.

Orgasm after orgasm overtook her and after several minutes, she finally collapsed on top of him.

“OK. You have aded.” Shesaid after afew minutes. “I’ll carry the clones. As many as you want. But on
one condition, every clone pregnancy is followed by one of yours.”

“Uhm.” Michadl couldn’t believe his ears. Before he could respond she did her hand down his pants.

“And | want thisinside me as often as you can manage. Pregnant women can often be very, very horny. We
need as much loving as our man can give us.”

Michael only nodded and kissed her.

“I"ll do whatever | can to keep you all happy.” He smiled.

“1 know you will.” She said and snuggled down beside him again. After afew moments she spoke again.
“Can | ask you something?’

“Sure.”

“Will my boobs redlly get as big as we planned?’

“Pretty sure, it seemed to work on all the other women.” Michael said. “Why having second thoughts?’
“Oh no, not at all.” Matildareplied quickly. “And the fertility part, will | always have twins?’

“Not ‘always'.” Hereplied. “Twinswill be ‘normal’ for you. But you could have singles or triples or more
too.”

“Cool. | hope | have twins more often. Tabithaand | have a bet.”
“Redly?’

“Y ea, who can have the most babies. | actually think all the women are thinking about alittle friendly
competition.”

“Really? That's amazing.”

“Don’'t be fooled, we women can be pretty competitive sometimes.”

“I'll have to remember that.” He looked at the clock at the wall.

“| redlly hate to break the mood, but if we' re going to visit Ted, we should probably get going.”
“1 know.” She sighed. “If you don’t mind, | need a shower.”

“Go ahead, | don't mind at all.”



“Good.” She said getting up. “Asmuch as| like our time together, | don’'t want to go out smelling likeit.”
She went to the bathroom and returned later clean and dressed again. She handed him her bra.

“Keep this, it's getting too small anyway.” She kissed him. “Now, you need to shower t00.” She went back
into the living room. He watched her turn on the TV, then went for his turn under the water. After they
cleaned up, they went back out to the garage and got in the car. As Michael reached for the button, Matilda
stopped him.

“1 meant what | said.” She said quietly. “I do love you. All of uswomen love you.”

“l... I don't know what to say.” He responded.

“You don't have to say anything.” She said. She kissed his neck, then laid her head on his shoulder.

Michael communicated with the ship, and soon they found themselves on an empty road in rura
Tennessee.

“It looks like spring isn’t far way.” Matilda observed |ooking out the window.

Michael started the car and started driving. She directed him to Ted’s place. They drove past it once, then
went around the block and parked up the street.

“You sure you don’t want to come along?’ He asked her.
“I"'msure. I'll wait here.”

“OK.” He took the sampler from the briefcase and walked to Ted's house. He knocked, and Ted opened the
door. “Hello Ted, remember me?’

“Uhm, yea, | think so, Matilda' s friend. How is she doing?’

“She’swell. Do you mind if I come in?’ Ted moved out of the doorway and Michadl camein. “Your wife
home?’

“No she's at work. Should be home any minute now.”

“Good.” And Michael reached out and took his arm. He had flipped the ring inward and opened the top.
Ted' s eyes glazed over. “Ted you will listen to me and do exactly what | tell you. | want you to go over to
your favorite chair, sit down and get comfortable. Close your eyes and fall asleep. Y ou won’t wake up
unless | wake you. Now go.”

Ted wordlessly moved to arecliner, sat down and closed his eyes. Immediatel y he started to snore lightly.
Michael thought, at least it wasn't aloud obnoxious snore. He quickly moved in front of Michael, and used
the sampler. He finished entering Ted’ s name and information then sat there looking at Ted. A part of him
wanted to inflict some kind of hurt on the man. He saw a picture of Ted swife, arelatively pretty woman,
if sort of plain; nowhere as stunning as Matilda, but pretty. He thought of several options from him having
sex with Ted' s wife to making her become a baby making nymphomaniac. Finally he stopped his thoughts
of vengeance. Enough was enough.

“Ted, wakeup.” Hesaid.
“Uh? What?' Ted said started. “1’ m sorry shouldn’t have fallen asleep. Why isit you stopped by?’

“Only to give you a message. Matilda's doing fine, and she doesn’t want anything from you. She hopes
someday you' |l be happy.”



Michael started moving towards the door, and Ted followed him. “Well, that’s awful nice of her. | didn’t
treat her as good as | should have. Tell her I'm sorry. And hope she'll be happy too.”

“1 will.” He stuck out his hand and Ted shook it. “Now | really better get going. Gotta get to Nashville yet
tonight.”

“Thanks for dropping by.” Ted replied. Michael nodded and stepped out the door. He walked down the
street and got into the car.

“You doit?’ Matilda asked.

“YesMa am.” Hereplied as he started the car. He drove away, and in a few minutes they were alone again,
and beamed back onboard the ship.

“Comeon, | think it's high time we start you on that promise.” Matilda smiled, and made their way upstairs
to the main deck and found Susan.

They found Susan in their room, the door held open, sitting at the desk reading something on the screen. “|
hope you' re refreshing your memory on how to artificialy impregnate women.”

“Uhm, no, cancer research.” Susan said. “Why?’

Michael showed her the sampler in her hand. “Matildais ready to get pregnant, and here’ s the donation to
doit.”

Susan’s eyes light up in excitement, “All right!” She jumped up and gave Matilda a hug. “ Come with me.”
She led them across to the med-room.

“Just lie down.” She said patting the bed.
“Dol?

“Get undressed? Oh no, just unbutton and unzip you jeans.” She took the sampler from Michael. “Y ou need
to step outside so we can have some privacy.”

“He can stay.” Matildasaid. “I don't mind.”

“As you wish.” Susan turned back to the counter worked a few buttons, and then looked at the screen.
“Well, ssmpleisviable. I'll just store thisin case more is needed. Then alittle herein thislittle gizmo, you
know we really need a better name than gizmo. Now we open you pants up alittle.” She spread the flaps of
Matilda's jeans, and placed the device on Matilda s lower belly. It wasn't very big, about the size
paperback book. “Now, just relax, take slow even breaths.” Matilda bit her lower lip in nervousness, and
tried to comply. Susan pressed a button and alight started a strobing green. “It’s calibrating, finding your
egg.” Then thelight stayed solid green. “And there, it’s found it, and teleported the sperm around it.” The
light stayed solid for a nearly a minute, then flashed rapidly a dozen times, and went dark.” Susan removed
it. “There, al done, fertization confirmed. Y ou can button up now.”

Matilda buttoned up her jeans and sat up, while Susan put the device away. Susan turned back to Matilda.

“Now you aready know the drill, nothing crazy, we'll keep an eye on you for a couple weeks, make sure
everything is OK.”

“Thank-you.” Matilda said and gave Susan a hug. “This means so much to me.”

Susan returned the hug. “Y ou’re very welcome.” She looked at Michael. “ So does this mean I'll be using
that gizmo again soon?’



“Absolutely.” Michael responded. “We agreed we' d leave no later than August 1%.”
“What's August 137" Matil da asked.

Susan patted her own belly. “Michael promised I'd deliver these on Zanthia. So we'll have to leave before
August to get thereintime.”

“So you're?’ Matilda asked.
“Yes| am. So | guess welcome to the club.” Susan replied. Matilda smiled and hugged her again.
April 2nd, the next mor ning.

The buzzer woke Michadl from a sleep. As he stirred Susan rolled away from him. He rolled over to his
side of the bed and pressed the button.

“Yes.” Hesad.
“Comeon’ get up. We gotta be there before sunrise.” A woman's voice replied.

“OK, OK. I'm up.” He said, and released the button. He sat up and took a shower. He went back into the
cabin and dressed.

“Where are you going today?’ Susan asked.
“1 don’'t know. That's up to Tabithato decide.” Michael said. “ She's the expert.”

“And super horny.” Susan said. “If you don't let these women get pregnant pretty soon, you'll find yourself
strapped to a bed while we take matters into our own hands.”

Susan pulled the blankets away, her enormous breasts fully exposed. She put hand on each breast and
pushed them up and together.

“That actually sounds fun.” She giggled. “Now come here and kiss me goodbye.”

He bent over the bed and gave her a quick peck, then started to move away, but she grabbed his arm.
“That’s not akiss.” She pouted.

He sat on the bedside and bent over. They started kissing passionately, then he reached for her breast. He
didn’t haveto reach far, as large as she was, he would have to try hard to touch anything but boob flesh.
Once his hand found an erect nipple he moved his lips to the other breast and started suckling. In moments
she was sguirming in orgasm after orgasm. She collapsed in exhaustion as he stopped.

“That's akiss!” she breathed.

“| better get going. Tabitha's probably pacing by now.”

“Go have fun.” Susan said and relaxed alittle.

Michael stood but a hand held his.

“And Michadl.” Susan said. “Make sure to kiss her afew times, will you.” Emphasizing the word ‘kiss.’

The surprise on his face was obvious.



“Serioudy?’

“Absolutely.” Susan said. “Maybe afew orgasms will take the edge off.”

“So where are we headed?’ Michad asked as he came into the transporter room.

“Alaska, here's your coat.” Tabithasaid and step onto the pad. Michael followed.

They rematerialized on atree filled hillside overlooking alake. He couldn’t see anything but a few stars.
“What timeisit?’ He asked in awhisper.

“Just after 5:00 AM.” Tabithareplied just as quietly. As she said this another transporter beam deposited a
camoflauged shelter. Beside it were a dozen small containers. Michael recognized them as small cryogenic
containers.

“You wanted eagles.” Tabitha said opening the flap for the shelter. “We' re here for eagles.”

Michael went inside and fastened the flap closed behind them. Tabitha set up what |ooked like powerful
cameraon atripod, then plugged in a connection to a monitor while Michael set up asmall lantern for bit
of light, and spread a blanket.

Tabithajoined him on the blanket.

“Now we wait for sunrise.” She said.

“We can find something to do while we wait, can’t we?’ She said and pulled him to her. She laid back and
beckoned him for another kiss. He leaned down and kissed her full on the lips, then took a breast in hand.

Like Susan earlier, they were very hard to miss. Once locating a nipple, he pulled his lips away.

“Thisis part two of what Susan thinksis agood kiss.” A bit of nibbling, alittle licking, and alittle suckling
had Tabitha squirming in pleasure.

“1 like how you kiss!” She panted, then shook with an orgasm.

After several minutes of additional cuddling, the communicator chirped.
“Yes? Michael replied after activating it.

“How are things going Sis?’ came the voice of Theresa.

“Good.” Tabithareplied. She looked outside. “The sun is up, and the birds are coming in.” She replied
seeing hundreds of bald eagles perched on the trees bel ow.

“Great to hear, good luck.” Theresareplied. “Later.”
Tabithafound her shirt and pulled it on.

“| better put these away. Or else | might start that baby whether you want me to or not!” Then she laughed
and shook her breasts back and forth for emphasis.

“1 can only say one thing.” He replied reaching for his shirt. “I have to be the luckiest man on this planet.”

“You got that wrong.” She replied looking through the sight finder. “Y ou’ re the luckiest man on two
planets.”



“1.” Michadl started, then paused. “I don’t have anything to say in response.”
“Good.” She said. “It’ stime to work now. Check this out.”

Michael ooked at the monitor. Pictured was ateenage bald eagle. Its head had yet to turn white, but it was
magnificent none the less.

“Beautiful.” Hereplied. “But he’ s not bald.”

“Bald eagles don’t turn bald until they’ re adults. Which takes afew years. So this oneis ateenager. Perfect
for our needs.”

Tabitha pressed a button while Michael 1ooked at the monitor. Instantly a small cloud of dust appeared
around the eagl€’ s head. The sleep agent took effect and the eagle’ s head drooped. Another instant later, the
eagle disappeared and was in the shelter with them, peacefully asleep.

Tabithalooked the bird over.

“Oh yes, anice specimen, probably afemale.” She observed. “Get a cryo box.”

Michael quietly stuck his head outside the shelter, and dragged a cryo chamber into the shelter. Tabitha
attached a small locater beacon to one leg, and a small diagnosis scanner to the other. She carefully placed
the bird in the cryo chamber, sealed it, and pressed a button. She moved back a couple feet and the cryo
chamber disappeared in a sparkle of light.

She went back to the viewfinder looking for another bird.

“This portable teleporter is adream. Makes bird capture so easy.”

“How do you know that bird was afemale? And why young adults?’

“Females are larger than the males.” She replied without taking her eyes from the viewfinder. “ Teenagers
will be ableto adjust the easiest. With adults, we don’t know if we're getting both mates of a pair. We

don’t know if we' re getting an adult that’s too old and cannot have young.”

“1 see. I'm glad you know these things.” Michad said setting up his own stool and starting to look out at
the lake through binoculars.

“Ah!” Tabitha exclaimed. “ Another candidate.”

Michael looked at the monitor and watched the capture process again. Once the bird was in the shelter with
them, he could see this was smaller than the first.

“A male? He asked.
“Probably.” Tabitha agreed. And in momentsit too was safely in a cryogenic sleep.
“So when we get to Zanthia, will we be able to rel ease them?”’

“Not for acouple years at least.” Shereplied. “ Eagles are mostly predators, usually eating fish. We have to
let the fish population build up first.”

“That’s where Theresa comesin.”

“Yup.” Tabithasaid. “ Say, I’ ve got a question.”



“ ShOOt."

“When are the rest of women going to get pregnant?’ Shereplied. “I’'m more than ready. And | heard about
Matilda.”

“Assoon as | can figure out how to be fair about it.”

“What do you mean?’

“Matilda was aspecia case. The donor was her ex-boyfriend. She wanted Billy to have full-blooded
brother or sister. As for therest of you, well, some women have asked for the same sperm. | almost regret
that trip to Hollywood.”

“Oh, that’s easy.” She said. “Just have a drawing. Like concert ticket sales.”

“So | put numbersin ahat, and have each women pull one out?’

“Yup. And whatever the order, that decides who getsto pick.”

“That's agreat idea. Everybody will be on board tonight, we'll have the drawing tonight.”

“Whileyou’re at it, you better start |etting some of us actually get pregnant, and decide when we'll |eave.
Theresaand | will have the holds filled in a few weeks.”

“Susan said the exact same thing this morning.”
“Oh, | have afood request.” Tabitha added.
“OK... What isit?

“Candy bars.”

“You'rekidding.”

“Nope serious.”

Later that afternoon

“It looks like we' re done for the day.” Tabitha said asthe last of the cryo-boxes disappeared in the
teleporter beam.

“Do you think any more birds will come?”’

“Probably not.” Tabithareplied. “I think we caught all we' re going to on thistrip.”

With that she sat down on the blanket beside him. The day had warmed their shelter enough that their coats
weren't needed. She reached for the bottom of her shirt and pulled it over her head. She laid back and
stretched.

“We've got alot of time before we need to be back on board.” She giggled. “Now come here and kiss me.”

Dinner that night

Everyone was nearly finished with their meals when Michagl finally cleared his throat.



“OK. | promised I'd tell you what these chips mean.” He said. “Y ou all took one red and one blue chip
right? Well, everybody has been asking when we're leaving for Zanthia. And the answer is as soon as
everyone here is confirmed pregnant.”

That got an intake of breath, and he could see they were all about ready to ask questions. He held up a hand
to silence them.

“The blue chips and red chips are numbered. The blue chip is the order of pregnancy attempt.”

“] got al1!” Theresasaid excitedly. She had been sitting across the table from him, explaining her day’s
collection of animals.

“And the red chip determines the order in which you will choose your donor.” And everybody started
taking at once. He had to clear histhroat to get their attention again.

“Susan and | have been talking about it, and here’ sthe deal. Once you choose the donor, he's yours
exclusively until you're sure you’ re through with him. Let me explain. As | promised, your first pregnancy
will be from your egg. But we thought it’d be nice if you had the choice. If you want, you can choose to
have more children from the same donor. Susan thought, and | agreed, that it would only be fair to you if
you wanted your children to have siblings.”

“We'll till have to be surrogates as well.” Susan added.

“Now, | will ask this for whomever hasthe last red chip. Those of you before her... PLEASE be as quick
as you can deciding.”

“Istrading allowed?’ Tabitha asked.

“Uhm, sure.. if you want to trade chips, | can’'t see why not.”

“Great.” Shesaid. “I’ve got anumber 3 red chip, and a number 4 blue chip. If anybody isinterested in
trading, see me later.” Talking started again amongst the women. She |eaned across the table alittle. “| told
you thiswas agood idea. But | didn’t think of blue chips.”

“That was my idea.” Matilda said. Billy was playing with a car and truck beside her.

“OK, I'll bite, why?’ She answered.

“Susan’s dready pregnant. So she'll deliver first. But can you imagine the confusion, and the work, if all
therest of us delivered all at the same time?’

“And you know we would.” Theresasaid. “We would need alot of help.”
“ S0, we spread conception out over a couple months.” Matilda said. “ Those that deliver first get help from
therest. By the timethe last of us deliver, thefirst can help. Trust me. | had a good friend help me after

Billy was born, | would’ ve been lost without her.”

The chatting between women continued for alittle while, but it didn’t take long for most of the women to
go back to their cabins and start looking through the donors again.

A couple hours later, Theresafound Susan and Michad sitting at atable in the common room.
“Mindif | join you?’ She said.

“Sure, pull up achair.” Susan replied.



“1"ve been thinking, and I’ ve got an idea.”
“OK, shoot.” Michael said.

“Nope. Not until | get apromise from you.” She stated. She was met with aquestioning look. “If my ideais
agood one, you have to do me afavor.”

“Uhm. It depends on the favor, but if it’'s do-able, probably yes, sure.”
“You'll likeit, trust me.”

“What, theidea?’ Susan asked. “Or the favor?’

“Both.”

“Ooh, intriguing.” Susan smiled. “Ideafirst.”

“Simplereally, we adopt afew girls from orphanages. Maybe seven or eight.”
“Why?’

“Easy,” Teresasaid, “we get some girls maybe ten or twelve years old. Take them with us. They'll be old
enough to help with the babies, and in afew years, they can start having babiestoo.”

All onboard talked about it for a few minutes, and al agreed it was worth pursuing. A plan was sketched
out. Michael and Theresa would travel below, and with Michael’ s help, they could quickly get through the
any paper work. Young boys and girls, after they get older, are rarely adopted. Susan had spent her teenage
years in foster homes, she knew they could probably find children. They agreed that for each child they
adopted, an adult woman would have to be willing to be a guardian.

“S0,” Susan asked. “What's the favor you want in return?’

“Well.” Theresareplied alittle hesitant. “Y ou know the shot you gave me when we came on board? | want
another.”

“What?" Susan asked.

Theresa cupped her breastsin her hands and pushed them up. “1 know that shot made my boobs grow. Just
like therest of us. | want a booster shot. | want bigger boobs.”

“Areyou serious?’ Michadl asked. “Why?’

“1"ve always been the big sister, or the ‘little’ big sister. Tabitha was always a pretty girl, and when puberty
hit, she got lots more boobs than | did. She was aways getting the attention from the boys. Whenever |
brought home a boyfriend, he'd look at her once, and | knew it wouldn’t be long before we' d break up.”
Michael and Susan only listened.

“So when you gave us our shots, you only reinforced the big boobed blond by making her way, way
bigger.”

“But you' re a beautiful woman.” Michael replied. “One of the smartest | know too.”

“Thank-you. | know you mean it.” Theresareplied. “But thisisfor me. | want to be the big sister, both in
age and boobage.”



“Are you absolutely sure?’ Susan asked. “Have you really, really thought about it?’

“Yes. | was going to come to you earlier. That’s why |’ ve been working so hard collecting so many
animals. | thought if | worked really, really hard, | could ask.”

Susan looked at Michael and smply said. “Do it.”

Theresa smiled and was about to respond when Tabitha walked into the room.

“Hey, there you are.” She said.

“The ship’s not that big. Not too many places we can go.” Theresasaid kidding alittle. “What’s up?’

“Well, it's my turn to choose adonor.” Tabitha said display her red chip with the number three on it. And |
was wondering if you might want to do some trading.”

Theresalooked at her chips, she would be the last person choosing her donor. But she had a number one
blue chip. “Y ou want to trade both?”’

“Yup.” Tabithasaid. “ Courtney chose Brad PFitt. Like that was a surprise. And Jessi ca chose Johnny Depp.
And | know just how much you drool over George Clooney, so | thought we could work adeal.”

“But you'll have to wait.”

“Don’'t worry about it. Why do you think | made sure Michael interviewed the quarterback for our college.
He's so cute”

Theresalooked at Michael who nodded, then slid her two chipsto her sister. “Thanks sis.”
“So you for sure want George?’ Tabitha said giving her chipsto Theresa.
“Uhm. Sure.” Theresa said blushing.

“Good, I'll tell Dawn, so she can choose.” Tabitha said standing. “| sure hope the others have choicesin
mind.” She added brandishing her red chip. Then she left the room.

“So | takeit | get that favor?” Theresa asked.

“You seem sure.” Michad said. “So why not.”

“Good.” Theresasaid. “No time like the present. Come on.”

“G0o.” Susan said. “I’m going to get a snack and turn in. Theresa, don’t keep him dl night.”

“l won't. | promise.” She said, and Michadl followed her forward. He noticed there was no one around until
he got to the medical room. Matilda and Billy had aready gone down to their apartment, Billy needed
space to run and play, and the ship wasn't very big for alittle boy.

Theresa sat on the table and removed her blouse.

“It’s only a shot, you don’t need to be topless.” Michadl said.

“1 know. But | want you to get agood look at the ‘before’ boobies.” She said smiling.



Michael pushed the ‘lock’ button by the door and moved to her. She wrapped her legs around his as their
lips met. She ground her still clothed crotch against his. She could feel his thickening penis against her
thigh.

“Hmmm.” She said breaking away. “We have to continue thisin my cabin.”

“Definitely.” Micheal answered. He pulled himself away and turned to the computer console against the
wall. In afew moments, there was a hum, and he turned back to her with the injector.

“This should make you the same size as Tabitha.” He said approaching.
“No.” Theresa said holding up her hand.
“No?’ Michadl asked. “Having second thoughts?’

“No.” Theresasaid. “I’m not having second thoughts. | want you to give me the same shot you gave
Susan.”

Michael was stunned into silence.

“1 want you to give me the exact same shot you gave Susan.” She repeated.

“Do you know what that’ll do?’

“Absolutely.” Theresasaid. “It’ll give me huge boobs, and increase my fertility.”

“You don't understand.” Michael said. “Everybody’ s fertility is increased. Do you want to take that even
further?’

“So what were you going to give me?’

“Just the breast growth.” Michael answered.

Theresa thought about it a moment.

“Do it anyway.” She said. “ Triplets or quads could be fun.”
“But why?’

“Because | want to be special.” Theresasaid. “| want the history books on Zanthiato talk about me. | want
history to know me as one of the people who did the most to repopulate the planet.”

“Well, OK.” Michad said. He put the injector aside and went back to the console. A new injector, loaded
with the new dosage was produced in moments.

“Last chance.” He said holding the injector an inch away from her arm.
“Doit.” Theresa said without pause.
“Here goes.” He said, and pressed the injector to her arm. There was sting and a hiss, and it was done.

Immediately, Theresa pulled him close again. She pressed her tongue between his lips, and slid one hand
down his shirt to his pants.

“Thank-you.” She panted. “Let’s go to my cabin so | can thank you more fully.” She pulled him behind her
to her cabin next door. Once inside, she pushed him onto the bed. Still topless, she quickly pulled off her



shorts and climbed on top of him. She straddled his face, while she leaned forward to free is manhood.
Once free, she took him into her mouth. She spread her legs apart, lowering her hips, as Michael started
applying histongue to her womanhood. It wasn’t long before the excitement got to both of them and they
relished the orgasms they shared. She only paused a moment to collect her breath. She turned around and
faced him. She moved down between his legs and knelt over his penis again. Thistime she engulfed it
between her breasts. With a hand to each breast, she nearly covered it within her cleavage.

“When my tits get really huge, I'll really be able to give you a great titty fuck.” She panted. “Please
promise me when I’'m pregnant, you'll fuck me. | know | can’t right now, but | want you inside me so bad.”

“| promise.” Michad gasped. “I'll.. Ungh!”

Theresa pressed her breasts together, fegling his sperm splash against them. After she was confident he had
finished, she pulled her breasts apart and used it as alotion, rubbing it into her jugs as she moaned in
pleasure. She dived back onto him for athird hel ping.

“My belly is going to get so big.” She said coming up for air. “Imagine how horny I'll be. You'll have to do
me doggie style. Just pictureit. My huge tits, getting bigger with milk, my belly huge. And you can come
in, and slide right into me. Just think of that, over and over.”

She bent back down and found his penis as fully erect again. She fondled his balls with one hand, stroked
his cock with the other, while sucking the top few inches with her mouth. Soon she was rewarded with
another copious load. She swallowed it down then fell limp beside him.

A minute | ater, she had caught her breath, she got up and took a quick shower. She returned to the bed and
snuggled up against him. One hand did down his stomach and started stroking him again.

“1 want to make sure you’'re warmed up for Susan.” She said quietly. In response he moved his free hand to
her breast. She sighed in response.

“Just think, in afew months, we'll be able to do more than just this.” She kissed him deeply. He had
reached near firmness. “Come on. I’ [l walk you back to your cabin.”

They left the bed and Theresa bravely walked out into the hallway and crossed to his cabin door. Michael
only shook his head in astonishment and joined her. She pressed the door button, and kissed him.

“Have fun.” She whispered as their lips parted.

“Thanks.” He smiled back. Then entered his quarters. Susan was still awake waiting for him.
Theresawaved at Susan, who waved back, and the door slid shut. Theresalooked down the hallway and up
towards the bridge. Seeing nobody, she crossed to the medical room. She quickly entered and found the
two injectors. She put the empty injector in the recycler and held the unused injector in her hand.

“| better not.” She said after afew moments, and put it into the recycler.

April 3rd, The next morning

Theresawas dressed in a nice pantsuit as she entered the common room and got her food. She got her
breakfast and joined Michael and Susan at their table. Most of the other women had tel eported back down
to their apartments to continue their research, or in many cases, shopping.

“1 knocked on Tabitha s door, she didn’t answer.” She said sitting down.

“She and Courtney are in the amazon today. Trying for some of those big blue parrots.” Susan said.



“Ah, those are so beautiful, | hope she gets some.” Theresa responded.
“She said she'd take any parrots she can find.” Micheal said. “ According to her, she’s amost done.”
“ She was aways more fascinated with birds than | was.” Theresareplied. “ She loves them so.”

“So why the civies?’” Susan asked. They had taken calling clothing they’ d normally wear on the surface
below as‘civies.”

“1 made a call to an adoption agency, Michael and | have an appointment in an hour.” Theresa said.
“Oh!” Susan replied. “You work fast.”

“Haveto. When | called them, it could take months before we actually take custody of the child. I'm sure
Michael will be able persuade peopleto speed up the process. But it will take timeto find some girls.”

They chatted afew more minutes while they ate then Michael excused himself to change.

“| hear you're going to be avery, very big girl.” Susan said. Theresa smiled.

“1 hope you don’t mind. When | seeyou, | just can’'t help but want to be huge.”

“1 don’t mind. The sex is mind blowing. You'll find out soon enough.”

Another woman, Jessica, approached.

“Yes Jess?' Susan asked. Jessica brandished her blue chip. “I’ ve chosen a donor Susan.”

“Redly? Who?’

“Timothy Dalton.” Jess replied with a blush. With her tall frame, long black hair, and jutting breasts, she
could easily have been a bond girl. She had actually financed her way through college doing modeling
work.

“Nice choice.” Theresasaid. “That meansits Tabitha' s turn.”

“Do you think she still wants that football player?’ Susan asked.

“She always was a sucker for the jocks.” Theresareplied.

“Uhm Susan?’ Jess responded brandishing the red chip, it had a‘two’ onit.

“You ready?’ Susan replied.

“Soon.” Jess replied blushing. She showed them her bracel et, no stones werellit. “ Any day now.”

“We'll have to wait for Tabitha.” Susan replied. “I don’t know how soon she’'ll be ready. I'll contact her.”

“You better not.” Theresareplied. “ She'll drop everything and come back. Wait until she comes back on
board.”

“OK. You're her sister.” Susan said. “Besides, | doubt she'll force you, or anybody to wait.”

Theresa displayed her own bracelet, the fourth stone shining brightly. “Her and | are usualy in sync. |
doubt you'll have to wait long.”



Jessica smiled with excitement.

Michael had just stepped into the common room as Susan and Jessica left. He wore a nice casua suit and
made hisway to her.

“So dear are you ready?’ She said. She slipped a wedding ring onto her finger and held one out to him. He
took it and put in on hisring finger.

“Let’'sgo.” Hereplied. They made their way down one deck and to the forward hold where his car waited.

The ship teleported them, car and all, under an overhang afew miles from their destination. Michael started
the car, took directions from the GPS and the found their way to the adoption agency. Michael retrieved his
briefcase from the back seat, and they went inside. They found the receptionist, and took their seatsto wait.

After afew minutes, the receptionist called their names.

“Thisway please.” She said. She turned and led them down the hallway. She led them to a doorway,
knocked, and opened it.

Whatever they were expecting, Kristine O’ Hara definitely wasn't it. The woman wastall and lean. She had
some mix of Polynesian and oriental features. She had long black hair, so black and straight it sparkled in
the light. She came around the front of her desk and held out her hand introducing herself. Michadl and
Theresa shook her hand.

“So | understand you' re looking to adopt.” She said gesturing to aloveseat near her desk. She picked up a
clipboard and sat in anearby chair.

“Yes.” Theresasaid. “We're hoping you can help us.”
“As you probably know adopting infantsis along process.”

“Weredlize that, but we were hoping to adopt a child that was older.” Michad said. “Frankly, | don’t know
how good I'd be with an infant.”

“| see. People usually want infants, for obvious reasons.” She started. “I’m sorry, | just assumed....”
“That's perfectly understandable. Might | ask you something?’ Theresa said.
“Of course.” Kristine replied.

“How did you come to be here?’ She said. “Pardon my bluntness. Doing thisjob must be rewarding, but |
doubt it pays well.”

“My parents died when | was 13.” She said. “I had no other family. | became award of the state. | was
taken in by awonderful set of foster parents. They tried to find families that would adopt me, but | was too
old. So | grew up in foster homes. | went to college, got a sociology degree, and took this job on purpose.
There are so many children out there needing good homes.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?’ Theresa asked.

“No | don't.” Kristine answered. “They see my girls and leave.”

“Your girls?" Michael asked.

“Yes, | foster three young girls. Boyfriends don’'t want to get involved with that.”



“That'stoo bad.” Theresasaid. “You're avery beautiful woman.”

“Thank-you.” Kristine replied. She glanced down at Theresa’' s ample bust line, then looked back up.
Theresahad to blush alittle.

“So we're here to adopt, and we want to do so as quickly as possible. By summertime, if possible.”
“Y ou mentioned adopting an older child?’

“Actualy,” Michael said. “We represent ten women, many are willing to be a guardian and mentor to a
young girl. We'd like to adopt several girls, between 10 and 13 or so.”

“Several?’ Kristinereplied. “That's highly irregular.”
“1 can understand.” Theresareplied. “But al of us are very serious. We're al college graduates with good
careers ahead of us. We know we're not the typical candidates for adoption, but we believe we can provide

well for young girls that would be forever stuck in foster homes.”

Such a passionate response, Kristine was stunned. Then spoke. “I understand. | wish more people shared
your thoughts. | know what it’s like to grow up in afoster home. Let’s see what we can do, all right?”’

They discussed things for afew more minutes while Kristine took notes.

“Let me enter some search criteriainto the computer and see who we can find.” Kristine said. “But | can
tell you, thethree girls| foster areideal.”

She went back to her desk and sat down at her computer. She printed alist then stood.

“Let me pull their files, | will be right back.” She crossed the room and | eft.

Theresa put her hand on Michael’ s arm as they watched her walk out the door.

“1 don’t know what you’ re thinking, but sheis definitely coming with us.” She said as soon as the door
shut. “She's like a supermodel. She doesn’t have much in the way of boobs, but we can change that. Can
you imagine her with boobs like mine? Or as big as I’ m going to be? Her belly big with babies.”
“You'reredly serious about this.” Michad said.

“Absolutely.” Theresa said. “Close your eyes and image her with huge tits a bulging belly, and try to
disagree.”

Krigtine camein at that moment carrying alarge stack of folders. Instantly the image Theresa had described
popped into Michadl’ s head and he had to agree. She would be stunning. And the sociology degree could
be useful.

“Let me open my laptop.” He said as Kristine took her seat again. Michael opened his portable scanner
while Theresa started looking through the folders. Like it had been with Matilda, the women on board
would soon scrutinize Kristine.

“So which ones are the girls you foster?” She asked.

“Thethree on thetop.” Kristine replied.

Meanwhile the scanner had made a connection to the ship, and was showing Kristine in one window. In a
text window he typed. “What do you think?’



“She's beautiful. |s she married? Does she have a family?” Came areply.
‘None.” Hetyped in return. ‘ She fosters out three girlsthat are good candidates
And so the discussion continued for the rest of the morning.

“Let’s break for lunch.” Michael suggested. They had accumulated a pile of fifteen girlsthey believed
would be good choices.

“Let ustake you to lunch Miss O’ Hara.”

“That would be wonderful.” She replied. “ And please, call me Kristine.”

“Michael, let’ s take these folders with us.” Theresa said, indicating the possibilities.
“Yes, that would be a great idea.”

“Normally we don’t allow documentation out of the office.” Kristine said. “But I’ m sure we can look at
them over lunch. I'll just put the rest of these away, and get my coat.”

* Should we bring her on board? he typed.
“Absolutely!” Cametheinstant reply.

‘Be there ASAP. Wait in the common room.” He typed areply, and closed the scanner, and returned it to
his briefcase.

“Ready?’ Kristine asked reentering the room.

“Absolutely!” Theresasaid.

They packed up the folders and made their way to the parking lot. They got into Michael’s car and drove
away. In afew minutes they were under an overpass and no traffic wasin sight. Michael pressed a button
on the dash and car and passengers were transported aboard ship.

“What was that?’ Kristine exclaimed from the passenger seat.

“Don’t worry. It’s nothing to be concerned about. We'll explainin just amoment.”

Kristine could only look around her in amazement.

“Please, come with us.” Michael said as he opened his door.

They guided Kristine to the stairway, climbed and emerged in the common room. Kristine was surprised to
see several women waiting to greet her.

“Michael,” Susan said as a greeting. “It seems you’ ve found another one.”
“Sorry, just lucky | guess.” Hereplied.

“Don’'t be. She’ s gorgeous.” Matilda said. Matilda was the tallest of the women on board, Kristine matched
her height almost exactly.

“What's going on?” Kristine asked. Even though she was trying to stay calm, she was getting scared.



“Please.” Michael said. “Let us show you around. We'll try to explain.” He gestured toward the front of the
ship. Theresa and Susan led the way.

“Let’s give them some space.” Matilda said to the rest of the women. Then there was a moment of silence,
and all the women giggled.

“What's going on?’ Kristine asked again. “1 don’t understand.”

“It wasalot for usto takein at first.” Susan replied. “But this should help you.” And they walked onto the
bridge. Kristine was silent, but slowly walked forward to look at the view.

“We'rein space?’ She asked after amoment.
“Yes, in orbit above Chicago.”
“What kind of ship isthis? Who are you people?’

“It’s aship from the planet Zanthia.” Michael said. “And we're humans, just like you. In fact, Susan and |
are from Chicago. Just like you.”

“| don't understand.”

“Let us explain. But first, we' re hungry, so let’s go back to the common room and eat. The food on board is
quite good.” Michadl said.

They guided her back to the common room and sat her at the main table.
“What are you in the mood for? French? Italian? Greek? Chinese? Japanese? K orean?”’
“Uhm. | don’t know. Just a salad, maybe?’

“Great.” Matilda said and came back with a plate only afew moments later. “Chicken Ceaser Salad. |
requested this one myself.” And sat with an identical salad beside her.

“Where's Billy?’ Michael said.
“He' s down for anap.” Matildareplied. Shetook abite of salad.
“Thisisagreat story. You'll loveit.” She said after amoment.

And Michael commenced telling her everything. She sat in awe for several minutes, then started eating. Not
even aware she had started.

When they had finished their story, Kristine only looked at them in wonder.
“So you’ re going to go to this other planet, and recol onize the human popul ation?’ She asked.

“Absolutely.” Susan said. “And more than that. Theresa has been collecting different types of fish so we
can reseed the rivers and | akes.”

“I"'m azoologist.” Theresareplied. “My sister istoo. She speciaized in ornithology. She's been collecting
birds. She'sin the Amazon right now collecting parrots.”

“She got some too.” Susan said. “ They' re beautiful .”



“Susan was the first to agree to the trip. Theresa and Tabitha were next.” Michael said. “ Since then Theresa
and Tabitha have been collecting animal life to take with us. I’ ve been helping where | can.”

“He also collected all us women.” Theresa said.

“Well...” He started.

“OK ‘collected’ is probably the wrong word.” Susan said.
“’Recruited’ isbetter.” Theresainterjected.

“Thepoint is,” Susan continued. “Wetake this very seriously; we' ve tried to gather women from different
professions so we could take our knowledge with us. We' re going to use our brains, not just our wombs.”

“And we want you to come with us.” Susan added. “And we want you to help us find several so young girls
to come aong too.”

When lunch was done, Theresa excused herself and changed into her working clothes. She and Jessicathen
left to collect some lake trout. Michael then escorted Kristine to the car and teleported back down. He
drove to her office and stopped outside the door.

“Y ou have to promise me two things.” He said.

“Two?" she asked.

“Yes.” He answered. “First, you must promise to tell no-one what you’ ve seen today. No one must know
what we're doing. The world is not ready for this kind of information. If you think about it, | think you’ll
agree. It could be very bad for us, and for the rest of the world if something like this got out.”

“| understand. Besides | don’t think anyone would believe me.” She said half joking.

“1I"m very serious.” Michael replied. “It could be bad for you; you could lose your job, the girls.
Everything.”

Kristine looked at him a moment, and realized how right he was.
“You'reright.” She said after a moment. “I won't tell anybody.”

“Good.” Michaegl smiled. “Also, | need you to do whatever you can to make the adoptions happen as
quickly as possible. We re planning on leaving this summer.”

“I'll have to arrange visits. Have each of the guardians meet the girls, see how they get along.”

“Good.” Michad said. “ Thank-you again.” He said holding out his right hand. She shook it, and her eyes
glazed over. Michadl had been afraid she would panic, but she had been more accepting then he expected.
None-the-less, he played the first two messages for her subconscious mind to absorb. He released her hand.

“It means alot to us.” He said as her eyes showed awareness. “ And one more thing. Please, seriously
consider coming along with us. It'll be a great adventure. Something you'll be able to tell your children and
grandchildren.”

“1 will.” She replied. She smiled and moved to open the door. “ Thank-you for, err... everything.” She
replied.

She took her papers and got out. Michael waited for her to get to the door, and waved goodbye when she
turned around.



“Candy bars!” Michael said as he turned onto the street. The car needed fuel, so he found a convenience
store and took care of both problems.

Later that evening

“S0, you think Kristine will help us?” Theresa said sitting at the dinner table.

“Yes| do.” Michael said. “Whether she'll come with us, | don’t know.”

“1 hope she does.” Theresa said.

“Who are we talking about?’ Tabitha said sitting down.

“A new recruit.” Theresareplied, and proceeded to fill her sister in on the day’s activities.
“ S0, you think bringing along young girls will help? And this Kristine?’

“If she agrees to come, yes.” Susan answered.

“Which reminds me. Where are we in the selection process?’

“Your turn.” Theresasaid. “| told Susan you wanted the football player, but she wanted to hear it from
you.”

“Absolutely” Tabitha said without hesitation. She looked down at her bracelet, it indicated she was
‘perfect’ aswell. “Can wetry for pregnancy now? This says |’ m ready.”

“Of course, it's apretty quick procedure.” Susan said. “Just a couple minutes, tops.”
“Great.” Tabitha said getting up. “Let’sgo.”

Five minutes later, Tabitha and Susan reentered the common room. The smile on Tabitha s face said it all.
But they had to ask anyway.

“S0, | assume everything went well?” Theresa asked.

“Yes, Auntie” Tabitha grinned back.

“Insemination confirmed.” Susan added. “We'll wait a couple weeks to see how everything goes.”
“So am | thefirst?” Tabitha asked. “I mean, other than you and Mattie.”

“Yes, Jessica s next.”

April 23"

“So where are we going thistime?’ Michael asked Tabitha as they walked into the tel eporter room.
“Venezuela.” Tabithasaid. “ Other than that, it's asurprise.”

“Uhm, OK.” He said, and stepped onto the pad.

A moment later, he was standing in deep forest, there was aloud roar, and amist in the air.

“Where arewe!” He shouted to Tabatha right beside him.



“Angel Falls!” She shouted back. Indeed they were on aledge about halfway up the world’ s tal lest
waterfall.

Michael took afew momentsto look around. He could overlook the jungle bel ow, then strained to look up.
He was over a hundred yards away from the water itself, but still the sight was awe-inspiring.

“It’sunbelievable!” he said.
“1 know!” Tabithasaid in return. “ That’s why | brought you here. Come on.”

She took his hand and guided him to small domed structure that the ship had tel eported down. This shelter
was alittle different than the tents he was used to. This had solid walls and an actual door. They stepped
inside and closed the door. Instantly most of the noise of the rushing water was diminished to background
noise.

“So, what are we after today?’ Michael asked.

“Nothing.” Tabitha said. She sat down on the blanketed floor and gestured Michadl to join her. “There's
something important | want to ask you.”

Michael sat down beside her. Once there she reached around his back, and slowly pulled him to her. This
was the gentlest he had ever seen her. They kissed tenderly and slowly laid out on the blanket.

Tabitha snuggled up against him, intertwining her leg between his astheir kiss continued. She pulled away
slightly to look at him. She gently ran afinger through his hair and he returned the gesture.

“Susan has confirmed my pregnancy.” She said after amoment. “ So far so good.”
“Baby?’ He asked.

“Maybe babies.” She smiled. “Too early to tell. Hopefully.”

She leaned down and kissed him again.

“Do you know what this means?’ She asked suggestively. “It means we can do something I’ ve wanted to
do for along time.” She pulled away far enough to separate her body from his. She reached up and slowly
pulled the zipper on her top. Asthe zipper lowered, her bountiful cleavage emerged, eventually a black lacy
brarevealed itsalf.

Michael was used to the women going braless so this raised an eyebrow in surprise.

“My boobs have gotten more sensitive the last two weeks. Without abra, | bounce around too much.” She
pulled the top off and kissed him again.

Michael was captivated. Her breasts had taken on a glow. He could see thin blue lines of veins just under
the skin. She removed her top, cast aside the bra, and leaned into him again. Thistime, her large breasts
directly in front of his face.

“It’s been too long.” She pressed her body against his and kissed him. It wasn’t long before passion
dominated their beings, and they stripped themsel ves of their remaining clothes. As he entered her, she
welcomed him, panting and moaning lust with every thrust. Tabitha experienced orgasm after orgasm as
they made love. After a half-hour, she was totally exhausted, but nowhere near done. She snuggled up next
to him while they caught their breath.



“1 want to ask you something.” Tabitha said after afew minutes. “Theresaand | were talking about it, and
thereis no way we' |l ever be able to take enough animals with us.”

“| was wondering about that.” Michael answered. “| know you two revised your lists. Even with your new
lists?’

“Not even close. We have a good start, but will need alot more.”
“S0...?7"

“We'll need to make several trips back and forth.”

“Oh.” Michael replied. His voice disappointed.

She raised herself onto an elbow, her breasts covering most of historso. “I was wondering. If we make a
second trip, if you'd let me come back with you? | want to share my bed with you. And well, | know Susan
would want to come along. And you'd want to sleep with her. But, well, | want to fall aseep in your arms,
and wake up next to you each morning. And with Susan on board, | wouldn’t ask... but...”

“Well,” Michad replied. “That’s uhm. | don’t know how to respond. I’ ve never been asked anything like
that before.”

She kissed him full on thelips. Then pulled away. “Don’t answer, just promise me you'll think about it?”’

“That | can promise.” Michael replied. Tabithareplied by kissing him again. She swung a leg over his body
again, then sat up. Her body trapping his manhood under her’s. Slowly, she started diding her hips up and
down his shaft, pivoting her hipsto entice him. Like most women on board, she had |et her hair grow
longer. Now that hair, grown to the middle of her back, hung all around him.

“That'sit baby.” She huskily prompted. “Get big and hard for me.” She purposely kept her upper body as
still as possible, so her breasts could rest on his chest and under her chin. “ See how big my boobs have
gotten. Y ou love ‘em big. Suck on them. See how big my nips are.” Her face hovered above him as she
continued dliding her hips up and down. “Y ou’re getting there baby. Nice and big.” Feeling that he was
ready for her, she slid far enough forward so his manhood sprung upward. She slid back down, only to find
his penis at just the perfect angle to enter her again. “Oh yes. I’'m spoiled.” She said as she accepted him
into her again. “Thisis so good.” She panted. Her stroking started anew, she slid deeper onto him with
every down stroke. “Comein me again baby.” She panted. “Oh yes, suck on my boaobies. Yes, that’sit.
Comeinme. | need to feel you comein me.”

May 15"

Theresa made her way to her cabin. It had been another long day, this time in the rivers of Washington. She
and Jessica had spent the entire day collecting sperm and eggs from Pacific Salmon during their annual run
upriver to spawn. There were literally gallons of fertilized eggsin cryogenic suspension now in the storage
hold. The ships storage rooms were nearly full. It wouldn’t be long now before they would have to halt
their collection efforts. She took a shower, then dressed in the casua clothes normal on ship. She combed
her hair in the mirror and looked upon her reflection. She put the brush down and turned sideways to the
mirror. Shethrust out her chest and hefted her breasts in her hands. She moaned as this simple act sparked
the pleasure centersin her brain. She did one hand between her legs, she was sopping wet, her other hand
started squeezing and working a nipple. Her hips rocked as the intensity increased. Her hands weren't large
enough to cover her areola, but it wasn’t for lack of trying, she kneaded her nipples, taking deep handfuls
and sgueezing over and over again. Sweat broke out on her body as she rocketed higher and higher. Just
before her orgasm hit, she took a deep breath and leaned back. Her body started shaking as the orgasm
consumed her. She screamed then, exulting in the feeling as the lightning coursed through her body for
several seconds.



She leaned back to catch her breath. She took her trembling hands away from her nipples. One hand gently
stroked the expanse of the top and side, while the other did between her thighs again.

She relaxed for afew minutes, both hands now idly stroking her boobs.
“That felt so good.” She said to herself.

She made her way to her bed and lay down. Her hands dlid back down to her nipples again and started to
feel the energy building within her. It was three hours later, when she finally took another shower.

She had the ship to herself for the moment. She went to the common room and ordered ameal.

As she ate she looked at her bracelet, dark. She had ovulated twice since her booster shot. All the other
women had gotten pregnant while she waited. She wanted to absolutely sure her sons and daughters would
be hedlthy.

She had just settled in for amovie when her cell phone rang.

“Hello?" She answered. She was used to everybody she knew calling on the com-devices.
“ThisisKristine O"hara” Came the voice on the other end.

“1 have some news, can I, uhm, you know.. talk to you?’

“Uhm, sure, where are you? Are you alone?’

“I"'m at my house. I’'m aone.”

“I'll beright there.” Theresa' sreply came. “Don’t hang up.”

“OK

Theresa went to the teleporter room, and traced the call.

“I"ll betherein afew minutes. | need to change.” Theresasaid.

“I'll be waiting.”

A few minutes | ater, Theresateleported down to Kristine's house.

“Wow!” Kristine said in welcome. “I still am amazed with that.”

“Metoo.” Theresareplied. “You said you wanted to talk?’

“Yes.” Krigtine said. “| have some news. All of the adoption papers are clear except for one.”

“That's great news. So when can we start picking up the girls? And what about the last one?’

“That's what | was hoping to talk about. Uhm, the girls will be home from school any time now, and |
hoped | could talk with Michael, and, well, uhm, al of you?’

“| think | understand. Hang on.” Theresatook out her com-device and called to Michael. Fifteen minutes
later, he pulled up to the curb in front.

As he was getting out, the three girls Katherine was fostering were walking up to the house.



“Hello ladies.”
“Hello.” They al said together.
“I"m hereto see Kristine.”

After they entered, Kristine took time to talk to each of the girls, talking about their school day. Then sent
them to their room to do their homework.

“1 was hoping to talk with you.” She said to Michael after the door had closed. “I’ ve decided, I'd like to
come with you. But | have arequest, I’d like to take Sadie with us.”

“1..” Michad started to reply.

“Oh!” Sheinterrupted. “ All the other adoption papers are ready. Everyone can start picking up the girls
after school is over.”

“Well, do you think you can get the paperwork through in time? We'll be leaving in a couple months.”
Theresareplied.

“Oh absolutely, because I’ m aready afoster parent, I’ ve cleared most of the checks already. | was stuck. |
wanted to go with you, to help ook after the girls, but | couldn’t leave Sadie behind either.”

“Do you know what | think?’ Michadl said after amoment. “| think we have our crew.”

Theresa and Kristine both smiled.

“1 know it’s asschool night, the weekend is coming up. Can we get al thekids, and al the parents together,
say this weekend? We'll fire up the grill. And the kids can start to get to know one ancther, and their
guardians better.”

“That' |l be wonderful. I'll start on the paper work tomorrow.”

“Well, we better get going, so you can tell the girlsthe news.” Michael replied. “ Theresa, would you wait
for meinthe car? | have just one more question for Kristine.”

“Sure, don’t keep her too long.” Theresa said, and saw herself out.

“1 want to thank you for dl you’ve done.” He said. He held out his hand to her, she shook it and her eyes
drooped. He quickly pulled out his playback device. Like Matilda, he played the third and fourth message.
He thought of Matilda, now grown as busty as Tabitha. He replayed the third and fourth messages each a
second time. He held her amoment longer, and replayed the third message a third time. He wanted to see if
playing the messages multiple times truly made a difference in how strongly the women believed them. He
put the player away, and removed his hand.

“You've been agreat help with everything.” He continued as he saw her eyes start to flicker open. “Having
you and the girls come aong will be awonderful benefit to al.”

“Thank-you.” She said. “I'll start making calls, and arrange things for this weekend.”

“You're very welcome. Now, | promised | wouldn’t keep Theresawaiting long. I'll leave you to your
evening.”

She gave him a hug, then he saw himself out.

“You know, we're going to have to give al the girlsashot.” Theresa said after they had pulled away.



“1 know.” Michael said.

“So have you decided how big these little girls are going to be?’ She asked.

“1 thought I'd make it random, within arange, and let chances decide.”

“That seemsfair.” She said. Her own bust line had expanded considerably since the latest shot. She was
till abit smaller than Tabitha, but she was catching up. By the time she was impregnated, she would be
larger. She turned to Michael and hefted her breastsin both hands.

“Just as long as you don’'t make any bigger than these.” Theresa laughed and gave her breasts a squeeze.
Therest of May passed quickly, and as June passed into its second week, each of the girls started living
with their guardians. Kristine put in her work notice, and moved into the townhouse with Susan and
Michael. Every day al the kids were put together to spend time with each other and their guardians.
July 1%, Onelast shot

“Kristine, do you have afew minutes?” Michael said as they finished clearing the table. The town house
now held four, Susan and Michael, and Kristine, and little Sadie.

“Sure, Sadie, could you take this out to Susan?’ Kristine asked handing the little girl a glass of lemonade.
“Then stay outside and play for awhile. Michael and | need to talk for awhile. OK?’

“Sure.” Thelittle girl cheerily replied. Over the last few weeks he had seen her and the other children
brighten. The security of a good home, and good friends had raised their spirits. Sadie left, and Michael and
Kristine went into a bedroom, and locked the door.

“Susan will keep her occupied for awhile.” Michael said as he reached for his com-device.

“Two to teleport up please.” He said, and they were taken away.

“It’s been hard keeping secrets from Sadie and the rest of the girls.” Kristine said.

“Yesit has, but not much longer.” Michael replied. “1 asked you here, because | wanted to give you your
shot. All the other women have had them, and you're the last.”

“Susan was telling me about it.” Kristine said as she sat on the medical table.

“It’1l ater your DNA slightly to match that of Zanthia. You'll have longer life, be able to have more
children and carry them more easily.”

“And give me bigger boobs?’ Kristine interrupted.

“Yes, that’s one of the effects.” Michae replied.

“Cool, I look at al the women and think ‘1 want boobs like that.”” Kristine replied.

“There' s something else, all the women but Theresais pregnant. But it takes at |east three cycles for the
tgﬁgreenc changes to be passed onto your children. So, you won’t be able to get pregnant until we're almost

“That's OK.” Kristine said. “| may start afew months after everybody, but I'll catch up.”

“Serioudy?’ Michael replied.



“Absolutely.” Kristine replied. “But you could have given me this shot a month ago.”

“| thought of that, but you're too visible. | didn’t want the, uhm, changes, to become too apparent before
we left.”

“So we're leaving soon?’ Kristine asked.

“Yes, | promise Susan August 1%, but | think it'll be sooner than that. As soon as Theresais confirmed
pregnant.”

“So, I'm getting my shot today?” Kristine asked returning to the topic.

“Yes. Since you're thelast, | thought I’ d give you a choice on just how busty you would like to become.
Extrafertility is not agenetic trait, so even if you have twins, or more, with each pregnancy, that won't be
passed down to your children.”

“Oh, that’ s easy; make me as big as the biggest. | want to be huge.” She said quickly.

“You sure?’ Michael asked. Even though he had planted the suggestions, every time they manifested in the
women’ s words and deeds was till a surprise.

“Have you really thought about it?’

“For the last couple months that’s all I’ ve thought about. Looking at al the women boobs everywhere. Not
only boaobs, but huge boobs. Oh yea, | want that. So, give me your best shot.”

“Well, you definitely sound sincere. It’ll just take a moment for the computer to generate the shot.” He
turned to the medical computer, and called up Matilda's shot. He eased the fertility down from Matilda' s
“twins (plus)” to the standard “twins” setting he gave most of the women. The computer worked for afew
moments, and produced the injection.

“Ready?’ He asked holding it in front of her.

“Absolutely.” Shereplied. She put her hand over his and guided it onto her arm. “Doit.” She said, and he
pulled the trigger.

“There. Done with the adults.” Michael replied.
“S0 you’ re going to give the same shotsto the girls?’

“Not the exact same shot.” Michael said. “I think its best to leave the fertility part out of it. By the time the
girlsare old enough to start having children of their own, we' re going to want a more normal birth rate.”

“What about the boobs?”

“Since we have no idea how these girls are going to end up, we're not going to do anything custom,
nothing like you just got.”

“So what are you going to give them?”’
“Just a standard shot, with breast increase randomized.” Michael replied. “They should al end up in the
range of the rest of you women. We'll wait until we're al on board, when they're asleep. | don’'t want to

scare them.”

“You are a serious breast man, aren’t you?’ Kristine laughed.



“Guilty, let’s see twelve women, and six girls, guilty eighteen times over.”
“Let’s get back down.” Kristine said. “The rest of the girls should be showing up any time now.”

They teleported back down, and went to join Susan and Sadie in the yard. The day progressed like any
other summer day at the town house. All the guardians, and children were there playing. Theresa, Tabitha,
Jessica, and Courtney were out and about capturing more animals. They truly hoped to have each storage
room stuffed to maximum for the trip. As evening approached they arrived as well.

“Look!” Theresa said holding her bracelet out for the rest to see. Thefirst diamond shining brightly.
“Looks like fireworks won't be the only thing popping on the 4™ of July.”
“Ohyea. | can’'t wait.” Theresareplied.

“Good thing too.” Tabitha patting her belly. She was just finishing her first tri-mester, and her belly had
just started to show.

The evening was festive, as were the next two weeks. But it was now time to start saying good-bye. Each
guardian had to tell their girl they were moving, and going on along trip. The kids were initially upset, but
once they learned they would be traveling with the other girls, they were only concerned about the trip. The
hard part was calming the children’s nerves as each child saw their belongings boxed up, and the teleporter
effect take the boxes away for thefirst time.

“It'll bejust likeon TV.” Some said as the last was taken away, and it was their turn to go. Once on board,
each child got her own room, and their things were unpacked. Over aweek, each guardian and child were
brought aboard. Michael shut off the water in the town-house, set the alarms, and automated delivery
handler. It was the night of the 20™. All was done. He and Susan climbed into the car one last time, and
pressed the tel eport button.

“I"m sorry, | just can't leave the car here.” He said as they made their way to common room.

“1 understand honey. Tomorrow isthe big day.” Susan said holding his hand.

Later that night, before the girls went to bed, he gave them their shot. Michael had sort of fibbed when he
told Kristine and Theresa he would randomi ze the shots. For the most part it was true, two of the six shots
were specia; one had a dosage similar to Tabitha's, and the second had a dosage similar to Susan’s. He
didn’t know which, but that would be half the fun.

After the last shot was given, he gathered the adults in the common room.

“From this point forward, every son born of a non-Zanthian father will have to have the standard male
enhancement shot. Any daughter born of a non-Zanthian mother will likewise need the standard female
enhancement shot.”

The women al agreed.

“Now, tomorrow morning, we leave. | suggest you go over your notes and plans one last time. If there's
any emergency needs, I'll take care of it before breakfast.”

July 21%, Departure



Susan rolled onto her back as she awoke. Immediately her hands went to her bulging belly. She sighed in
contentment as she caressed herself. Today was the day. She got out of bed and took a shower. Then she
dressed and made her way to the common room. Everyone was there, anxiously, nervously eating their
breakfast. Every woman except Kristine was confirmed to be pregnant. Every item they believed they
would need was either stored below, or digitized. The fuel bunkers were full. There was nothing | eft to do
but leave. Michad walked in, got his meal, and sat down next to her. He had been spending most of the last
week on the bridge, talking with the computer, trying to understand all that was about to happen. All eyes
were on him as he ate.

“1 guess we had better be doing what we came here to do.” He said finally. “Everybody, if you'll join me
on the bridge.” He led the way and stood at the front of the bridge, the backdrop of space in the view
screens behind him. Billy and the teenagers gathered in front, the women crowded behind.

“We're dl hereto start a great adventure. So it’stime we start it.” Michael said. “ Computer, would you
please display a Zanthian clock and calendar next to the Earth calendar please?’ On each side display, a
second calendar appeared.

“Now, computer, please set acourse for departure point please, follow the course we discussed earlier.”

“Acknowledged.” The computer’ s voice replied. And instantly what had been the horizon of Earth’s
surface shifted from the screensto be replaced by stars.

“Please display Earth on view screen one for the next twenty minutes.” Michad said.
“Acknowledged.” The voice said again, as the view screen displayed the receding planet.

Michael 1ooked at the women, more than a few were tearing up. Then the ship had compl eted its turn, and
starting itsjourney towards the moon. The moon was centered in the front view screen. And slowly got
larger as the ship accelerated.

“Thisis something man hasn’t seen in many years.” He said. The moon dominated the view screen now,
then did off to the left of the ship as the ship moved around it. Then the blackness of space filled the view
screen as the ship headed towards something new.

“There are a couple secrets | have been keeping from all of you.” Michael said after afew moments. “As
you know, the ship has replication machines that let it create our food, clothing, and other essentials. But
those same machines allow it to build new parts for the ship itself. After talking with Theresa and Tabitha,
there would be no way to seed Zanthia' s animal life with merely one ship, on onetrip. So, in afew years,
once we have settled and established ourselves on Zanthia, some of us will come back, hopefully recruit
more women to help the colonization effort, but also to bring back more animalsto live on Zanthia. To that
end, | have asked the replication machines to start building another colony ship.”

It was at that time they came upon Mars, itsred color starting to dominate the screens. The ship made a
close pass by the planet, and slowed to a most motionless near the moon of Phobos. They could make out a
small object on the screen. Asthey came closer they could see scaffolding surrounding the beginnings of
another ship duplicating the one they were on. Only the main bridge arealooked to be complete.

“Computer, please magnify the picture near the bridge windows.” The computer complied, and they could
all see the name Michael had chosen. He turned to the women.

“1 hope that nameis a good choice?’ he asked.
Susan spoke first.

“| think it's a perfect name.” Shereplied.



“Good.” Michadl said. “And now, it’'s time we do what we intended to do. Computer please lay in course
for departure point.”

“ Acknowledged. Course established.” And again the ship swung away and blackness of starsfilled the
viewscreen.

“Mayflower,” Michael said as the new ship shrunk from veiw. “We will see you again.”

“Departure point reached.” The computer announced.

“Ok, here' sthe last chance. Any change of heart?’ He asked.

Even though more than afew of the women were starting to cry, every one shook their heads ‘no.’
Nodding his approval Michael finally said the words.

“Computer, set acourse for Zanthia, best speed.”

“Acknowledged. Course set. FTL trand ation process commencing, FTL in five, four, three, two, one.”
They watched the monitors as the stars slowly blurred. The blurring effect quickened, and within moments
they were looking upon what looked like a tunnel of light. The walls of the tunnel were smeared with
whites, blues, yellows, reds, and occasional greens. The tunnel shrunk to asmall point nobody knew how
far away.

“Faster Than Light speed reached. Arrival scheduled for 87 days, 18 hours, 37 minutes,” The computer
announced. Two clocks lit up above the main screen, one was counting down, and the other started at 0 and
was counting up.

There was a cheer from al, and those who had not been crying before openly started crying now.

They were all captivated for afew minutes, but soon the kids grew bored. Jessicatook them back to the
common room to start their morning class. Eventually most drifted away.

“1 suppose somebody should stay up here, just in case.” He said to nobody in particular.
“We'll keep you company.” Matildasaid. “But we can do something while we're here. I'll beright back.”
She returned a few minutes later with a deck of cards. She sat at the table and started dedling.

Michael took a seat beside her, then Susan, Tabitha, Theresa, and Kristine al joined him.

Half-way:

Michael was standing on the bridge looking forward as Jessi ca approached.

“1 have some news.” She said. Michael didn’t take is eyes off the clocks above the main view screen.
“Uh? What?' he findly said.

“1 have some news.” Jessicarepeated. “We have another woman on board.”

“What?' He said, till distracted.

“What are you looking at?’ She asked turning.



“The clocks.” He replied, and as they watched for a few moments, both the countdown clock, and count up
clock reached the same numbers, then continued on.

“There.” Michael said. “We have just passed the half-way point. We are now closer to Zanthiathan we are
to Earth.”

There was an audible intake of breath from the women on the bridge.

Then Michael shifted hislook to Jessica again.

“1I"m sorry. You were saying?’

“Oh!” She said recollecting her thoughts. “1 was saying we have another woman on board.”

“Not a stow-away.”

“Oh no, nothing like that.” She said. “Nola has started her monthlies. That makes her a woman now.”
Nolawas the oldest of the teenagers they had adopted. At just over 13 years (Earth years) she was due.
Michael remembered her hair, strawberry blonde. She was good with kids, and spent alot of time playing
with Billy. She was of average height for her age. She was cute, and pretty, and always smiling. She would
grow up to be avery pretty girl.

“Uhm. I'm terrible at this..” Michael said after amoment. “What should I...”

“Don’'t do anything, or say anything.” Jessicasaid after he paused. “It’sjust informational. She's no
different today, then she was yesterday, or the day before. So treat her the same as you always have.”

“Oh. Ok.” Michael said. “Thanks.”

“Now, I’m going to go back and tell everybody we' ve passed haf-way.” She gave him a quick kiss, then
headed to the common room.

He went to sit down at the table, Susan leaned in and gave him abig kiss.
“You're agoof sometimes.” She said smiling. “But an adorable goof.”

Then the quiet was dispelled as women came forward to see the clocks for themselves. They didn’t stay
long, as there redly wasn’t much to see. Then they headed back to the common room, or their bedrooms, or
to take their turns on the treadmills.

The next ‘big news' came two weeks | ater, when they the countdown clocked dropped below 29 days, two-
thirds there, less than a month. Each following week saw more and more activity on the bridge, people
visiting more often, staying longer, and looking at the countdown clock as the days disappeared.

Arrival:

It was latein the evening, everybody was fidgety. Everybody knew the time was growing close. They had
settled in to watch a movie in the common room, mostly from nervousness, but they stayed up to watch.
The ship’s computer surprised them all when it announced “Arrival in 30 minutes.” Everybody jumped,
even though they were expecting it. Some women took chairs forward and took up watch. More women
joined them at the 15 minute mark, and by the time computer announced 5 minutes, the bridge wasfilled.
Most women chose to sit, even though most were only into their second tri-mester, sitting had become
preferred.



Michagl took his seat at the center console, Susan sat beside him.

“Transitioning into normal spacein five, four, three, two, one.” And the light tunnel slowed to smudges for
amoment, then disappeared, to be replaced by the black of space and stars.

“Transition complete.” The computer said. “All systems normal.”

“Thank-you computer. Please set course for Zanthia. Put usin orbit 10 degrees behind ZanTan. | wish to
be ableto seeit through the front viewers.”

“Acknowledged.” The computer replied. “ Orbit in 3 minutes.”

“You've probably heard this before. ZanTan is the capitd city. In fact, it isthe only city left on Zanthia.
Zanthians have accumulated their knowledge and history there. It has been maintained ever since. It will be
our home.”

As he spoke, Zanthia came into view, and started filling the screen. Even though he had seen hol ographs of
it, seeing it in person was astonishing. Like Earth, it was a water planet with oceans and seas, land masses
of various shapes and sizes. He could see mountain ranges, and ice at the poles. Land masses were under
each ice covered pole, but unlike Earth, the land masses extended into the high latitudes. One large and four
medium sized land masses made up the middle |atitudes. There were a so threeisland continents that
reminded Michael of Australia, and various island chains were scattered around the oceans. There was no
single large ocean like Earth’s Pacific. Instead there were several bodies of water that reminded Michael of
the Indian ocean.

“Orbit achieved” the computer announced. “Transport shuttle approaching.”

“What is the purpose of the transport shuttle?’ Michael asked.

“It istradition that first transportation be conducted by shuttle.” The computer replied.

“Understood.” Michael replied. “The teleporters can still be used, correct?’

“Yes, teleportation is perfectly safe. Shuttle arrival in two minutes.”

Michael turned to face the women. “When we left Earth, | told you | had been keeping two secrets from
you. The first was the building of the Mayflower. But everyone forgot to ask to about the second. The
second secret is far more important. There are still Zanthians on the planet below us. Before the population
died out, twenty women, most young girls, were put into stasis chambers. They have been sleeping ever
since.”

The women al started talking excitedly with the news.

“Computer, please show the stasis room, and the first chamber please.”

The computer responded and the first monitor showed a sleeping woman.

“Thisis Cha-Jenna-Shaw. Sheisthe oldest of the women, 23 Earth years, 20 Zanthian years old. | want to
say this one more time. We were invited here, to save this race, to save this culture. So as we move forward
recolonizing this planet, we must always consider how we can learn and blend Zanthian history and culture
into our own. She will be our source. Please, be considerate of her.”

“Shuttleis docking at port airlock.” The computer announced. Michael moved to that side of the bridge.

Just ahead of the teleporter room, were the double doors of the airlock. Through the small windows they
could see the shuttle docking. It was about the size of a full-size van, with gullwings mounted high on the



back, and small canard winglets mounted low on the front. The back butted against the ship’s airlock. A
light turned green as the ship announced docking was complete.

Michael 1ooked at the doors, and read the instructions. First he opened the inner door, then paused.

“1"m going with you.” Susan suddenly said. “No arguments.”

Michael recognized he wasn’t going to talk her out of it, then turned to Matilda.

“1f something happens down there, do not follow us, do you understand? L et the ship refuel and then return
to Earth.” He looked at her as she was about to protest. “No argument. Promise me.” She stopped before
speaking, then nodded.

They stepped through the first door, and Michael closed it, then opened the outer door, and stepped into the
transport shuttle. The interior had four chairs, two in front, and two more behind the driver. Susan sat in the

passenger seat, while Michael closed the airlock and shuttle door. Then Michael joined her.

Michael looked over the controls and found one button he knew the meaning of. He pressed it, and spoke.
“Computer, we're ready.”

“Acknowledged.” Came a crisp male voice. They were expecting the familiar female voice of the big ship,
but they were surprised. There was a small jolt, then the voice added. “ Undocking complete. Proceeding to
landing coordinates.” While artificial gravity prevented them feeling a swoon, the shuttle quickly rotated
and headed down. Their view changed from stars to planet in moments. It was enough to unnerve them.
Michael pressed the button again. “ Computer, can you send a video feed of the front video to the others?’
“Affirmative.”

Susan stifled a giggle, then amoment later, Matilda' s voice could be heard.

“We'rereceiving. We're dl watching.”

“Good.” Michad replied, “1 thought it’d be nice to share.”

“Thank-you.” Another voice replied. Probably Theresa's Michael thought. In moments they were hitting
the upper atmosphere. The ships descent was alittle bumpy, but nothing compared to what they were
expecting. After afew moments the wings had taken on some of the flight controls and they were flying in
the dark.

“Hey, the sun’s coming up!” They heard another voice, one of the girlsthistime.

“It's till dark for us.” Susan replied. But she could see the eastern sky lightening. Michael took out asmall
electronic translator, about the size of a MP3 player and went over the controls with Susan.

“Thisisatrandator.” He said. “ Press this button to record.”
“Do | speak into it?’

“Yes, whatever it hears, be it English or Zanthian, this button outputs Zantian, this third button English.”
Hereplied. “Redly simple.”

Then they broke through the clouds and flew on. The sun peaked over the eastern sea and they could see
thefirst outlines of ZanTan’s skyline. They flew straight for the city as the sky brightened. All below them
green. Then they crossed over the city limits and flew down what Michael assumed was a major highway.
The outer buildings were less than 10 stories tall, but the closer they got to the center, the taller the



buildings became. Soon they were flying between buildings nearly 80 stories tall. They passed through a
ring of these buildings, and into an area, nearly amile in diameter, where the buildings were smaller again.
None over ten storiestall. At the eastern edge of these buildings, they could see the sea. The shuttle slowed
and landed in an open plazain the center of the city.

“Landing complete.” The terse computer voice replied. They heard the engines shutting down.

“Well, let’slook around, shall we?’ Susan said breaking the silence. They had been sitting looking at the
city in front of them. Redlizing at |ast, that they were on adifferent planet.

Michael shook his head to regain his own thought. “Right, let's go.” He went to the back of the shuttle and
looked at the controls, pressed a button, and the door unlatched. It swung inward. Then he pressed another
button and aramp extended from under the ship, and angled down to the surface.

“Ready?’ He asked Susan.
“You first.” Shereplied. “You should go first.”

“Uhm. OK.” He said, and stepped down the ramp onto the ground. He stepped afew paces away, then
Susan joined him.

They walked together afew paces, when they saw four small vehicles approaching them. These vechicles
were about the size of kid' stoy truck; two feet long, afoot wide and about afoot tall. Michael could
imagine Billy wanting to ride one. Three stopped about ten feet away, the fourth kept coming a few more
feet, and stopped as well. A light formed on the top of thefirst three, then above each a holograph formed.
One man and two women appeared. He recogni zed the man as Cha-Shune.

“Greetingstravelers.” It said. “Welcome to Zanthia. | am Cha-Shune, chief scientist of Zanthia. Though
you should aready know that, having traveled here aboard our ship.”

Michael and Susan could only nod.
“1 am Gre-See Gene.” The second hologram said. “ Chief historian of Zanthia.”

“And | am Kail-Lana Dane, senior consoler. Let me offer my welcometo Zanthia.” Unnoticed, another
vehicle had approached behind them. It looked similar to agolf cart in size, shape and function.

“Please, be seated.” She said. And Susan and Michael looked to see the cart behind them. There were a
handful of folding chairs stored in the back. Michadl set two in the shade of the cart. They sat and returned
looking at the hologram.

“Speech time,” Susan whispered. Michael only nodded and was grateful for the seat. They sat and listened
for nearly twenty minutes as the senior consoler expounded on the Zanthian accomplishments and the
hopes that they would someday continue on. She spoke their hopes of saving the society and culture. And
finally she concluded by thanking them for undertaking such a great challenge.

Gre-See Gene' s hologram started speaking next, talking about all the things that had been transported and
saved in the city. Mercifully her speech was only a few minutes long. She concluded with her own thank-
you’'s and hoped the city’s past could help them build afuture.

Then finally Cha-Shune’s hologram spoke. Another short speech talking about the technol ogy preserved
with the city, and how it was all set up to help them rebuild. He added his own thank-yous. And then the
three holograms fell silent.

After amoment of silence, Susan nudged him. Michael looked at her, then stood, took afew paces towards
the center of the area.



“1 didn’t prepare any kind of speech. Thetruthis, | realy did not know what to expect. But we are here,
and are eager to start learning even more about your people and your beautiful city. We will do al we can
to preserve your culture. And hopefully someday, we and our descendants will contribute to growing and
building a new civilization here.”

Susan clapped. The only clapping in the area, but it seemed to suffice. Two of the holo trucks turned
around and headed back the way they came. The third, Cha-Shune’s stayed.

“| think we would like to go to the Stasis room now.” Michagel said.

“Of course.” Cha-Shune replied. “The cart will take usthere.”

Susan moved to the cart while Michael put the chairs away. Once he took his seat, the cart started moving.
The two trucks escorting them. The cart drove to the edge of the plaza and stopped in front of atwo-story
building. The building was entirely of tinted glass, the second story overhanging the entryway. They got
out, Cha-Shune's holo truck |eading the way, a few paces ahead of Michael and Susan while one truck
followed afew paces behind. Cha-Shune’ s hologram appeared.

“Thisisour central medical facility.” Susan eyeslit up. “The stasis room isthisway.” They moved to the
center of the building, through two more sets of doors, and then entered the room itself.

“1 have aguestion, what’ s this other vehicle?’ Michael said gesturing to the truck following them.
“It'sacamera.” Said Tabitha s voice. “We're seeing everything that’s going on.”

“It was my idea.” Said Kristine.

“Oh wow..” Michael replied. “ Great idea.”

“I wish | had thought of it.” Susan added.

They moved to the closest stasis chamber.

“This Cha-Jenna s chamber.” Cha-Shune’ s hologram said. “To awaken her press the green button on the
side.”

Michael gestured to Susan, who did so.
“As the system revives her, you will see status bar.”

“Yes, it's at about half now.” She replied. “Now three-fourths, and now complete.” The top of the chamber
slid down.

“Thislooks like a pulse indicator, its coming up. She should be reaching consciousness any moment.” And
asif on queue, Cha-Jenna s eyes fluttered, then opened. Her eyes moved alittle then, blinked several times,
then focused in on Susan.

“Hello,” Susan said. “My nameis Susan.” She put a hand to her chest. She was met with a questioning
look.

“The translator.” Michagl said.

“Oh!” She said and tried again. And the trandator did its job as she pressed the button. Then she handed it
to Michael.



“And my name is Michael.” Michael said, aso putting a hand to his chest. The voice translated.
Cha-Jenna opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out.

“Oh!” Susan blurted and Michael passed her the trandator again. “ Are you thirsty? Would you like some
water?’

Cha-Jennalooked at them. Then Susan continued. She nodded her head. “This means yes.” Then waited for
the computer to trand ate. Then shook her head. “And this means ‘no.’””

Cha-Jenna looked at them then managed a weak nod.
“Good.” Susan replied. “Let me ask again, are you thirsty? Would you like some water?’
Cha-Jenna nodded, alittle stronger.

“Good.” Susan responded. Michael looked around and recognized a food dispenser on the wall nearby. He
went over, ordered the water with a straw, and returned.

“Here,” He said holding the straw into her mourh. “Try asip.”
She managed a small drink and then asmile.

Cha-Shune then spoke. “ The rest of the stasis chamber can be removed by pressing the blue button.” Susan
pressed it. The rest of the chamber hinged upward.

“This can't be very comfortable.” Susan said, then paused while the computer voice translated. “Let’s get
you into a more comfortable bed. Would you like that?’

Again Cha-Jenna nodded, and managed a second smile. Susan looked around and saw the Zanthian
equivalent of awheel-chair, she pointed to it, and Michadl quickly rolled it over. “Let’stry to sit you up.”

After several minutes, Cha-Jennawas in the wheel chair and they were rolling out the door, Cha-Shune's
holo-truck rolling alongside speaking to her, occasionaly giving directions to Michagl and Susan as they
moved to a hearby room. Like so many hospital rooms Susan had seen before, thislooked similar. As soon
asthey got her in the bed, they could see she was weak, and exhausted.

“You look like you need anap.” Susan said. “We'll let you get some sleep, and be back in couple hours.
All right?’

The translator barely finished as Cha-Jenna managed a hod before drifting off to deep again. Michael and
Susan stepped into the hallway, the holo-trucks following.

“Let me show you to your homes. The truck led the way back outside to the waiting golf-cart. Michael took
up the driver’s seat.

“1 might as well start to learn how do drive these things.” The labels had aready been changed to include
English. The steering and pedals were similar to Earth vehicles, but the buttons, switches, and gauges were
arranged differently. He found the start button, then with afew jerks and jolts managed to get the small
vehicle moving forward. In the length of a block he was slowly guiding the vehiclein astraight line, and a
nice walking pace, the holo-trucks leading the way. They made their way to athirty-story building afew
blocks away. They stopped and got out, walked in to the lobby area, then to what were obvioudy elevators.
The trucks pulled in beside them and Cha-Shune’ s image spoke.

“Press thirty.” It instructed, and Michael oblidged.



“Just like elevators on earth.” Susan volunteered.

“1 believe you will find many similarities.” Cha-Shune’ s holograph responded. “ After al, we Zanthians are
humans, just like you, and our technol ogy was shaped with the same needs as yours.”

The door opened and the hol o-trucks pulled out into an open area. “Each floor has four apartments. They
are all the same. Which one would you like?’

Michad and Susan looked at each other. Then Susan answered. “| noticed the ocean to the East, does one
have aview of the ocean? Could welook at that one.”

“Of course.” Thetruck pulled to one door and Michael looked at it. He pushed a button on one side, and the
door slid open. They walked in to an enormous living area. Beyond it, they could see an open bal cony.
They looked at the beautiful furnishings. They both looked around finding eight generous bedrooms to one
side, alarge kitchen, adining area, and an office areato the other side. They walked out onto the deck and
could see most of the city. They could see the plaza and the parked shuttle bel ow them, and beyond that,
the sea.

“It reminds me alittle of Boston.” Michael replied.

“Thisisbeautiful.” Susan responded.

“Areyou seeing al of this?” Michael asked to the recorder-truck that had been following them al around.
“You bet.” Came Kathryn’s voice.

“Speaking for everybody up here, we want to come down there.” Came Theresa' s voice.

“Yea, right now.” Added Tabitha.

Michael 1ooked at Susan and she nodded.

“1 can’t see why not.” Hereplied. Helooked at Cha-Shune's holo. “Would you instruct the shuttle to return
to the ship?’

“Absolutely.” Came the reply. They were still on the deck and looked back to the plaza. In a moment, they
could see the shuttle's door closing, and it lifting off.

“Let'sbefair. First on, first off.” Susan said.

“That means Theresa, Tabitha, and Jessica are next.”

“| gotta pack my stuff!” came Theresa' s exclamation.

“Metoo.” Added Jessica. “I'll bring Nolaaong.”

“Could somebody pack our stuff?’ Susan asked.

“We'll take care of it.” Came Matilda’'s prompt reply. Y et again, Michad was grateful he had found
Matilda, and recruited her to join their trip. Her no-nonsense confidence and rea -life experiences had
shaped her into a capable woman. Everybody on board had come to respect and admire her.

They had the food synthesizer produce a pitcher of lemonade, and were sitting on the deck an hour later

when they heard the noise of the shuttle fly overhead. They watched it fly past, fly a sweeping arc around
the inner city, then come back towards their building.



“It looks like they’ re landing on the roof.” Susan said.

“Let’s go greet them.” They returned to the elevator and ascended to the rooftop just as the shuttles engines
were winding down. The rear door opened, and Theresa stepped down first, followed by Tabitha, then
Jessica and finally Nola.

They greeted each other, the ladies pulling some luggage behind them. They all crammed into the elevator,
and went down one flight and went back to Michael and Susan’s apartment.

“Wow, the maintenance machines are fast.” Theresa said noticing Michael’s and Susan’s name already
engraved on the plague beside the door. They came in and looked over the apartment for awhile, then met
back in the living room.

“Can you believeit?’ Tabithasaid. “Eight bedrooms. And they’ re huge!”

Susan patted her belly. “Oh, | think we'll al need them, sooner or later.”

“It makes sense, | guess.” Jessica replied, her own belly bulging nicely into her 5" month.

“1"m going to check out the place next door.” Tabitha added.

“Oh! Good ideal” Theresa added.

“And | think, I’ll go down afloor and look around.” Jessica offered. “We talked about it before we l€eft the
ship, and decided we' d save an apartment for Cha-Jenna up here on the top floor.”

Tabitha and Theresa spent five minutesin each of the north and south facing apartments before deciding
which they wanted. Theresa chose the southern apartment and Tabitha the northern one.

After thirty minutes or so, they heard the shuttle passing overhead on the third landing.

“I'll go and greet them.” Michael volunteered.

“| better get going back to the hospital and stay with Cha-Jennain case she wakes up.”

“Hey, wait for me.” Tabithasaid. “I want to go with you.” Tabithaand Susan |&ft for the hospital just asthe
next group of women emerged from the elevatorsto look around. They heard the shuttle taking off again
for the fourth trip.

“Why not use the teleporter?” Michael asked as the room slowly filled with women.

“We all wanted to experiencetheride.” Nolareplied handing him afresh glass of lemonade.

“1"m going to check out the science building.” Theresa said after afew minutes. “| want to seeif they have
capacity for all the stasis trunks on board.” She went to the computer console, pressed a button, then

started talking. She returned to Michael a few moments later.

“It seems this building has a garage below it, three levels. And adozen golf carts, they al have a computer
on board so we can drive around and get atour of the city. I’ m heading out to look around.”

Michael continued to welcome the women as a second transport shuttle was being employed. It was latein
the afternoon when Matilda and Kristine came walking down the ramp.

“We brought some of your stuff.” Matilda said gesturing to apair of suitcases, as she pulled her own
suitcases. “Be adear, and carry Billy down? He fell asleep as we were landing.”



Michael went inside the shuttle and gently picked up the boy. He' d return for the suitcases later.
“So what’s open?’ Kristine asked as they stepped into the elevator.

“There's one facing west on the 28™ floor.” They made their way down to the floor, and entered the
western apartment.

“It'shuge.” Matilda said softly. “ Thisliving room is bigger than any apartment |’ ve ever had.” She pointed
to the couch, and Michad carefully put Billy down. They spent afew minutes looking around. Every
apartment had identical size and floor plan, but each was decorated differently. This apartment obviously
pleased Matilda as she was all smiles everywhere she went.

“It’s beautiful.” She pronounced after awhile.

“It looks like you'll have a beautiful view of the sunset.” Kristine said from the bal cony.

“1 think you’reright.” Michael said asthey joined her.

“Never in my wildest dreams have | ever imagined living in aplace like this.” Matilda said wistfully. Then
she caught herself. “I mean, not on a different planet. But this apartment is so incredible.”

After amoment of silence, Kristine finally spoke. “I guess that leaves me. Help me pick out aplace, OK?’
They left Matildato start her unpacking and went down afloor. She looked at the south and western
apartments, but did not like either. Then they went down to the 26™. The eastern apartment was taken, but
the rest were empty. She looked at each in turn, then finally chose the Western apartment, only after
Michael reminded her, she could probably decorate it to her liking.

Sadie picked out her bedroom, and she started unpacking. Kristine led him to her bedroom, closed the door,
and pulled him into a deep kiss.

“1 wanted to thank you for bringing us along. Thiswill be awonderful home for us al.”

He leaned down and kissed her again. He was about to reach for a boob when his comm-device beeped. He
pulled away and pressed the communicator button.

“y o7’

“We found the building has a dining room and meeting rooms on the 2™ floor. We're all getting hungry for
dinner... Thought we'd go there.,” Theresasaid.

“Sounds like agood idea. I’'ll meet you there as soon as | can.”

“OK.” Came her reply, and the connection was cut.

They left the apartment together and waited as the elevator came to carry them down to the 2™ floor.
Michael noticed that Susan had not returned, and Tabitha had informed him that she had stayed at the
hospital to watch over Cha-Jenna. After dinner, he and Tabithareturned to the hospital. They had only been
there for a few minutes when they noticed Cha-Jenna stirring.

Susan picked up the tranglator and spoke. “Hello. Feeling better?’

She managed aweak smile then tried to speak. Even as weak as she was, her voice was beautiful. Susan

barely managed to press the record button in time, the few words were recorded and Susan had the machine
trand ate.



“1 am alittle better, yes.” Came the translation.
“Areyou tired? Are you hungry? Are you thirsty?’
“Thirsty, alittle hungry.”

Tabithatook the translator. “We saw afood replicator down the hallway. If you could tell me what you
would like, I will get if for you.”

“Sing-sa-nah, uut mah-nee-baat.” She spoke in untranslated Zanthian. Tabitha smiled, took the recorder and
left the room. Susan gave her another drink of water while they waited. She could move her arms some,

and managed to turn her head when Tabitha came back in with what looked like a bowl of soup and a glass
of someliquid. They found a portable table, like its Earth counterpart, and set the tray down.
Tabithalooked at Cha-Jenna, then took theinitiative. “Let me help you.” She said sitting on the bed beside
her. She picked up the spoon and ladled it full. With a gesture, Cha-Jenna knew what she meant, and
opened her mouth. A little soup was followed with the liquid, then more soup. As she ate, Michad and
Susan slowly told her of how they came to be there. She managed to eat most of the soup, but fatigue was
catching up with her again.

“1 think we need to | et you sleep.” Susan said. She nodded.

“1'll stay here overnight.” Tabitha volunteered. “ That couch looks comfortable enough.” Michael took the
tray away.

“We'll be back in the morning. Sleep well.” Susan said to both women. They left the trandator unit, and
made their way to the door. Susan lowered the light, and she and Michael returned to their apartment.

Beginning

Even though the ship time, and the Zan Tan’s time were different, and many were tired, they stayed awake
afew hoursto look around the city. Some even took the golf carts al the way to the water’s edge to look at
the ocean. The children found themselves yawning, and the women, all pregnant, found themselvestired as
well.

After along night’s sleep, Michael and Susan returned to the hospital in the morning. They found Cha-
Jenna already awake, and sitting up. Tabitha was sitting beside her.

“Good morning.” Susan said. “How are you fegling?’

Cha-Jennalistened the trand ator, then spoke haltingly. “Good Morning. I...” then she spoke into the
trandator, and it translated. “1 am feeling better. | was very tired.” She looked at Tabitha for approval.

“Very good. That'sagood start.” Tabithasaid.
“Y ou should have waited for us.” Jessica said from the doorway, Courtney was standing beside her.
“Thisis Jessica, and Courtney.” Tabitha said introducing them.

“Good Morning.” Cha-Jenna said. Then she spoke into the trandator, and pressed the trandlate button. “|
am Cha-Jenna Shaw. Please call me Jenna, ‘Cha is atitle.”

“It isvery nice to meet you.” Jessicareplied coming to the bedside.



“Y ou have abeautiful world. I am looking forward to seeing it. | am an artist, and would love to paint as
much as| can.”

After alengthy wait for the trand ator to finish, Jenna spoke into it.

“1 will be happy to show you. There are some very beautiful places | wish to see again. | imagine they ook
much different now.” Jenna spoke thru the trandator again. “Y ou also are pregnant? How many have come
with you? | wish to meet them.”

“We can take you to our apartment building. We have aroom open for you.” Michael excused himself
while the women helped her dress. She was till weak, so she leaned on Michagl as she got into the wheel
chair. Jessicaand Courtney followed in the second cart while they made their way back to the apartment
building. They spent the rest of the day in her apartment. Everyone, one or two at atime, stopped by to
meet her. For her part, Jennatried to listen to each of them, trying to understand their English. Tabithaand
Jessicawere with her at al times, trying to explain what some of the words meant.

After the birth:

Everyone had interrupted their activities to come see the children. Michael, like the billions of proud
fathers before him was happy to show off his daughters. Theresa was holding Jessie when he heard the
moaning from the next room.

Michael entered the next room where Susan had been resting.

Susan’s aready huge breasts were significantly larger. She was groaning in discomfort, rubbing her breasts,
trying to sooth her pain.

Michael rushed to her side. “Suze, what’s happening?’
“Boobs!” she grunted, “Boobs feel.. Aahhh!” Shetried to say more but only moaned.
Michael went to the door. “Mattie?’

Matilda was in the next room instructing the soon-to-be mothers how to hold the babies. She worked
herself to standing and came into Susan’s room.

“So, you'remilk’s coming in hard.” She said. She moved the cart sitting nearby. She opened the storage
area and unpacked a collection of tubes. She pulled it to the bedside, and pulled up aplastic cone. She
quickly applied to moisturizer to the cup, pressed it one of Susan’s breasts, and flipped a switch with her
other hand. Instantly a vacuum formed and held the cup in place. She quickly repeated the procedure with a
second cup.

“Try torelax.” Sheinstructed. “1 know it hurts, but try to relax.” Then suddenly, milk could be seen
through the clear cups exiting Susan’s nipples and flowing down the tubes. It took about 20 seconds before
Susan noticeably started to relax. Her discomfort eased, she finally looked around

“That was intense.” She managed to say. She looked down at her breasts, then at Michael and Matilda. “I
never knew it was going to be this bad.”

“The first time was bad for me too. But now you know, you'll be OK from now on.” Matilda replied.
The crisis averted, Susan’s thoughtsimmediately returned to her children, only afew hours old.
“My babies.” She asked.

“They're probably hungry. I'll go check.” Matildareplied, and left for the next room.



Another moment passed while the milking continued. Then Theresa and Jessica camein carrying thelittle
girls. Jessica approached first, and handed little Jamie over to Susan.

Susan took their daughter into her arms and pulled the blankets away from the tiny face.

“Hungry sweetie?’ She cooed. She looked at Matilda and nodded. Matilda switched off the breast pumps
and took the hoses away. Susan placed Jamie to a nipple and instantly the child started suckling. In afew
minutes, Jamie released a nipple and seemed to relax.

“Jessieis probably hungry too.” Matilda said as she took Jamie.

Susan reached out for Jessie, and held thelittle girl to the other breast.

Susan moaned. “What arush!” And for afew more minutes reveled in the sensation.

“OK. Mommy lesson number one.” Matildasaid. “Burping.” She instructed Jessica and Tabithato each
take a child and proceeded to teach them on how to burp, then rock the little girls back to sleep.

Susan tried to stay awake to watch, but drifted off to dleep after afew minutes.
Emergency call

A beeping awoke Michad from a deep sleep. Susan stirred away too. Michagl picked up the comm-device
sitting on his nightstand.

“Yes?

“Michadl, its Mattie, come down here right away! Ungh! | need your help.” He heard.

“What' s happening? Anybody hurt?’ He said. “ Should Susan come too?’

“No, just.. Oomph.. need your help.”

“OK, beright there.” He gave Susan alook, shrugged, and put on his robe and slippers. He took the
elevator down to Matilda’s apartment and pressed the doorbell. The door slid open immediately and he
stepped into the dark apartment.

“Mattie?’ He called out quietly. Matilda s little girls, Natasha and Jennifer were only a couple months old,
he didn't want to call too loudly and awaken them.

“In here.” He heard. He went down the hallway to her bedroom. The light was on and he stepped in. What
greeted his eyes was incredible.

Matilda was struggling with the cups and hoses for her breast pump. Her breasts had swollen so firm with
milk, she could no longer bend forward enough to reach the pump. The hoses and cups had detached from
the machine.

“Oomph! Help me.” She said struggling.

He quickly assembled the pieces and handed the first cup to her. He flipped the switch as she held the cup
to her nipple. Though she could reach her own nipple, her breasts were so large and swollen it was a near

thing. He repeated the process on the second pump and soon both breasts were expressing milk.

After another twenty seconds passed she relaxed. He sat on the bed beside her.



“Thank-you lover.” She sighed.
“What happened?’

“1 didn't wake up intime.” She said. She carefully moved herself so she could lean back against the
headboard. The pumps continued to pump.

“1 never would have imagined it.” She said after awhile. “Boobs so big | can hardly move.”

“Not to sound, ah, uhm.”

“Like abreast obsessed man?’ Matilda suggested with a smile.

“OK, guilty, as you aready know.” He smiled back. “But uhm, how do you manage to breast feed?’
“Well, they were just so full, | couldn’t bend them. So | couldn’t reach. When | breast feed, | lie down and
put Nat or Jen on the bed beside me. Then kind of bend my upper boob over and hold it to them. It actualy
works redly well.”

“Except when you're extrafull.” Michad replied.

“Right except then.” She stroked her breasts slowly. “Want some?’ She asked.

He looked at her and she nodded verification. He leaned over and gently pulled a cup off, then took her
nipple into his mouth. He cupped the nipplein his tongue and suckled.

Matilda moaned. “Oh yes. Drink lover.”
He willingly complied. He drank several more mouth’s full. Then pulled away.

“Don’t want to get too carried away.” He said after amoment. He took a tissue to wipe her nipple clean and
replaced the pump.

“1 wish we could, but not today.” Shereplied. “We both need our sleep.”

“1 do have a question. Do you think this will happen again?’

“Probably, the twins are getting bigger and sleeping longer.” She said. She was still in adreamy state.
“1"ll have to remember to make sure the pump is ready to go before | go to bed.”

He leaned over, taking both breastsin his hands and kissed her.

“You going to be OK?’ He asked.

“1"ll be fine. Thanks for coming down so fast and helping. Now go home before | change my mind and pull
you into bed with me.”

“OK. I'll stop by after breakfast.”
“Thanks.” She said giving him another kiss.

When he returned back to his apartment, he stopped in the kitchen to get aglass of water before going to
the bedroom. Susan was still awake waiting for him.

“What happened?’



“Matilda needed to pump desperately, but was having problems with the pump.” Michael responded getting
back into bed. “ She overs ept between feedings.”

“1 know how that feels. She OK?’
“Y up, the pump was working its magic when | left.” He settled down and she curled up beside him.
“That's good.” She said. “I’'m so glad she came aong.”

“Metoo.” He said. He turned out the light and they both quickly fell back asleep.

Surprise

“Do you know what today is?’ Susan said asthey ate their lunch. She was feeding the girls.

“No, other than its Sunday.” Michad replied.

“Well, it's Father’s day.” Susan replied. “Come on, help mewith the girls. | have a surprise for you.” They
put the girlsin their strollers, made sure they had toys to keep them occupied, and headed out. They buzzed
Jenna s apartment, and Jenna answered.

“Everything isready.” She said by way of greeting.

They got into the elevator, and Jenna pressed the G2 button. They descended, as they came to a stop Susan
instructed Michael to close his eyes. The elevator doors slid opened and they guided Michael afew steps
forward.

“Now, open them.” Susan replied.

Parked afew feet in from of him, was a cherry red Mustang. The top down, it looked more than ready for
the road.

“You had it brought down.” Michael replied. “But Zanthiadoesn’t have the fossil fuels. There's no
gasoline.”

“Oh, we didn’t have your car brought down.” Susan replied. His Mustang was the only thing from Earth
still onboard the ship orbiting above.

“But?’

“Thisisacopy.” Jennaexplained. “I am an engineer; we adapted a Zanthian power source.”
“Soits..” Michad said waking around it.

“It'sal yours, and ready to go.” Susan replied. “Happy father’s day.”

“1 don’'t know what to say. Thank-you.” Michael replied.

“Goon, getin.” Susan urged.

Michael needed no further prompting, he opened the door and slid behind the wheel. The dash was mostly
what he remembered, there were some Zanthian changes, but they were subtle.

“1 will watch the girls.” Jennavolunteered. “Y ou should try it.”



“Thank-you again.” Susan said. She gave Jenna a hug, and hopped into the passenger seat. Michagl pressed
the ignition button, and they heard a subtle hum as the motor started. He put the car in gear, and slowly
pulled away. Up through the garage level he went, then emerged on the street. They drove around the plaza
areafor afew minutes, and then drove aong the one-time harbor area. They parked found a park area and
stopped to look at the sea.

“There are still so many placesin the city to see.” Michael replied.

“At least you'll be able to get around alittle better.” Susan replied. “Make sure you give Jenna aride next.
Everybody will want one.”

“1 will. I can’t thank you enough.”

“1 know how much you loved your car back on Earth.”

“It’sawonderful gift. So what about Mother’s Day? Anything specia you want?’

“| dready have my gift.” Shereplied, and then patted her stomach. “It’ sright here.”
“You're?

“Y es dear, two months along.” She smiled.

He reached for her and drew her close for adeep loving kiss.

“We better be getting back.” She said after a moment. Though she didn’t move too far away.

“| think we can spare afew more minutes.” He said. He kissed her again. His hand slid down her side, then
outward over the expanse of her breasts, he slowly circled her nipple with his fingers, lightly touching her.

Suddenly her eye shot open, and she caught her breath as an orgasm lit through her.

“Oh my!” shereplied. “I’ d forgotten how sensitive my boobs can be. We have to continue this back home.”
“Absolutely.”

“Now, dear, now!”

“Yes ma am.” Hereplied and started the car, and drove away.

Drivein the country

“Have agood time dear.” Susan said.

“Are you sure about this?” Michael replied standing at the door.

“Absolutely.” Shereplied. She gave Michael akiss. “Now go, I'll see you in afew days.”

Michael bent down and gave Jessie and Jamie kiss. “Be good for Mommy.” Joseph and Jacob were
sleeping. He stood, and gave Susan another kiss.

“I'll be back.”

“Love you.”



“Love you too.”

And he was out the door. He went down afew floors and buzzed the door. A few moments later, the door
slid open and Nola stood on the other side.

“Hi!” shereplied and stepped aside. At sixteen she had grown into quite a pretty girl.
“So you' re doing the baby sitting?’ Michael said stepping into the entryway.
“Me and some of the other girls.” Nola said. “We thought we' d make a bit of a slumber party out of it.”

“Just don't get carried away.” Matilda said coming out of her bedroom. “Remember you' re here to watch
over the children first.”

“We'll remember. Jessica and the others said they’d help.” Nolareplied.

Matilda said her good-byes to her daughters, Nat and Jenny. And tucked in baby Sophia and Marie.

“You can cal usif you need us.” Matilda said. She gave Nola a hug, and pulled her suitcase behind her.
They went down afew more floors to ‘the schoolroom’. There Jessicawas working with Billy, currently
her only student. Jennawas a so there. Over the last four years she had become fluent in her English, and
was now spending time in the school helping teach, and to learn herself. The teenagers had finished for the
day, and only Billy remained. He saw his mother comein, and put down his book. He ran to her with a
drawing he had made. Matilda fussed over him, but eventually managed to say her good-byes. She told him
that she would be gone for just afew days, and would be back soon.

“It'sjust alittle trip Michadl and | have to take.” She explained. “Nolawill be staying with you, you be
good for her?’

“1 will Mom.” He said. Over the last few months, he had dropped “Mommy” in favor of “Mom.”
She gave him another hug, and they |eft.

They made their way to the parking garage. The bags went in the trunk, and they headed out.
“Put the top down.” Matilda asked as they stopped at the exit.

“Sure.” Michadl replied. It was anice day, and Michael was happy to lower the convertible roof. Once
secured, they started driving.

“Where to?" He asked.
“South on the coastal highway.” Matildareplied.

“You gotit.” And Michadl turned south. All marks of civilization outside the city limits of ZanTan had
been removed over the centuries. But now, afew were beginning to be rebuilt. The first was coastal
highway. It followed the coast south out of ZanTan. A six-lane super highway, it once served as major
artery, now it was just aroad for Michael to get out on and stretch the mustang’ s legs. After fifteen
minutes, the skyline was falling behind them. The southbound lanes were higher up the hillside compared
to the north bound lanes, they had an unimpeded view of the sea as they drove. After an hour they were
coming to what Michael thought was the end of the highway.

“Thisisnew, | think.” Michagl said.

“Yes, new last month.” Matildareplied. “ Just another twenty miles or so.”



They drove on.

“Now take the exit.” Sheinstructed. The six-lane had |eft the coast and continued south, while the coastline
had curved east. Just beyond their exit, Michael could see that the highway came to an abrupt stop. He took
the exit down to some stop lights. To the right more signage signifying the end of the road. He turned | ft,
and went under the six-lane. Another set of lights, had he turned left he would have gotten back on six-lane
heading north. But Matildainstructed him to go straight. They followed the two-lane for several miles until
they found themselvesin a heavily wooded area, and the road started twisting and turning through the trees.
They went over a bridge, and through another few miles.

“There should be adriveway soon.” Matildasaid. And indeed after just another mile an obvious driveway
emerged from the wood.

“Thisit?’ Michadl said slowing.

“Yes.” Shereplied.

Michael turned onto the drive and followed the narrow lane a few hundred yards through the trees. He
rounded a curve and emerged into open area. To the left had to be the largest house he had ever seen, to the
right, alarge garage. A garage door was opening and Michael pulled into it and shut down the car.

They retrieved their bags and headed for the house.

“Wow, thisis quite aplace.”

The house was huge. It looked like log cabin on the outside. A porch, complete with chairs and benches
spanned the entire front. They stepped through the front door and paused to look around. The living room
was nearly twenty feet wide and twice that deep. Typical of Zanthian design, there was a hallway
immediately to their right, Michael could only assume there were bedrooms behind each of the doors he

Saw.

“There's four bedrooms down that hallway.” Matilda said, then pointed to another archway on the far right
hand corner. “And down that hallway, are a master suite, anursery, and a guest suite.”

To hisleft, was akitchen and dining area and a den. Off the kitchen was a small glassed sun-room for more
intimate dining. Michael’ s eyes followed a stairway up to aloft above the kitchen area.

“That's afamily room up there.” Matilda said pointing to it. There were catwalks that crossed over the
living room on each end. “And on that side six more bedrooms.”

“Amazing.” He said.

“Come | want to show you the pool.” They left their bags and crossed the living room. On the wall there
was not one, but two large fireplaces. Each had a different setting in front of it, One setting had five single
high back chairs, suggesting a group to sit and enjoy the fire, the other, a single loveseat, with end tables,
suggesting more private conversation. What caught Michad’s eye next was the enormous painting that
spanned from one mantle across to the other.

“Isthat?’

“Yes, Courtney did that.” Matildasaid. It was painting of ZanTan’s skyline, ared sky in the background.

“It’s beautiful.” He replied.



“She said she's got awhole series of nature canvases she wishesto paint.” Matilda said as the paused to
admireit. “ She said, since Zanthiais so pristine, so unspoiled, she can go amost anywhere and paint. Jenna
has been suggesting places.”

Patio doors spanned the entire back wall of the living room. They emerged into another glassed in area.
Michael could see alarge pool directly in front of him, to hisright he could see what he guessed was a
sunken hot-tub, and a smaller wading pooal.

“For thelittle kids.” Matildasaid. “Now, look at this.” She pressed a button on a control panel, and Michael
heard the sounds coming to him from all around. As he watched, al the windows on the side walls opened,
afresh breeze started comingiin.

“Isthat salt?’ Michael replied.

“Yes..” Matilda said. “Just one more thing to show you, come on.” Shetook his hand and led him past the
pool out adoor and down a path through the trees. As they walked they could hear the surf of the ocean.
Michael saw a birdhouse hanging from atree.

“Has everybody been out here except me?”’
“Not everybody, but afew.” Matilda replied. “ Tabitha put those up, still no residents though.”

They walked atotal of a hundred yards, the trees cleared, and at the edge of the trees stood a large gazebo.
Like the pool area, the windows were screened. They walked beyond it and looked south. Their view was
spectacular. A long semicircular bay lay before them. The beach was of beautiful sand, stretching out over
amile. In the distance, another bluff formed the southern boundary.

“Jenna said this beach was a popular vacation spot for the people. Eventually, the entire beach area was
turned into a park, so nobody could build there. This house and its property is the closest anyone could
get.”

They went up into the gazebo and looked out over the beach.

“Beautiful isn't it?” Shereplied. “ So peaceful, so pure, | know people have been here, but it’s been so long
ago, it'slikeit never happened.”

“1 know, everywhere | go, I’'m amazed.” Michael replied. He moved up behind her and put his arms around
her waist. Asflat, and trim, asif she had never gone through three pregnancies.

“1 know how you feel. It’slike I’m dreaming.” She leaned back into him. She held her hands over his.
Slowly, they started swaying, her hands never leaving his, after afew minutes she guided his hands
downward, under the top of her shorts. She unbuttoned the cut-offs, and let them fall to the floor. Her
panties quickly followed. She stepped out of them and stood with her legs dightly apart.

“Make loveto me.” She sighed. She leaned forward, hands against the window frame, as she presented
herself to him.

He opened the front of hisjeans, and let his manhood spring free. He was more than ready to make loveto
this beautiful woman. They had made love multiple timesin the past, but thistime, it was with the intent of
impregnating her. He pressed into her womanhood, slowly he entered, stroke after stroke. Soon he was
fully into her, and stroking quickly.

“Oh!” She started panting. “Love me, yes, again, love.. ah.. laaahh!” she moaned, her vagina clutched as
her first orgasm came through her. He couldn’t hold on much longer, he pushed himself as deep as he could
and released his sperm deep into her. They stood there for afew minutes while they caught their breath.



“That was wonderful love.” Matilda sighed. He pulled out of her, and she turned a partially around to kiss
him. In her heels, she and Kristine were the only ones tall enough to kiss him without his bending over too
much. Of course, kissing Matilda had other enjoyable complications. Her breasts were so large she often
had to be sideways, and kiss sort of over her shoulder.

“Sit down, we're not done yet.” She said. He sat down, half reclined, in adeck chair. She pulled her
remaining foot out of her clothes and sat down on the few inchesto his side. She leaned over him, one of
her enormous breasts covering his stomach and chest astheir lips met.

After amoment she sat upright, her breast still resting on him. She was wearing a red scoop neck,
sleeveless t-shirt, nearly twenty inches of deep cleavage was visible before the cleavage disappeared under
the cloth. She pulled her arms back into her shirt, only to bring them back out under the bottom. Then she
pulled the shirt over her breasts, and over her head. She looked over the horizon of her breasts down at him.
She was wearing a bra, the light fabric barely covering her areola.

“To keep from wobbling too much,” She volunteered. “ Chasing the kids around, my boobs sometimes
bounce all over the place.” She then rose partially, and swung aleg over him. She straddled his body,
trapping his penis under her crotch. She reached behind her back, and rel eased the bra strap. Her breasts
barely lowered as the brawas released. She pulled it forward, then off to the side, wearing only her shoes
and a smile, she reached under her breasts, pulled them apart, and leaned in for another kiss.

He had his hands on her hips, he moved them up her sides, then down the sides of each beanbag sized
breast. She leaned back and swooned with delight. He took her breastsin his arms and started squeezing.
Her breasts were as sensitive as ever. She started sliding her hips forward and back, using her pussy, to
ride along his cock. Shethrew her head back, her black hair flying as she moaned and let herself be carried
along on the sensation. He moved his head to a side, and a plate size areola and erect nipple presented
itself. He stuck out his tongue and licked along swath across the surface.

“Ahh!” she screamed. Had he been paying attention, he would felt her release a good amount of [ubricant
upon his thickening cock. Though she tried to put forth afagade of control, in these moments she was
totally without control. He moved his mouth over the nipple, and swirled around it with his tongue.

“Yes!” She bucked her hips. He knew he was ready to penetrate her again.

“Lift up.” He instructed. She obliged. She took one hand away from her boobs to guide him. Once she had
fully speared herself upon him, she put her hand back. He moved his head back to center, and looked up
through the valley of her cleavage and went back to squeezing her boobs. He squeezed her boobs together,
and released, then repeat. Soon she was pumping her hips up and down upon him as her passions rose.

It didn’t take long for her to work hersdlf into a quick pace, with yips of excitement in among the panting.
On three occasions she d ammed down upon him to shake through an orgasm, only to start again within
moments. The fourth orgasm he couldn’t hold back any longer, she collapsed upon him, draping herself
atop her immense breasts. She shook in orgasm, her pussy clenching him, and he in turn exploded deep
with her.

She couldn’t move for several minutes as she collected her breath and wits. He had other ideas. He dlid his
hand down the sides of her breasts until he had each attempting to cover her areola. He lowly brought his
fingers together against histhumbs, meeting at her nipples, then apart again.

“QOoh, | loveit when you do that.” She managed to say. She had no energy to move. Again he moved his
fingers, and again. A slow, sensua massage, it caused her to slowly start moving her hips again. His
softening penis eventually slipped out of her.

She shuddered softly one last time, then relaxed. He stopped his actions and let her rest. It was nearly thirty
minutes |l ater before she stirred again. She kissed him, sat up, then stood taking her weight off him. She
brought her leg back over, and sat on the side chair again.



“Thank-you lover,” she said. She leaned over and kissed him again. “If I’'m not pregnant after all that, |
never will be.”

“Well.” Michael started. He had one hand behind his head, and with the other he reached out and stroked
the top of her breast. “1 hope you don’t mind, but | think I’d like to make sure. | just need to charge my
batteries a bit.”

“1 was hoping you' d say that.” She looked out the windows, noticing the light was weakening, the sun
setting. “But we better get back to the house before the bugs get too bad.”

“Good idea.” Hereplied, “I’m getting hungry.”

Matilda found her clothes piled on the floor, ignoring her bra, she dressed, and they made their way back
down the path to the house, and entered into the pool area.

“Tomorrow, we need to go swimming.” Matilda said.
“1 didn’t bring a suit.” Michael said.
“1 didn’t either.” Matilda said with alaugh.

They ate their meal in the sun-room, enjoying the darkness fall in the woods. They moved to afireplace,
and kissed a few more times.

Matilda pulled away and stood.

“1"m going to take a shower, why don’t you start afire.” She said. She sauntered off and he watched her
every step of the way.

Starting a fire was no effort, ssmply pressing a button, but Michael aso took the time to pour a glass of
wine, and relaxed looking at the flames.

After afew minutes, Matilda re-emerged, wearing afluffy robe. She slowly took the glass from his hand,
then bent over and kissed him.

“Your turn lover.” She sipped the wine. “Hmm, now go, don’'t keep me waiting.”

Michael stood and kissed her again. “I’'m going.” And he went to take his own shower. After getting clean,
he put on arobe, and returned to the living room. He found Matilda stretched out on the floor in front of the
fire. Her robe had fallen amost completely open. She was looking into the fire and didn’t notice his
entering. He took a moment to admire her. Her breasts piled up in front of her blocked amost al of her
upper body. Only asmall part of her hips could be seen. Only from the rear could the heart shape beauty be
seen and appreciated. Her long, shapdy legs though, were on full display. Her long hair was spread across
the floor behind her.

“Deep in thought?' He said after amoment. Matilda jumped alittle.

“Sorry.”

“It's OK. Just thinking.”

He settled down in front of her, just inches from her body.

“About what?’



“Mmm” Matildasighed. “I’m just thinking, boys or girls. And | can’'t decide.” She moved her hand to her
belly. Her arm, brushing the bottom of her breasts caused them to jiggle, her robe faling alittle bit more
open.

“Do you really want one or the other?’ He brushed some hair away from her face, then gently caressed her
face.

She reached up and held his hand. “I want to give you both.” She said. She kissed his hand, then guided it
down the front of her robe onto her breast, her robe finaly falling compl etely open.

“Then | guesswe'll have to keep trying and trying.” He said with a mischievous smile. They made love
again in front of the fireplace. Then, after catching their breaths, made their way to the bedroom, and fell
asl eep together.

The next morning, Matilda woke to find the bed empty. She could hear the shower start. She quickly
reached into the nightstand and removed two objects she had stashed there the night before. The first was a
hand held mirror, and the second was the inseminator Susan had been using to impregnate the women. Her
boobs were so big she couldn’t really see her own stomach. Using the mirror to look over her boobs, she
placed device on theflat of her stomach just below her belly button. Like the first time it was used on her,
she pressed the button, and watched the light slowly flash, then it went solid green, she watched it
nervoudly for nearly a minute, then it flashed a few times, and went dark. Only thistime, instead of aman’'s
sperm finding her egg, it was her egg, saved from her cycle the month before. She put the machine and
mirror away, and laid down, both hands on her belly. She could only imagine what the next 9 months or so
would bring. She had wanted to stack the odds in her favor.

Therest of the weekend was filled with swimming in the pool, soaking in the hot tub, interspersed with
multiple sessions of love making. One highlight was taking agolf cart down atrail to the beach. The sand
was pristine, and the water tickled their toes as they walked barefoot in the surf waters.

Sunday evening, they sat in the sunroom off the kitchen eating their evening meal. It wouldn’t be long
before they would have to make the drive back to the city. Michael 1ooked out the window at the woods,
and the small clearing.

“You know,” He said. “I think a bird bath and a feeder would be perfect in that clearing.”

“Hmm.” Shereplied after looking at the area he had pointed to. “I think you' re right. Hopefully the birds
will spread here soon.”

“Tabitha says the population is growing.” He said after a bit.

“Areyou still thinking about going back?’ She asked after amoment of silence.

“Weall knew we'd have to make another trip.” Michadl said. “But | don’t really want to go.”
“Because?’ She asked drawing out the word.

“Because | would miss you, and Susan, and the kids, and everybody else.” Michagl said. “This has become
my home.

“Then go, and come back as quick as you can.” She replied. “But promise me one thing. Don’t go until
after our baby isborn. OK?’

“Oh! Of course, | wouldn’'t dream of it.” Michael replied. His plate was empty, as was hers. He gathered
them up, and put them in the cleaner.

“But for now, we better be on the road back to town.”



“1 know. It was so pleasant here. | love everybody, but it was nice to be away fromit al too. But | miss my
kids.”

They had already packed their clothes, and had their bags sitting by the door. They took one last walk
around the house, making sure all wasin order, then headed out to the garage.

“Looks likerain.” Matilda said looking at the western sky.

“| better put the top up.” He replied as he put the bags in the trunk. They made their way back in the rain.
By the time they pulled into the parking garage it was pouring.

They first stopped at Matilda's apartment. Just outside the door, Matilda stopped short and turned to
Michadl.

“1"m thinking, Ann Margaret should be next on thelist of clones.” She said.
“You like to plan ahead, don’t you.” They kissed one final time.
“1I"m planning further than that.” She teased. And kissed him again. She reached for the door release, and

entered her apartment. Michael heard just the first bit of two little girls squeals of delight before the door
slid closed.

Speaking of little girls, he had his own waiting for him. He took the elevator up to his apartment, and let
himself in. He found the girls all dressed in their PJs curled up on the couch as Susan read to them.

“And they lived happily ever after.” He said interrupting.
“Daddy!” They squealed.
“Sssh girls, your brothers are asleep.” Susan said. Even though the doors to bedrooms were soundproof.

Michael and Susan had three sets of twins; two girls, two girls, and then two boys. The two boys, named
after their fathers, were just under a year old, had mastered crawling, and were about to embark on the
larger challenge of walking,. Michael knelt down to be smothered with hugs and kisses, then settled on the
couch with Jessie and Jamie on hislap. Susan continued to read, and soon had both set of twins asleep.
Michael did agirl off hislap, then carried the other to bed. He returned and carried al the girlsto their
beds. Once snuggled under the blankets for the night, he and Susan went to their bedroom where for Susan,
sleeping was last on her list of things to do.

Ten weeks later

“1I"m glad you could see me.” Matilda said entering Susan’s office.

“It’s no trouble. I’'m not swamped, yet.” She replied. “But in afew years, and the girls start having children,
| think 1’1l be busy.” They were talking about the teenage girls they had adopted. Nola was the ol dest and
now nearly twenty.

“Has any of them said anything?’ Matilda asked.

“Not that | know of, but I’m not around them as much as their guardians.” Susan replied. “But, we'll cross
that bridge when we get to it. What can | do for you?’

“Well, I'm alittle concerned.” She replied. Shelifted her breasts away from her stomach and turned
sideways to show Susan her profile. “I’m showing already, and I'm barely ten weeks.”



“Hmm, sit down.” Susan said. She gestured to areclining chair. Then picked up her scanner and calibrated
it for her purpose.

Matilda sat down, and then leaned back. The chair, resembling alounge chair, was higher off the ground,
but otherwise alowed Matildato lean back, her upper body slightly elevated, and her legs al so raised.
Arms were hinged into position to alow the occupant to be comfortable. Susan, having already experienced
three pregnancies found the chair to be extremely comfortable for expectant mothers.

“I"ll do aquick ultrasound.” Susan said. “Just open your pants alittle.”

Susan pretended to press afew buttons on the scanner while Matilda unbuttoned her jeans, and lowered the
Zipper. Once she was done, she held her breasts up alittle for Susan to work. Susan held the scanner against
Matilda’s baby bump for afew seconds while it worked, then withdrew it.

“Done,” Shereplied. She sat a her disk, and pressed afew buttons and looked at her screen.

“Well, that’ s definitely a baby bump, and there’s a perfectly good reason for it.” She said with asmile. She
pressed a couple buttons and the large monitor on the wall lit up with amagnified view of Matilda's uterus.

Magnified many times, it was clear to seethe fetus's.

“Here are your reasons.” Susan said pointing to each in turn. “One. Two. Three. Four.”
“Five?’ Matilda finished. “Oh my.”

“1 guess dropping that extra egg was more successful than we thought.”

“Apparently.” Matildareplied. Matilda went to her bag and retrieved the inseminator, and handed it to
Susan.

“1 think we better keep this‘egg dropping’ to ourselves.” Susan replied.

“Absolutely.” Matilda agreed. “Can you imagine if Theresafound out? She'd want to be Zanthia sfirst
Octomom.”

“Or more.” Susan agreed.
Matilda put her hands to her bulging belly. “Am 1?7

“1 think you'll be fine. We'll monitor you more closely than before. Just because of the quints, but you've
had two sets of twins so far, and you were fine.”

Relieved, Matilda relaxed. “ And what about you?’

“Twins again.” Susan said putting her hands on her own baby bump. She was six weeks further along than
Matilda, her own pregnancy progressing well.

“ S0, you gonna egg drop next time?’ Matilda asked a bit mischievoudly.
“1 don’t know. I’d kind of like to. Maybe I'll just live vicarioudly through you.”
“We'll have plenty of timeto talk.” Matilda said. Then stood to leave.

“| really can’t thank you enough for this.” Matilda added patting her stomach. “It means alot to me.”



“1 know.” Susan said. She stood also and in asurprising move, pulled Matildainto a hug. Being as busty as
they both were, it was closer to holding hands.

“Thereisonething | wanted to ask you.” Susan said. “If anything were to happen to me, would you?”’
“You know | would.” Matildasaid. “I’d help with your kids.”

“More than that, take care of them and take care of Michad t0o0.” Susan said seriously. Matilda stood silent
for amoment, then agreed.

“Of course. And if anything happened to me?”’

“Absolutely.” Susan replied immediately.

“Now, too much seriousness, lunch?’ Matilda asked.

“Sure, it'snice out. Let’stake some sandwiches out into the courtyard.”
Four Months Later

“I'll be glad when these two arrive.” Tabitha said lowering herself into her chair. “I can use a break from
having to pee every hour on the hour.”

All of the women at the table chuckled. Most had gone through multiple pregnancies, and all knew the last
few weeks were the most trying. Tabitha was |ess than two weeks away from delivering her fourth set of
twins. She would be thefirst to do so. Kristine had almost caught up to the rest, even though she had
joined the colony last, she waswell into the third trimester of her fourth pregnancy. Susan’s fourth
pregnancy was equally advanced. Which of the two would deliver first was anybody’ s guess. Matilda
smiled from the other side of the table. Her quintuplets had made her enormous. She seemed to enjoy every
minute of her pregnancy. Theresa, had taken a slower pace. She had delivered quads her first two
pregnancies, and was barely two monthsinto her third.

The only non-pregnant woman at the table was Jenna. She sat next to Susan.

The group would meet once every two weeks to discuss the happenings on Zanthia. This ‘council’ of sorts
would talk about the latest news, and health of the children, and what they should be doing next. They
were sitting on the balcony of Michael and Susan’s apartment. It was a beautiful day, with a dight breeze.
Inside, the younger children played while Jessica had the oldest children in school.

“There’'s a couple things | wanted to talk about.” Michael said. “ As you may remember the ‘Mayflower.’ |
think it’s about time | go back to Earth. Collect more animals, and hopefully recruit afew more peopleto
joinus.”

Even though it had been talked about |oosely for awhile, discussing it at the council meeting was a bit
more formal.

“1"1l go with you.” Susan volunteered.

“No, as much | want your company. Y ou need to stay here. Zanthia needs it’s only Doctor here, more than
| need you on thetrip.” Michael looked at her and she nodded. He looked across the table at Matilda, she
had been about to speak, but understood, nodded, and kept silent.

“Besides, the children need their mothers.”

“So will anybody be going with you?’ Theresa asked. “And when will you be leaving? And how long will
you be gone?’



“1 ..."” Michael started.
“1"m going with you.” Jennainterrupted. “1 wish to see your world.”

Nobody could argue against her statement. She had no children, and the Zanthian girls were still in the
stasis chambers.

“Metoo.” Volunteered Tabitha. Michael was about to object but she stopped him. “No, it makes sense.
Somebody has to collect more animals. And that’s the main reason we' re going back right?’

She looked at her sister and continued.

“Y ou have to stay and continue with the fish hatcheries. Me, I’ve released all the birds | can, | can only
keep track of their populations and how their territories are spreading. Koraand Mandy can do that while
I’'m gone. And my kids, they’ Il have their Aunt and cousins here.”

“She makes sense.” Theresasaid after a moment.

Michael |ooked around the table and all the women seemed to agree.

“All right.” He said after a moment. “But | think that should beit.” Again he looked around the table and
seeing no objections, he continued.

“So, whento leave.” He said. “I think it should be relatively soon. A few months or so.”
“At least let me ddliver these.” Tabitha said patting her stomach again. “Ooh! Kick.”
“And | think you should wait until these are born.” Susan said.

“Minetoo.” Matilda added.

“1 think it’ll take at least that long before we're ready.” Michael responded.

“So you’ re planning on recruiting women too, right?’ Kristine said.

“Yes. | know Jessicais starting to feel the pressure of being the only teacher, though | know you’re all
helping whenever you can.”

“But you're not going to do any genetic collections.”
“l wasn't planning on it.”

Susan leaned forward and said in alow voice. “Y ou may have to make an exception to that. It'd be anice
surprise for some of the girls.”

The other women nodded agreement.

“Good idea.” Theresasaid. “We take them for granted sometimes. They’ re young women, not that much
younger than us. And they will start to want families of their own. Thiswill be a nice thing for them.”

The other women agreed as well.

“Now, how long will you be gone?’ Kristine asked.



“Another good question, | think that will depend on what we want to collect while we're there. The more
things we absolutely need, the longer it’ll take.”

“Theresaand | will have to go over our lists again.” Tabithareplied. “And if we're going to spend some
time interviewing, that’ll add.”

“And sightseeing.” Kristine added gesturing to Jenna.
“| think that’s going to take most of our time between now and then. Making shopping lists. Prioritizing.”
All agreed. Michadl was going to bring up the next topic, then Tabitha spoke.

“One last thing, would it be al right if we made some changes to the ship? Make it a bit more cozy? More
comfortable?’

“Like?’ Theresa said.

“Well. Uhm.” She thought amoment. “It’d be nice if the common room had more comfortable chairs. We
can keep afew tables and chairs for eating. But the others, something a bit more comfy, like couches, and
recliners. And the walls, they're al boring. Maybe something to brighten the place up.”

“Well, sure. Go for it.”

“Cool. I'll get Courtney to help.”

“Anything else?’ He asked, but got silence. “I’'m sure we'll talk about it more. But there' s one other thing,
that’s kind of important too.”

They all looked at him with anticipation.
“Surrogates.” He said after amoment. “Up until now, all the babies born have been from our genes.”
“Accept for Sophiaand Maria.” Matilda said.

“Right, accept for Sophia and Maria. Y ou' ve definitely been doing your part.” He said. “You al agreed to
also be surrogate mothers. | think it'stime you ladies seriously consider starting to do so.”

They all looked at him seriously. But he continued. “I’m asking you all to consider it. If you have surrogate
children, then the other women will consider it aswell.”

Silence followed for a few minutes. They had agreed, but being reminded was still a bit of a shock. Michael
realized it would take time for it to sink in. He'd have to talk to each of them individually, he thought, to
convince them.

“It'sreally not bad at all.” Matilda said after abit. “The procedure is nothing. Not even worth talking
about.”

“It's not that.” Theresa started.

“Ah, | know what it is.” Matildareplied. “Let metel you. | love Sophia and Marialike they were my own.
While | may not be their mother in blood, I’m as good as their mother in heart. I'll never hide from them
who they are. And they’ll grow up knowing that | wanted to bring them into this world. Just as surely as |
wanted Billy and his sisters.”

Michael had come to understand the women'’s thinking. They all had cometo realize that they were just
like the colonists that had landed at Plymouth Rock. Thiswas abig deal.



“Sophia’ s and Maria s birth certificates show Matilda as their surrogate mother. A thousand years from
now, their descendants will be ableto trace their family tree all the way back to this table, and to you
Matilda.”

There was more silence, and Michael decided to leaveit lie.

“Anyway, I'll let you think about it.” He paused. “ So, let’ s talk about the trip some more.”

The conversation started back up again. Plans and ideas tossed about. They talked for another hour, but it
was turning dark. Michael called for the meeting to end. Michael helped Kristine take her children home,
while Jenna helped Theresa and then Tabitha. He returned in time to help Matilda. He entered the
apartment to find the two women sitting at the small table in the kitchen. He sat down to join them.

“So, what did you think?" He asked.

“l wish | could go with you .” Susan said.

“Metoo.” Matilda added.

“1 know. But | need both of you here. Everyone looks to you. You'll be in charge while I’m gone.”

“Promise you won't leave until after our babies are born.” Susan said. And Matilda nodded. Michael
reached out and put ahand on the belly of each woman.

“That | promise whole heartedly.” He said. “1 wouldn’t missit for the world. Or rather two worlds.”
Without removing his hands, he turned directly to Matilda.

“Thank-you for speaking up about surrogating, | don’'t know if it convinced anybody. But it may have
helped.”

“1 know | should surrogate, but | love carrying your babies.” Susan said.

“1 know. But think of it thisway. After these are born, I'll head to Earth. Then you can surrogate, or clone,
while I'm gone. By the time | get back, you'll have had the babies, and...”

“We'll be ableto carry yours again.” Matildafinished for him.

He turned to Susan. “I think, if you do it, the rest will.”

“1 know. I'm just thinking. Let’s say one of our daughters were to marry one of Tabitha' s boys. That’sa
new genetic combination. But chances are none of our other children will marry any of Tabitha's. So now
they have to choose from the others. Each pairing creates a new genetic combination, but eliminating a
possible pairing at the same time.”

“Simple math, redly.” Michadl said. “ There are only so many different combinations possible. And each
woman has, or is going to have, more children then there are combinations. All the women need to start
having surrogates to increase the number of combinations possible.”

“Considering how long we' re supposed to live, there’ s nothing stopping us from having our own children
again somewhere down the road.” Matilda added.

“Very good point.” Michael said. “That would help persuade people, right?’

“I"d think so.” Susan said.



“Daddy?’ Jessie said interrupting them. “Can you read me a story?’

“Sure sweetheart.” Michael replied.

“| better get mine home.” Matilda said.

“No, stay, | want to walk you home.” Michadl said.

“Yes, relax. They're asleep, and Michael can help.” Susan added. “Just give us afew minutes.”
Matildaleaned back in her chair and relaxed. She watched Michael and Susan each take the five-year olds
by the hand and guide them to bed. Twenty minutes later they re-emerged. They put Sophiaand Mariein a
stroller and headed for the door.

“You OK?" Michael asked Susan.

“I"ll befine. | think I'll take a soak in the tub. Let our babies float awhile.” She kissed him. “Later.”

“I'll be back in abit.” Michael replied. They entered the elevator, then started down to Matilda' s floor.
Matilda, used to kissing and hugging sideways leaned into Michael asthe elevator descended. Then she
looked up at him and kissed him. His hand rubbed her stomach.

“That was nice.” Shereplied astheir lips parted.

“Yesit was.” Hereplied, one hand rubbing her pregnant belly.

“It’s been awhile since we' ve made love.” She purred. “Up for some fun lover?’

“| think so. With any luck everybody will be asleep.”

“Billy will probably be awake, staying up until | get home.” The elevator opened on her floor, and they
went to her apartment.

“Nola, the kids asleep?’ Matilda asked once they entered.

“Billy wanted to stay up, so we made adeal. He'd lie in bed, with the lights on and read and you’d comein
and tuck him in as soon as you got home.”

“The girls.” Matilda asked, referring to Natasha and Jennifer.

“They're asleep. | put them down an hour ago.”

“Good. | better let you get home. | know it’s been along day.” Matilda said.
“Goodnight.” Nola said then. She picked up her bag and headed out the door.

“| really should ask one of the younger girlsto watch the kids. But Nola' s so good with them.” Matilda said
after locking the door. “Come on, | need to seeto Billy.”

Michad waited outside the door as Matilda went in. Less than a minute later, she came back out, shut off
the light, and closed the door.

“He was ad eep, but woke up when | opened the door.” She whispered. Next they put Sophiaand Mariain
their beds. They snuggled on the couch for afew minutes, then Matildaled him to the bedroom. They sat
side by side, each undressing. Once naked, Matilda laid back.



“Now, lover, fed my belly.” Matilda purred. “Feel how big your babies are making me. Feel my boobs.
Feel how firm and big they’ ve gotten. They' re filling with milk to feed our babies. When our babies come,
| want you to drink from metoo.”

Departure Two:

Twenty people were gathered on the rooftop to see Jenna, Tabitha, and Michael on their way. The shuittle,
unused in over five years sat on the landing pad, the rear hatch open and ramp leading down. They said
their good-byes. Michael kissed Susan and Matilda deeply, as well as the other women. He hugged the
kids, especidly hislittle girls. They were old enough to know he was leaving and would be gone awhile.
Tabitha spent time with each of her kids, and her nieces and nephews. Jenna, though she had no children of
her own, was hugged by all.

Eventually they had said their good-byes, and made their way into the shuttle. Michael pushed the button,
and the ramp retracted and the door swung shut. Michael took up the driver’s seat, Jenna sat beside him,
and Tabitha sat behind.

He looked out the window, seeing the people moving to the doorway.

“Everybody is clear.” Came Susan’s voice over the radio. “Come back to us.”

“Wewill.” Michael replied. He pressed the power button and the shuttle’' s engine starting making a bit of a
whine. He pressed the command button and ordered the shuttle a oft. Thistime, he chose to take histime.
The shuttle rose, then did aslow circle around the building. They could see peopl e on the bal conies waving
to them. Next he did aslow loop around the central courtyard area of the city, then loop around the
outskirts. Finaly he directed the shuttle back over the building one last time before accelerating up and into
space.

The shuttle docked and Michael cycled the airlocks and they stepped onto the bridge.

“It doesn’t seem as big asit used to.” He said as he closed the airlocks behind him.

“1 know the feeling.” Tabithasaid. “But it hasn’t changed, much.”

“These are beautiful.” Michael said looking at the walls that formed the back of the bridge. The two walls
displayed the ZanTan skyline. He moved to the front of the bridge and pressed the command button.

“Computer, once the shuttle is clear, please plot a course around both moons, then proceed to the departure
point. Please transfer the shuttle’ s recording, and record our departure.”

“Acknowledged.” The ship’s computer replied. “ Shuttle is clear, breaking orbit.”

They watched as the view in the front monitors changed. Soon they were looking at space, and the
approach to the first moon. Then they passed it and travel ed for a few more minutes before the smaller,
more distant moon came into sight. Once they passed it the ship announced ancther ten minutes before
reaching departure point.

They each took seatsin front of monitors and opened up channels to Zanthia. Michael’ s conversation was
with Susan and Matilda, and the kids, gather in their apartment.

Everybody was crying as they spoke, said yet even more good-byes. The ship announced their imminent
arrival.

“It’stimeto go now.” Michadl said. “I love you all.” He said to the image.



“Love you too.” They replied.
“Seeyou as soon as | can. I'll send amessage as soon aswe arrive. | promise.”
“Be safe.”

“Seeyou later.” He said and waved. He cut off the transmission after afew moments. He looked and
Tabitha and Jenna were doing the same. They waved and turned off their transmissions as well.

“Computer, when you are ready. Set course, best speed to Earth.” Michael ordered.

“Acknowledged. FTL Trandation commencing. FTL in five, four, three, two, one.. activate.” They watched
the images on the view screens turn into the light tunnel, then the computer announced, “FTL trandation
complete. Arrival scheduled for 87 days, 18 hours, 38 minutes.”

“And so thetrip begins.” Michael said.

“Hopefully it'll be alittle more comfortable thistime.” Tabithasaid. “Come on, |et us show you what we
did.”

They proceeded down the center hallway. “We didn’t change the tel eporter or medical room, not much to
do. But check thisout.” She gestured to the murals on the walls of the hallway. Each portrayed a scenic
area of Zanthia. Then Tabitha gestured to the lock pad on Michagl’s cabin. He pressed it, and the door slid
open. He entered and Jenna and Tabitha followed.

“It's bigger.” Michael replied.

“Yes, haf again bigger.” Jennareplied. “ All the cabins are bigger. We thought it would be nice to have a
bit more private space. And these were Susan’sidea.” The wall was covered with photos and mini moving
photos of Susan and their children. There were pictures of Matilda and her children as well. The room was
also decorated more comfortably. The extra space was filled with a couple comfortable chairs. Warm colors
covered the walls. Even the bedding had new color and texture. He could see, through the closet door, a
variety of clothes hanging.

They retreated and moved down the hallway. At the end of the hallway, Tabitha pushed the lock pad on the
last door on the left. They entered to find a comfortable room.

“Now thisiswhat | call aden.” Tabithasaid. The origina den had been one converted cabin. Now, it
consumed what were originally three cabins, it had big comfy chairs, a nice carpet, and a holographic
fireplace on one end. Michael imagined some quiet piano in the background would make it compl ete.

“And look at this.” Jenna added. They crossed the hall to see the exercise room. It too had been expanded.
It contained alarger variety of exercise equipment.

Next they made it into the common room. Three dining tables with five chairs each sat on one side. On the
other side, the large monitor remained, but the seating had changed to more comfortable chairs. Two tiers
of raised flooring had been added. He would have to stoop to stand on the top tier, but it would make for
better viewing of the monitor.

“One last thing.” Tabitha said. They descended the stairway to the first storage level. Here the walls were
covered with pictures of people on Zanthia. Each one labeled and dated.

“1 thought it’d be nice to have these to ook at.” Tabitha said tearing up again.



“Wewon't stay long.” Michadl replied. “I miss my kids already.” They went back upstairs, and sat at the
center table on the bridge.

After watching the monitors for afew minutes Jenna commented.
“It’s hypnotic. It keeps changing.”
“Yesitis”

“1 need to tell you something.” Jennasaid after another moment. “1 wanted to be included on thistrip to see
Earth, but | had another reason.”

Michael and Tabithasat silently, waiting for her to continue.

“| wish to find amate.” She said after amoment. “| wish to find a man that will come back to Zanthia with
us.”

Tabithaonly smiled.

“I, uh.” Michael started.

“Am | not attractive enough?’ Jenna continued. “Do you think | can attract a man?’

“Oh! Absolutely.” Michael said in surprise. He sometimes forgot that Jennawasn’t even thirty years old.
Sometimes, Michagl would consider her long stasis sleep, and life on Zanthiain much greater terms. He

often considered her much older than she really was.

“1I"m sorry, | should have answered better, faster.” Michael said after amoment. “Y ou are avery beautiful
woman, and you'’ Il find many, many men on Earth attracted to you.”

It seemed to ease her mind for a moment, but then she spoke again.

“1 have watched some of your Earth ‘television shows.” The women have breasts no larger than mine. Y et
all the women you brought to Zanthia are much, much larger.”

Tabithaand Michagl looked at her for afew moments of silence.

“1 have to take some responsibility for that, when | gave the women the genetic atering shots, | increased
their breast size.”

“Genetic atering?’ Jenna asked.

“Sure, some alterations were needed to make Earth humans more compatibl e to Zanthian humans.”
“1 had heard rumors of Genetic testing.” Jenna said.

“So you didn’t know?’ Tabitha asked.

“No, only rumors.” Jennareplied. The conversation stalled for amoment, then Jenna continued.
“So, do men of Earth prefer larger breasted women?”

Tabithagiggled aresponse. “Oh yes. Most will never admit it, but they do.”

“1 have to admit to being guilty.” Michael said after another moment of silence. Tabitha openly chuckled.
She put her hands on her breasts and lifted them dightly.



“Kind of hard not to, considering the evidence,” she said smiling.
“Uhm.” Michad said in reply. And Tabithalaughed harder.
“You're funny.” She laughed again. Michad could only raise is handsin surrender.

“But back to what you were saying,” Tabitha continued after amoment. “| won’t guarantee you'll find
somebody. But we'll try.”

Michael nodded. “ The postings have been sent, there will probably be men answering the adds, so we'll see
what happens.”

“Nothing we can do until we get there.” Tabitha said. “Come on, you promised you’ d teach us Zanthian
games. Let’stry one.”

Jenna brought out a deck of cards, and started teaching them the first game. They played for a couple hours,
then broke for lunch. After lunch Jenna started to teach them more of Zanthian language. They had been
neglecting it but now they had nothing to do but learn. They all agreed, they would probably stick with
English, but conceded Zanthian words would need to be added in. They watched a movie after dinner, then
sat in the common room just talking. Eventualy they turned in.

The next day, they awoke and started their morning with alight breakfast, then all took awalk on the
treadmills. Once showered and clean they returned to the bridge.

“1 have been thinking.” She said al of a sudden. “I wish to have the genetic treatment, and enlarge my
breasts.”

Michael and Tabithasat stunned for a full ten second before Tabitha spoke.
“Areyou sure? You'reincredibly beautiful, you don’t need larger breasts.”
“1 am sure.” Jenna said after another moment.

Michael couldn’t believe it, she wasincredibly beautiful, and he guessed, C-cup breasts, was more than
curvy enough to draw attention. He waited for a bit before making his decision.

“If you're sure.” He said after several seconds. “ Come with me.”

He led her into the medical room, then familiarized himself with the computer. It had been almost five
years. He finally found the ‘ standard shot’ and had the computer generate the shot. He brought it to her and
looked her in the eye. She turned a shoulder to him, and he gave her the shot. Next he explained the

bracel et, and she picked one.

They went back to the bridge where Jenna showed the bracelet to Tabitha. They sat down and starting
playing cards again. Within aweek, Jennawould notice a size difference, in another two weeks after that,
she was about a cup size larger.

Arrival Two:

They emerged on schedule, just beyond the orbit of Saturn, they transitioned back into normal space-time.

“Wow, niceto see normal stars again.” Tabitha said after transition compl eted.

“1 know what you mean.” Michael replied. “I think we should show Jenna alittle of this place.”



He pressed the command button and issued orders. The ship complied and started making a turn toward the
ringed planet.

“Ooh, great idea.” Tabithasaid.
“Downloading messages from satellite,” The computer announced. “One priority message.”
“Priority?’ Tabitha asked.

“Yes, Susan and | discussed it. She could send a priority message if something came up and wanted our
immediate attention.”

“Something happened?’ Jenna asked.

“Hopefully not,” Michael replied. “Let’ s find out. Computer, play priority message on this screen.”
The small screen lit up and Susan’s face appeared.

“Hi Michael, no emergency here, everybody’s OK. But | wanted to give you some news right away.”

A screen split, and a picture of a man appeared in one haf while Susan continued speaking in the other
half.

“Thisis Doctor David Hester. He was one of my professors at med school. | want you to go see him and
tak to him. | am hoping you can bring him back to Zanthia.”

“He' s handsome.” Tabitha volunteered before Susan’s recording could continue.

“1 should give you abit of the story. He' s fifty five years old. He was married, but hiswife died shortly
after their son was born. He never remarried. His son grew up and married about twelve years ago. Last
week, | found out that his son and daughter-in-law were killed in a car accident. Doctor Hester isretiring
from teaching to take care of histen year old grand-daughter. She' sthe only family he hasleft.”

“1 sent some emails, and you have a meeting with him for Tuesday, the twenty third.”

“That's next Tuesday.” Tabitha supplied looking at the duel clock/calendars on each side of the bridge.
“1f my math isright, you should be arriving with afew days to spare before the meeting. We' ve talked
about getting another Doctor here on Zanthia, and | think he’d be perfect. He's ateacher and he could help
build an education system. Let me know what you think, and get back to me as soon as you can. Hope
you're safe, love you.” And the message went blank.

“Oh look.” Jenna said looking out the front monitors. They had just started their pass around Saturn, just
under the rings, and they watched in awe at the beauty. They passed around the dark side of Saturn and
emerged into the sunlight again, swinging away and headed for Mars.

“So, the Doctor?’ Tabitha said bringing them back to the message.

“Oh, yes, the Doc,” Michael replied. “It wouldn't hurt to go see him.”

“Can | go with you?’ Jenna asked.

“Uhm, better not. Neither of you.” Michael said. “Let metak to himfirst, I'll take my laptop, and we'll
relay theinterview here, I'll wear an ear-plug, and it'll be like you' re there.”



Tabitha agreed, but it seemed Jenna was disappointed. He caught this, and spoke to her. “If it looks good,
and we all agree, I'll take you along for a second conversation, al right?’

Jenna brightened and agreed. They were approaching Mars now.
“Computer, relay to the Mayflower to join us.”

“Message relayed. Mayflower complies.” Asthey circled Mars and headed to Earth they watched the red
landscape fade away to the side.

“Mayflower approaches.” The computer announced.

“Please ask the Mayflower to take the lead; we want to see her through the front view ports. Put usin orbit
above Houston please.”

“Acknowledged.” The computer replied.

“Now, let’srecord aresponse to Susan.” He sat back down in his chair, Tabitha and Jenna brought chairsto
sit beside him. He pressed the record button, and sat back.

“Hi Susan. The trip was uneventful. We just now arrived and are headed into orbit. We just got your
message and I’ [| go see the Doctor Tuesday. 1’1l take my laptop aong and record the whole thing, and relay
it to you. In the meantime, | want you to record a personal message to the Doc. Keep it simple, nothing
specific. Say hello, express condolences, etcetera. Just afew minutes, but it’d be a nice gesture. Oh, you
better film it from the neck up, you know?”’

“Oh!” Jenna gasped. Michael looked up and saw the Mayflower comeinto view just as they were settling
into orbit.

“Orbit established.” The computer announced.

“Better go, we just went into orbit. We'll al send more messages soon. Love you.” Micheal said, and
reached up, and pressed the button.

“Computer, send that message right away.”

“Message sent.” The computer replied.

“Well, now what?' Tabitha asked.

They looked at the clock, and it read barely 10:00 AM, on a Saturday morning, Houston time.

“Well, | think, instead of starting collections. Tabitha, you will take Jenna shopping. Y ou have the wish
lists?

“Good idea.” Tabithaagreed. “Get out and stretch our legs. But | want to check for personal messages
first.”

“Go ahead. | have to make a quick trip to the town-house before we can do anything.” Michael replied.
Jenna and Tabitha each went to their cabins while Michael went to the tel eporter room. He would work on
the messages later that evening. He materialized in the kitchen. From where he stood, he could see the

living room and dining room filled with boxes.

“Mail order,” Michael said to himself. “I didn’t think Susan had bought so much.” He went to work, he
carried a bag filled with teleporter beacons, each the size and shape of a quarter, he set to tagging the boxes



closest to him. For the next half hour boxes were tagged and beamed aboard to storage. He had managed to
clear some of the dining room, and made his way to what he was after. The mail, he found the letters
containing the mustang’ s registration papers, and tel eported back aboard.

“Hey, you're back!” Tabitha said meeting him in the corridor.

“Yup, | needed the paperwork for the car.” Michael said showing her the envelope. “Y ou look to beina
good mood. Good news from home?”’

“Indeed.” Tabithareplied. “ Theresa delivered quad boys, all healthy. She even sent some pictures.”
“Good to hear.” Michael replied. “You'll have to put that up in one of the frames bel ow.”

“1 will.” Shereplied. “I still think she’s alittle jealous of Matilda. Y ou know delivering ‘only four’ instead
of fivelike Matildadid.”

“She’s always complaining how much work quads are.” Jenna volunteered when she joined the
conversation.

“She forgetsthat part.” Tabithareplied. “ So, are we ready to go down?’
“Do you have your purses and things?’ Michael replied.
“1 got mine.” Jennasaid. She and Tabitha were both dressed in t-shirts, and jeans.

“Let'ssee.” Tabitha said opening hers. Jennadid as well. “ Digitizer. Com-unit. Wallet. Teleporter tags.
Cell-phone.”

“1 have the same.” Jennareplied. They had made it to the common room. They went down the stairs, and
headed forward. Michael took a minute to update the mustang’ s license plates then they got in, and
teleported down to aquiet street.

“Hopefully thiswill work.” Michael said as he twisted the key. The engine turned over and started. “Whew.
| was worried alittle, sitting for so long.” He consulted the GPS, and they headed for anearby mall. He
stopped in front of the door to let the women out. “ Stick together, and keep it low-key, we don’'t want to
attract undue attention.”

“We'll try.” Tabithareplied. “But with boobs like these, it won't be easy.”
“1 know, but try anyway.”

“Wewill.” Jennaanswered. They walked through the doors as Michael drove away. He had a different
shopping list to attend to. For the rest of the day Michael visited two of thelocal auto dederships. He
didn’t buy anything, but he took test drives, and pictures. At |least the salesmen thought they were pictures.
He explained he was trying to find his girlfriend a car for her birthday. In actualy, he was working his way
through thelist of vehicles the women had given him, digitizing them as he went. Most of the vehicles were
SUVs and mini-vans. But Theresa had surprised him requesting a big pick-up truck. Some had gone so far
as specifying specific makes and model's. Jenna would be busy converting them to Zanthian powertrains
and specifications. It was nearly six that evening when he returned to the Mall. He waited only a few
minutes outside before the two women appeared again, each carrying handfuls of bags. He popped the
trunk, and once the bags were secured, they were off to find a restaurant.

“1 think I’ ve created a monster.” Tabitha said once they were seated.

“How’sthat?’ Michael replied.



“Shoes.” Tabitha answered. “ Jenna must have bought at least two dozen pair of shoes.”
“1, well, dl right, | confess, | did.” Jenna said after a moment. “But the variety was such a surprise.”

“It's perfectly al right.” Michael replied after amoment. “Just aslong as you're willing to share the
designs. | presume you had them taken upstairs?’

“Oh!” Jennareplied remembering what ‘ upstairs’ meant. “Yes, it's aimost all upstairs.”

After the meal was complete, they spent a couple hours driving around town, top down, just talking and
laughing, and | etting the open spaces help ease the three months of confined space travel.

They eventually arrived at their hotel. The hotel would be their home away from the ship. They had
reserved two two-bedroom suites, some office space for the upcoming interviews, and some single
bedroom rooms for the candidates.

Once settled in, Michael took hislaptop and started reviewing the persona emails that had been sent while
they were in transit. Many were simple things; video of birthday parties, etcetera, news of births, and
confirmed pregnancies.

One of the last messages from Susan brought a smileto his face.

“Hi Michael. Well, I’'m pregnant again. Just confirmed it. | know | need to do it, but it’ s still kind of weird,
being a surrogate and all. Both parents have natural blonde hair. | thought, since you and | both have dark
hair, there won’t be any doubt these babies aren’t naturally ours. I’m making sure | tell everybody about it.
Hopefully the others will start following my lead. Y ou probably heard Theresa had her four boys, soit’ll be
awhile before she' sready. Matilda hasn't come to me yet, and | think that’s good. Those five are a
handful. | don’t blame her for taking her time before starting her next pregnancy. She's thinking Ann
Margaret thistime. | better let you go. Gottatuck thelittle onesin. Love you.... Miss you.”

Michael pressed the record button.

“Hi honey. I’'m working my way through the personal messages. Thank-you for starting the surrogating.
I’m sure the others will follow. If you want I'll send any of them a message, just let me know. Pass adong
my congrats to Theresa. We got settled into our hotel. Y ou picked a good one. We went shopping today.
Jennais now officially a shoe addict. | went car shopping. | digitized several, and once we get into a
routine, I'll get Jenna started on them. Between you and me, | hope when we get back, Jenna will agree to
awaken the other Zanthian girls. | know she's been reluctant, but hopefully she'll change her mind. Better
go. I’'m getting tired, it’s been along day. Give my love to the kids. Miss you and love you too.”

He closed the message and sent it off to Susan, it’' d take afew hours for it to make the trip. He looked at the
laptop clock function. It was the middle of the night in Zantan. The message would be waiting for her when
she got up.

He pressed the record button again.

“Matilda. I'm glad you' re doing well. Thanks for the pictures. Did you know about the picture walls on the
ship? Well, | added the baby pictures to both my cabin wall, and the hallway pictures. Susan tells me
you're taking your time before your next pregnancy. | whole heartedly agree. Take your time. Do what's
right. There' s no need to rush. Once we get settled into a pattern, I’'m going to try to talk Jennainto waking
the Zanthian girls. They're al about Billie's age; he needs kids his own age to play with. I'm dead tired.
I’m going to bed. Love you.”

Once the messages were on the way, he went to bed. Adleep in five minutes.



The next morning, after aleisurely breakfast, Michael dropped the women off a another mall, while he
went off to another auto dedler.

Monday was the first work day for the three. Tabitha and Jenna started their collecting, while Michael spent
the day calling candidates and arranging travel. Many of the candidates, especially the recent graduates,
couldn’t believe someone was willing to pay their travel expenses. As evening rolled around Michael
teleported back to the town-house and spent another hour of tagging boxes. He was back aboard reviewing
Susan’s message when Tabitha and Jenna arrived.

“Is this the message to the Doctor?” Tabitha asked.

“Yes. Susan did well. She kept it ssimple, didn’t tell him any specifics.”

“1t"d be hard to explain some things.” Tabitha said. “What are you going to tell the doctor?’

“1"ve been thinking. We moved to asmall town, Susan’s the only doctor for miles, she couldn’t get away.”
“That should work. | better shower and change. Chinese tonight?’

“Sure. W€'ll go down when you two are ready.”

The next morning, while Tabitha and Jenna sat in the common room aboard ship, Michael would meet with
Doctor Hester. He teleported down, then drove to the university. He found the building, and made his way
to the offices. He told the secretary who he was meeting.

“Ah, you're Susan’s friend? Go right in. Doctor Hester should be back from his lecture in afew minutes.”
She gestured to door, and Michael went in. He set his briefcase on a chair and looked around the office.
The office was very nice, leather chairs, wood finishing. He looked at some of the pictures on the wall. The
doctor obviously had a passion for sailing. There were several pictures of the doctor on sailboats, in some
he was wearing scuba gear.

“You must be Michael.” He heard. The doctor had just entered, closing the door behind him.

“Yes.” Michael replied. “Niceto meet you.” They shook hands and instantly the doctor’ s eyes glazed over.
Michael quickly pulled out the recording device, and played the first message into the doctor’s ear. He put
the playback device back in his pocket, and removed his hand.

“Susan has told me of how you helped her through school .”

“She was a good student, she didn’t need much help. Please, sit down.” He replied sitting behind his desk.
“Oh, | have a message from her.” Michael replied. He took out his laptop, called up the message, and
played it for doctor. Once the message completed, he spun the laptop back around, and started the
transmission to the ship.

“It'sabout time.” He heard in his earplug. “ We' ve been waiting forever.”

“How is she doing?’

“Wonderfully well. Very busy.” Michael replied. “We' re very happy.”

“So you're?’

“Living together.” Michael finished. “We haven't done anything formal. But everyone knows we're
together.”



“Children?’

“Oh yes, the oldest, twin girls, are amost five. And the youngest, also twin girls, arejust over five
months.” Michael thought he'd wait to explain the two sets of twinsin between.

“Busy is right. And twins to boot.”

“Just lucky | guess.”

“It’s ashame she couldn’t come along. | would have loved to see her.”

“She couldn’t make the trip, the kids, and she’ sthe only doctor for miles, so she's dways busy.”

“1 canimagine. So what brings you here?’

“Susan has been hoping to lure another Doctor to our area. She read about your son, and your upcoming
retirement, and thought you might like the challenge. Welive in asmall town, it’d be awonderful place for

your grand-daughter. No hustle and bustle of the big city.”

“That'sinteresting. | don’t know. I’m retiring so | can spend time with my grand-daughter. | don’t know if
| want to dedicate myself to anew practice.”

“1 understand. But | hope you don’t mind if | continue to try to convince you.” Michad said laughing.
“You'rewelcometo try.” The doctor replied joining the laughter.

“|1 noticed some of the pictures. You're asalor?’

“Oh yes. | used to own athird share of aboat. Sailed al the time.”

“Lake or ocean?’ Michael replied. “1 used to work with aguy that sailed in races on Lake Michigan.”
“Some lake sailing, but the boat we had was strictly for the oceans.”

“1 went out with my friend a couple times. He loved it.”

“I"d like to go sailing.” He heard Jennaiin his ear.

“Do you still sail?’

“1 sold my part of the boat, but | still sail sometimes. It's a nice way to get away from everything. Y ou go
out afew miles, and all you seeiswater. It's peaceful .”

“1 understand. | do that on the highway. Cars are my passion.”

“Redlly? | always wanted a Mercedes gullwing, but they're very rare.”

“They have a new one now, have you seen it?’

“Oh yes, but I've been afraid to driveit. If | did, I'd probably mortgage the house to buy it.”

“That | can understand when | bought my mustang, | wanted to spend the money on a cobra, but | settled
on GT instead. | did get the convertible though.”

They continued talking for another two hours when they were interrupted by a knock. The secretary opened
the door.



“Excuse me.” Shesaid. “But you have lunch with the dean in ten minutes.”
“Oh thank-you Rose.” He replied. “We got talking about boats and cars, and lost all track of time.”
“ Ask himto lunch!” he heard.

“1 guessthat’s my queue. I’ll bein town for afew days. Maybe we could get some lunch later in the
week?’

“That'd be great.” Doctor Hester said.
“I"ll call you tomorrow or Thursday, Doc.”

“1 look forward to it.” Both stood. Michael started packing hislaptop. “Now, you must excuse me, | better
not be late for the Dean.”

They parted ways and Michael drove away. He found an empty street, and tel eported back aboard.
“So what do you think?’ He asked once he entered the common room.

“So far so good.” Tabitha replied. “He fits everything we need.”

“1 want to meet him.” Jenna added.

“When we go to lunch, I’ll introduce you. Let’s see what the other |adies think before we invite him
aboard.”

They agreed. They sent the recording of the conversation to Zanthia, and then spent the afternoon
reviewing the candidate interviews for the following week.

Later that night, after they had finished their meds, they sat about their Houston hotel room.
“1 was wondering. Should we offer any kind of incentives for joining on?’ Tabitha asked.
“What do you mean?’ Michael asked.

“Remember last time? We were worried, once we showed somebody the ship, we were afraid they’ d say
‘no’ and spoil the secret to the world.”

“So we offer each candidate something they normally wouldn’t or couldn’t have.” Tabithareplied.
“Itisagood idea.” Jenna added.

“We'll have to give it some thought. Maybe add some questions to the interviews.”

“In the meantime, I’m going for aswim.” Tabithareplied. “ Anybody want to join me?’

“1 do!” Jennareplied instantly.

“Y ou two go ahead, I’m going to catch up on my messages from home.” He said and headed back to his
suite.



“Hi Michael.” Susan’s voice said from the latest message. “1’m glad the talk with Doctor Hester went well.
Some of the girls are coming over to watch it. | noticed Jennais packing some serious boobage. Was that
her idea? Or did you tak her into it? My pregnancy is going well. It's only been a few weeks, but my boobs
sure know I’m pregnant. | wish you were here. Do me afavor? Kristine has scheduled an appointment. My
guess is she wants to start another pregnancy. Could you send her a message? Remind her about surrogacy?
| don’'t want to be the only one doing this. Well, me and Matilda. OK? Better go tuck the girlsin. Love
you.”

And the message ended.
He pressed the reply button and recorded a response.

“Hi honey. Yes, the talk with the doctor went well. Once you seeiit, | think you’ll agree. Tabitha had an
idea. Maybe we should entice the candidates with some kind of bonus. Something specid above what

we' ve donein the past. What do you think? But | don’t think we'll have to worry about the doctor. It seems
pretty obvious to Tabithaand me, Jennais interested. Oh, speaking of Jenna. Her boobs were her idea.
After we l€eft, she said she wanted to come aong to ‘find amate.” And | think she's set on Doctor Hester.
She wanted larger breasts because she thought larger breasts would make it easier for her to attract a man.
Anyway, if consensus approves, Jennaand | are going to meet him for lunch in a couple days. Let me know
as soon as you can. Thanks for the heads up on Kristine, I'll send her a message momentarily. Give the kids
my love. Love you.”

Next he sent a message to Kristine. He wished her well, and asked her to continue to consider surrogacy.
He hoped it would be enough.

Then he sent amessage to Matilda. He wanted make sure she knew he was thinking of her.

There were no new messages waiting for them when they awoke, so they spent the day collecting fish.
Tabithadidn’t particularly like fish collecting, but having two peopleto help, and to talk to, helped passthe
day. Over the years on Zanthia, they had continued to prioritize their lists of animalsto collect, and noted
just where to go to get them.

They returned to the ship late in the afternoon. Once he showered, he checked his messages.

“Hi honey.” Susan said. “A bunch of us watched the meeting. Most of us were pretty bored. A |ot of guy
tak, but it was obvious you enjoyed it. We picked up afew things that we liked here and there. If you're
right about Jenna, I'm sure she'll have no trouble finding a guy, and if it’s Doctor Hester, great. I’ m sure
she'll have him wrapped around her finger in no time. It's good to hear he still likes sailing. Oncein a
while he’ d tell us a story before starting his lecture. Say, remember you talking about enticing him? Ask
Jenna about sailing on Zanthia. Seeif that was something they did. Maybe we could recruit him if he knew
there’ d be aboat, and willing deck hands, to help him sail. Anyway, as far as we' re concerned, go ahead
and take him out to lunch, and if you can manage a recording, send it to us. Better get going, I’m going to
‘do my rounds.””

“Hi Michael.” Kristine said. “ Thanks for the message. | know | should surrogate. | wasn't going to, but |
thought about it. | have eight kids. | think my genes are safe. Sadieis doing well. | got to thinking, it's just
as Susan said, genetic diversity. Every time one of us surrogates, that makes the genetic pool just alittle
deeper. Who knows, | could surrogate my own son-in-law, or daughter-in-law. | know that’ s probably not
going to happen, but who knows. At some point descendants from my surrogate children and from my
natural children could intermingle. Look, three lights. Tomorrow is my appointment with Susan. I'll let you
know how it goes. | hope you get home before they' re born. | love having sex with you when I’ m pregnant.
We haven't doneit when I'mreadly big. | can’'t wait. Love you.”

“Hi Michael.” Matilda's voice said. But the screen was dark. Soon there was alittle light, then he could see
Matilda, or rather Matilda s cleavage as the camera moved back. The camera continued to move back until
it revealed Matilda on her hands and knees on her bed. She pressed a button on her remote and the camera



stopped. “| wanted to remind you of what you're missing.” She was wearing atiny lime-green string bikini.
She got off the bed, stood, and pirouetted in front of the camera. She stopped to give him aside view. “Not
bad for a mother of ten. All the kids are doing well. Our five our wonderful, they’ re keeping me busy. |
finaly got them al to sleep; most of the time they sleep through the night now. I’'m going to wait afew
more months before | get pregnant again. | understand now about how much work so many kids are. And
quints, | love them dearly, but as soon as | have one settled, the next needs attention, around and around |
go. | better go before this video goes beyond PG. Love you.”

He shut down the laptop, and was reviewing the candidates’ paperwork when he heard a knock on the door.
He opened it to find Tabitha standing there wearing her robe over her swimsuit.

“Good swim?’ Michadl asked. Tabitha s hair was till wet.

“Great swim.” She replied. She ran her fingers through her hair in an effort to straighten it out alittle.
Normally she kept her hair shoulder length, but since leaving Zanthia, she had let it grow. It was now down
to between her shoulder blades.

“What are you doing?’ She sat in one of the chairsin the “office” area of the suite. One leg curled under
her.

“Just finishing up on the messages, they watched the recording with the doctor, and OK’d alunch.” He sat
down in achair next to hers.

“Going to take Jenna?”’
“She’d never let me hear theend of it, if | didn’t.” Michael replied.
“You got that right. She hasn’t stopped talking about it.”

“You'd think she’d want some guy that was more her age.” Michael said. “| mean, apparent age. Doctor
Hester isin hisfifties.”

“1 mentioned that. But | suppose, if your life span is so long, age difference doesn’t mean as much.”

“| guess. Oh, | got a message from Kristine, she's got an appointment with Susan tomorrow, she said she'd
surrogate. | hope the other women follow aong. Susan and Kristine setting an example will help.”

“Genetic diversity.” Tabitha said. “Maybe we should get something ‘specia’ for the women back home.”
“We've got the shopping lists.” Michael replied.

“Wedo, but that’s all work related, or ‘day-to-day.” We should ask them for area wish list, things that are
totally frivolous.”

“It'd befair. If we're going to offer abonus to recruits, we should get something for the women at home.”

“And the girls.” Tabitha added, mentioning the teenagers they had adopted. “ Even though they' re not really
girls anymore.”

“You know what. We will! Shopping trip, and | know just the spot. Rodeo Drive.”

“Really!” Tabitha squealed. She bounded from her chair and landed in his lap. Kissing him soundly. She
pulled away after amoment. Then kissed him again, this time passionately. She pressed her tongue passed
his lips as sheran her fingers through his hair. His hands were busy as well. One hand pulled her closer to
him, while the other slid down her body, to find the robe’'s belt. She leaned back as he opened her robe.



One hand till in his hair, he kissed her neck, then kiss after kiss down her upper chest. He untied one knot
from her bikini top, and freed her breasts as he continued planting kisses aong its expanse.

“Oh!” she sighed as hefinaly arrived at her nipple. “Y es, take me to bed lover!” She managed. She stood
and reached into the robe pocket to retrieve a condom, then shrugged the robe off. Michael responded by

pulling off his shirt and dropping it to the floor as well.

At the door to the bedroom, Tabitha untied the bikini top and dropped it. She posed for amoment, one hip
turned to him, and like a show girl, one arm up, and the other down to her side. Michael managed to drop

his pants and hop out of them without falling.

At the bedside, she untied the bikini bottoms and sat on the bed. Michael dropped his underwear and kissed
her, pushing her back onto the bed.

“Roll over lover.” She said after a moment. Michadl rolled onto his back. Tabitha sat up and rolled the
condom onto his manhood.

“Not today lover. Not today.” She straddled him, then slowly spiked herself upon him. “I want your babies
so bad. But not today.”

She started working herself up and down. He held her hips as she moved faster and faster. Her boobs
bounced wildly as she worked to her fist orgasm. She calmed down, caught her breath, and managed to kiss
him again before starting over.

It was over thirty minutes later when he finaly exploded into the condom. He stayed hard enough to finish
her fourth orgasm of the evening, and then he collapsed beside her.

“1 needed that.” Tabitha said after catching her breath.
“Metoo.” Michad replied. “It's agreat way to work off stress.”

“Oh yea, couldn’t agree more.” Tabitha unwrapped herself from hisarms. “I better get cleaned up and back
to my room. | don’t want Jennathinking | got lost or something.”

Sherolled out of bed, and took a shower, she put her swimsuit back on, just in case, and put her robe on as
well.

“So, meeting the doctor.” She asked. “Y ou and Jenna?’
“That'sthe plan, sorry. | think one beautiful busty, blonde per lunch is the limit.”

“1 understand. Jennaisreally keyed up to see him, so | don’t mind. Will you wear earpieces, so | can
suggest aquestion?”’

“Absol utely, both of us, I'll need you to keep Jenna out of trouble. If you know what | mean.”

“Good idea.” She crossed to the bed and kissed him. “I'll see you in the morning.” And she was out the
door.

Michael took a shower, then went to bed. He dlept very well.

After breakfast the following morning, they teleported up to the ship. Tabitha hel ped Jenna get ready.
Michael continued reading the candidate information. Eventually it was time to go. Michael selected anice
charcoal suit jacket, light blue shirt, and blue jeans. Jenna was stunning. She chose a white pant suit, the
strapped two inch heals made her long legs |ook even longer. Her hair was lightly curled down upon her
shoulders. Makeup tastefully applied. She wore small hooped earrings, and asimple silver chain around her



neck. Her shirt was sky blue, with a plunging neckline. Deep enough to show some cleavage, but still
tasteful.

Tabitha, even though she wasn’t going with them wasn’t giving anything away. She wore a skintight black
tank top, and white shorts. The top was probably too small for Tabitha s breasts, very little was left to
modesty.

“You look great.” Michael said meeting them in the common room.

“Doesn’'t she?’ Tabithasaid proudly.

“Absolutely.” Michael answered. “Camera?’

“In my pin.” Jenna said putting her hand on her lapel, asmall rose shaped pin located there.

“My idea.” Tabithasaid. “I thought about a pendant necklace, but the thought of looking at the world from
between some other woman'’s boobs? No thanks. Here are your ear plugs.” She held out her hand. Each

took aplug and put it in their ears.

“Well, it'stime to go.” Michael replied. They got in the car and teleported down. Driving to the restaurant,
they verified video and signal were working. They went in and waited.

After afew minutes Doctor Hester arrived.

“Doc,” Michael said standing and shaking his hand. “Glad you could make it.”

“My last lecture was today. | needed to get out of there before | dig into grading finas.”
“1 understand. | want you to meet a co-worker of mine. Thisis Jenna Shaw.”

“Pleased to meet you.” The doctor answered taking her hand. Jenna stood at nearly 5 8”. The heal's made
her two inches taller. She looked the doctor straight in the eye.

“Susan has spoken so well of you.” She said. “I am so glad to meet you.”

They sat and had their meal, along enjoyable lunch. Only once did Jenna stall on aquestion, but Tabitha
helped her out. After they parted ways, they teleported back aboard the ship.

They sent the video off to Zanthia. Then the three discussed. All three agreed to invite the doctor aong. But
to betotally fair to the others on Zanthia, they would wait for the other’s response.

Friday was another day around the rivers. Jenna actually enjoyed the time, her memories of Zanthia were of
adying planet. Now she was seeing Earth with life and Zanthia coming back to life. She worked as hard as

Michael and Tabitha. When they returned to the ship at the end of the day, they cleaned themselves up and

caught up on messages.

“Hi Michadl.” Kristine's voice came through. “I had my appointment with Susan today. It went well; |
chose apair of red-heads for my surrogate parents. Susan told me about her choice, and | thought it was a
good idea, so redheads. Everything went well. Susan said we'll see what happens. Better get going we have
to watch the interview with the Doctor. Later, love you.”

“Hi Michad.” Matilda’'s message started. “| had ‘thetalk’ with Billy today. | didn’t go into any details but
it was still odd. | know this day was coming, but still. Anyway, | think it went OK. | don’t think | have
much to worry about for awhile. All the girls think of him as aboy, so it’'ll be awhile before they think of
him as ayoung man. | hope Jenna decides to bring the Zanthian girls out of stasis. It'll be good for him to



have kids his own age to play with. He needsto learn about girls growing up. Our kids are doing great,
laughing all time. A handful, but | loveit. | missyou. Love you. Later.”

“Hi Michad.” Susan’s message began. “We dl finished watching the lunch. We're all in agreement, try to
recruit Doctor Hester. Let us know how it goes. Kristine's impregnation went very well. It's redly pretty
simple. We re keeping track of each surrogacy. To be sure when the babies are born we can properly
document their parentage. Time to put the girlsto bed. I'll talk to you later. Love you.”

“So everyone on Zanthiathinks we should try to recruit Doctor Hester.” Michael said while they were
eating.

“How do you want to handle it?” Tabitha asked.

“1"ll meet him alone, and come up from there.”

The following morning Michael drove to the doctor’s house and knocked on the door. When the doctor
opened the door, Michael shook his hand in greeting. The ring’ s drugs did their thing, and Michael took the
opportunity to play the second message for the doctor’s ear.

“ S0, you wanted to show me something?’ The doctor said once the drugs wore off.

“Yes, may | comein?’

“Oh, absolutely.” He said stepping out of the way.

“First, where' s your grand-daughter?’

“She’s staying with afriend. It was so close to the end of the school year, | didn’'t want to pull her out of
school to move her here. | might even sdll this place and move there, so she can stay in the same schoadl. |
don’t know yet. | had just finished talking with her when you called.”

“So when' s school done for her?’

“Just two more weeks.” Doc replied.

“So you're free for a couple weeks then?’ Michael asked.

“More or less. What's this about?’

“1"1l show you. Just stand still for amoment.” Michad replied. He took out the com-device and pushed the
button. “Two to teleport up please.” And before the doctor could respond they were bathed in soft white
light and teleported up to the ship.

“What was that?’ He asked once the surprise wore off.

“Teleporter.” Michad replied. “Just like on TV. But it'sreal. Come on, | want to show you something.”
Michael stepped towards the door and pressed the button to open it. The doctor thought for a moment then
stepped off the platform, and went through. They walked into the hallway, and Michael gestured forward to
the bridge. The doctor’ s eyes were drawn to the view screens. He moved forward paying no attention to the
women sitting at the table.

“Spectacular.” Hefinally said.

“Yes, it'sour favorite place on the ship.” Michael replied. “If | may, you' ve already met Jenna. And thisis
Tabitha.”



“Niceto see you again.” Jennareplied.
“Very nice to finally meet you.” Tabitha added.
“Thisisall just incredible. What...” Hetrailed of, aloss for words.

“Sit and relax, we'll tell you the whole story.” Michael said. “The short version is. ‘No, we're not aiens.
Y es the ship is from another planet. No, we're not going to hurt you.””

“The long version is better.” Tabitha volunteered.
“l can’'t wait to hear it.” Hereplied, abit nervously.

“Thisisthe planet Zanthia.” Jenna started. She pressed a button on a small control board in front of her and
asmall hologram of the planet appeared above the table.

They spent the next few hours telling the doctor about the planet, Michael finding the beacon stone, and
their re-colonization efforts.

“Sowhy am | here?’

“Obviousisn't it?’ Tabitha asked. “We want you to join us. Come to Zanthia with us. Both you and of
course your grand-daughter.”

“I"m hungry.” Tabithainterjected. “Let’s go back to the common room and eat, we can talk and ask
guestions while we eat.”

They got up and turned for the rear of the ship.

“That's Zantan.” Jenna said pointing to the painting on thewalls. “It’s our capital city, where we currently
live.” They continued back. “That’s Shahallah Falls. Tabitha says it reminds her of your Niagara Falls.”

“What's?’

“Oh these are our cabins.” Tabithareplied. She pushed a button and the door opened on an empty cabin.
“We have nearly twenty.” They went back to the common room. They showed the doctor the food
dispenser and settled in to eat.

“We have what Michael calsdigitizers.” Jennareplied. “It alows usto anayze something down to the
atomic level if needed. Then store that information in the computer. We can then replicate that pattern here.
Once stored we can create any meal we want at any time.”

“Amazing.” They ate their meal while the doctor slowly opened up and asked more and more questions.
After awhile, lunches finished, the doctor leaned back and spoke.

“| haveto ask again, why me?”’
“Like | said the first time we met. Susan is the only doctor, we' d like another. But you are also ateacher.”

“1 don’t know.” Doc replied.



“We totally understand. No need to answer right away. We only ask that you do not talk about thisto
anyone. I’m sure you understand the magnitude of this; to know that there are other humansin the
universe? To know aship from thereisin orbit? It d be disastrous.”

“| totally agree on that.” He replied. “Y ou have my word.”

“So take some time to decide. If you decide to come along, We' d love to have you.” Michael could see
Jennalooking alittle worried.

“In the meantime, I’ m sure you have questions, and | have a huge favor to ask of you. | need somebody to
show Jennaour world. Literally. Can | ask you do to that? Take her anywhere you want. Take her sailing.
Take her scuba diving off the barrier reef. Go anywhere. Don’t worry about expenses; we'll take care of it.
Just keep her safe.”

“Please?’ Jenna asked. She looked the doctor in the eyes and Michael knew the doctor wouldn’t be ableto
resist. After amoment the doctor nodded.

‘Hooked.” Michael thought. “Great. Why don’t we show you one of the other reasons we' re back on Earth.
Tabitha, do you have another spot picked out?’

“Oh! Sure.” They teleported down to atropical river.
“Where arewe?’ The doctor asked.
“Hawaii. One of the smaller isands.” Tabithareplied.

“With the ship’ s teleporter, there isn’t any place on the planet we can't bein just afew minutes.” Jenna
added.

They set about collecting fish. Tabithatook the lead explaining the efforts of establishing animal life. The
Doctor mostly looked on but lent a hand here and there. Mostly he asked questions, and mostly Jenna
replied. After afew hours, they returned to the ship. The women cleaned themsel ves up, while Michael
showed him the ship in more detail.

“So you're going to try to reestablish life on Zanthia?’

“We're going to try. But I’'m not really gung-ho on making what could be dozens of trips back and forth.
Thetrip isthree months, one way.”

“Wow. So what are you going to do?’

“1 don’t know. We'll think of something.” Michadl replied. “1 have to repeat, it would be very good to have
you come along. Next week we'll be interviewing more potential recruits, teachers. As you know we're
experiencing a bit of a baby boom on Zanthia, and we need more teachers.”

“And in the meantime, it would be very, very good of you to help with Jenna stour. I'd take her myself.
But if we manage some recruits, we'll be working as hard and fast as we can on collecting as many animals
aspossible.”

“You said you were collecting for over ayear before?’

“Yes, but we were playing it by ear. We were just guessing where to go to, what to collect, and how to do
it. And there was only Tabithaand her sister. Thistime, we have a plan. We know what, where and when.
But | promised we wouldn't spend as much time here thistrip. So we don’t expect to have the cargo rooms
full.”



“Sounds like you'll be busy.”

“Very.” They had returned to the bridge and were looking at the view screens. Jenna and Tabitha emerged
from their cabins and joined them.

“It's getting late.” Michadl replied. “Why don’t | get you back to your home.”

“If you don’'t mind, could | join you?' Jenna asked. They teleported back to the doctor’s house. Michael
gave the doctor a com-device, and Jennathanked him for spending time with them. Then Jenna and
Michael returned to his car and made their way back to the ship.

“What do you think?’" Tabitha asked, once they had settled into comfortable chairsin ‘the den.’

“1 think he'll join us.” Michael replied. “Eventually. What do you think, Jenna?’

“| think he’svery nice.” Shereplied alittle bashfully.

“Let’s go back down to the hotel.” Tabitha said. “I want another swim. I’ m betting that the good doctor will
be calling by the end of the day tomorrow.”

Jenna blushed, but couldn’t help smiling.

They returned to the hotel where Michael took along shower, then relaxed. He sent messages back to
Zanthig, then turned in.

Sunday they spent the day in New Y ork City being tourists. They took aferry to Liberty Island for atour.
“It’s magnificent.” Jenna said as they walked about the island.

“Y ou mean there wasn't anything like that on Zantha?" Tabitha asked.

“No. My brother explained our history. | am beginning to think we may have skipped over many things.”

“Wait until the Doc starts showing you around. You'll be amazed at the pyramids, and the great wall.”
Michael replied.

“Speaking of which, I’'m surprised he hasn't called.” Tabitha said. Just then their com-devices chirped.
“Talk about timing.” Michael replied pulling out his com-device. “Hello.”

‘Good afternoon.” They heard. ‘I’ ve been thinking and I’m wondering if we could get together and talk? |
have so many questions.’

“That'd be wonderful. We' re in New Y ork right now, we're about to go up into the Statue of Liberty. How
about we meet for dinner? Say about three hours?’

‘That'd be great.” Doc Hester replied. ‘ See you then.’

“Later.” Michad replied.

“Say Michael ? Jenna?’ Tabitha asked. “Isn’t there asmall island in the bay by ZanTan?’
“Yes, Shing-Lalsland.” Jennareplied. “It means ‘ Peace’.”

“You have adigitizer on you Michael ?’



“Of course. What are you thinking?’

“1 was thinking it'd be nice to build a statue just like this one. And haveit put on Shing-La ldand.”

“It would be a nice reminder of home.” Michael added. “But it's your decision Jenna.”

She thought for amoment. “Yes, | think that would be nice.” She held atourist pamphlet in her hand. “This
says that this statue is one of the most recognized statues in the world. And if | understand the meaning
correctly, it has come to symbolize so much. | think it would be appropriate.”

He took out his digitizer, and captured the statue and the base upon which she stands. They took the tour,
and then went to Ellis Idand. They eventually returned to the ship. They downloaded the digitizer's
content, and Jenna put her engineering skills to work. She was deeply involved she didn’t even notice the
time.

“What are you working on?" Doc Hester said over her shoulder.

“Eep!” She chirped in surprise.

“I"'m sorry, | didn’t mean to startle you.” He smiled.

“It'sfine, I, it'sfine.” Jenna said composing hersalf. “We saw your Statue of Liberty today. And we believe
it would a good thing to build one on Zanthia.” She pressed afew buttons on her pad, and a holographic
projection appeared. “| am analyzing the structure, and adapting Zanthian technology to it.” Shewent to a
console along the front of the bridge, and pressed some buttons. An aerid view of ZanTan appeared on the
screen. “Thisis ZanTan, from above. We are planning on putting the statue on Shing-La lsland. Shing-La
means ‘ peace’ in our language.”

“Very appropriate. The statue faces southeast, to welcome ships coming into the harbor. The statue has a
sister statuein Paris, smaller, but none-the-less beautiful.”

“Will you take meto seeit sometime?’ Jenna asked.
“Absolutely.” He replied. He turned back to the holographic statue. “Y ou’ re an engineer?’

“Yes, my specialty iswhat you call eectronics, but | have knowledge in structural and mechanical
engineering as well.”

“So have you worked with our, | mean Earth’s, technology before?’
“Just once. | adapted Michael s automobile for Zanthian fuels and power.”
“So your car?’ He asked turning to Michael.

“Oh, no, it’'snormal. She digitized it, and my Mustang on Zanthiais reengineered. It was afather’'s day
present.”

“Since then we al made requests for things like vehicles.” Tabitha supplied.

“1 am afraid | will be busy on the trip home.” Jenna added.

Monday found Jenna knocking on the Doctor’ s door as Michael waited in the car. She was nervous, but she
went anyway. Michael and Tabitha visited another tropical island, catching fish in onetrip and birdsin

another. Michael asked why tropical animals, and Tabitha reminded him the tropica areas of Zanthia
would need its own collection of animals.



Tuesday arrived arainy morning in Houston, but the hotel had provided excellent facilities. With cameras
in place, Michadl waited for the first interviewee to arrive. The first woman arrived promptly at 9:00. Haley
Albright was a pleasant young woman. She had chestnut brown hair and brown eyes. She stood about five
foot six, and weighed, Michael guessed, about two hundred pounds. Despite her size, she moved well, and
seemed happy and comfortable with herself. He shook her hand, played the first suggestion for her, and
started up the camera. The video would be recorded, and sent on to Zanthia. Once the interview was
complete, he asked her to join him and his co-workers for dinner that night in the hotel’ s restaurant.

At 10:30, the second interviewee walked in. Sally Kellen wastiny, not even five feet tall. She had blonde
hair and big blue eyes. Throughout the interview, even with the help of the hypnotic aids, she seemed
illusive and vague. Michadl privately doubted she liked children. He wondered if she would want any of
her own. Michael went through the questions he had wanted to ask, and as before invited her to dinner that
evening.

After lunch, Marie Hernandez arrived for her appointment. She reminded Michael of Paula Garces. She had
the same smile, dark eyes. She stood at five foot six, was quite thin. Michael greeted her with a hand shake
and the first message from his recorder. Theinterview went well, she spoke of how she made extra money
baby sitting as agirl, and teaching seemed to be anatural decision.

At 3:00, Annabelle Smithson arrived. Thetall blonde spoke with a decided southern drawl, seemed
pleasant. She had decided to be a teacher because her mother had been ateacher. Her father had left before
she was born. Her mother had taught up to her death only a year ago. Michael invited both women to join
them for dinner.

After the interviews were compl ete, he returned to his hotel room to shower and change. Tabitha had
aready returned from her collecting and met him in the hotel’ s restaurant. They were seated only afew
minutes when Marie joined them. Over the next several minutes Jenna and the Doctor arrived, then the
other candidates.

They sat and talked for over two hours. The food was good, and the wine hel ped relax everyone. Most were
talking and laughing the entire evening. At the end of the meal, Michagl gave each woman some money,
and suggested they spend their Wednesday site seeing. There were more interviews scheduled for the next
day, but they would be needed for a group workshop on Thursday.

Once they had went their own way that evening, the four gathered in Tabitha and Jenna’s suite to discuss.
“They all seem like viable candidates. They all have the credential s to be teachers.” Doctor Hester said.

“We need more than that.” Tabitha said. “ These women need to get along. | didn’t much like Sally. She
seemed abit snotty to me.”

Michael nodded.

“Snotty?’ Jennaasked. “1 do not understand.”

“It'sadlang word. In thisinstance it means arrogant.” Doc replied.
“Oh, yes, | agree. She seemed ah ‘snotty’, definitely.”

“Let’s see what tomorrow brings, shall we?’ Michael replied. “I’m going to check my messages and turn
in. Goodnight.”

The next morning, the next candidate arrived at 9:00. Abigail Bingham was a big woman. At nearly five
ten, and maybe two hundred and fifty pounds, she was used to getting her way. She had black hair and
brown eyes. Even after Michael had shook her hand, and played the message, she seemed to have a
perpetua frown on her face.



The woman who walked in at 11:00 seemed no better. Justine Vascoe seemed to have a fiery disposition to
match her red hair.

Thefirst afternoon interview, Dawn Swenson, looked like the stereotype her name implied. Blonde with
blue eyes, she had smooth voice. She seemed genuinely outgoing and friendly.

Thefind candidate, Emily Dickenson didn’t seem to know what she wanted. She had gone from one
subject to another in college. When he asked about her family, she told him that she didn’t get along with
her parents very well. That alone was a deal-breaker for him. But to be fair she wasinvited to dinner that
evening as well.

Like the night before, the day’ s candidates were treated to dinner. By the end of the evening, Michadl had
hislist of who he thought would work out, but kept it to himself.

Thursday, all eight candidates met. Tabithajoined the conversation while they went through group
discussions. Lunch was brought in, and conversation continued. For the most part many of the women
enjoyed it. Since al were teachers, along with ‘ colonizing aremote isand’ discussion. Michael, at Jessica's
suggestion added discussion around creating a school. Doctor Hester and Jenna watched the video feed
onboard the ship.

It was mid-afternoon when he bid them al a good day, with instructions to meet again Friday afternoon.
He and Tabitha tel eported aboard ship to discuss.

“Well, I know who I’d like to invite along.” Tabitha said after abit. “I really liked Haley. She just seemed
so much fun. And Dawn, she reminds me of Jessica.”

“You too?’ Michadl interjected. “I was thinking the samething. | liked Marietoo. She just seemsto be a
natural. Doc?’

“1I"m not sure why you'’ re asking me. | haven’t committed to going with you.” He replied.

“We want this to be a consensus.” Michael answered. “We want your opinion. If you join us, these women
will be teaching your grand-daughter.”

“1 remember meeting some of my son’ s teachers when he was growing up. There was a biology teacher he
spoke of the most. Dawn Swenson reminds me of her. Of course, that was high-school, and | suspect my
son had abit of acrush on her. Even after college he spoke of her. | remember, at my son’s funeral, she had
made the trip to be there.”

“Well, I hope Zanthia gets back to us soon.”
“Let’s go out someplace to eat.” Tabitha suggested. “How about some Mexican?’

They all nodded and went out to dinner. Tabitha managed to digitize amost everything the waitress
brought them.

The following afternoon, Michael waited as the eight candidates eventually made it to their temporary
office. Michael had been chatting with each as they waited. Once the fina candidate arrived he cleared his
throat.

“Well, ladies, | want to thank you all for taking time to come here for these interviews. My friends and | al
enjoyed your time. I’ d like aword with each of you privatdy if | could? We'll keep the same order of the
interviews. Haley?’

Haley stood and followed Michael into the next room.



“Haley, during the group interview, you seemed excited about building a school out of nothing. Is that
really true?’

“Ohyes. | like trying new things. We just can’t repeat doing the same things over and over again.”
“That’s what | wanted to hear. We' d like to continue discussing your future with us, if you don’t mind.”
“1"d like that very much.” Shereplied.

“Good.” He held out his hand, and she instinctively took it. Her eyes glazed, and he played the second
message for her. Once he put the player away he withdrew his hand. “Now, if you'll rgjoin the others. Just
don't say anything for abit, OK?’

“Oh, | understand.” She replied. He led her out and she took her chair.

“Sally?’ Michael asked.

“1 want to thank-you for coming here. | hope you enjoyed your time in Houston?’

“It was all right.” She replied.

“1"m sorry, but we can’t use you and your talents. | hope you understand, and | hope you have good luck in
your career search.”

He could see her eyes welling up. He handed her asmall envelope. “We'd like to compensate your for your
time. Your travel arrangements have been made, and waiting for you at the front desk. Again, I’ m sorry,
and we wish you al the best.”

She sniffled, “Thank-you.” And headed out the door.

One by one he talked to each of the women. Some he sent home, others he invited to stay. Like Haley,
those kept behind had the second message played for them, and waited for each conversation to complete.
When he was done, four women waited for him. He was not surprised who they were. Haley, Marie,
Annabelle, and Dawn stood waiting as Emily |eft the room on her way home.

“ S0, ladies, are you ready for the next part?’ Michadl asked. All nodded. “| have to swear you al to
secrecy. You will understand in a moment. Agreed?’

Even though they seemed a bit apprehensive, they all nodded agreement.

“Good.” Michad replied pulling out his com-device. “Five to teleport please.” And like Doctor Hester, they
opened their mouths to respond but were teleported away before they could say anything.

“Welcome aboard our ship.” Michael said stepping off the teleporter platform. “I’ m sure you have many
questions. Please come with me, and we' |l answer everything we can.”

They all stood motionless for amoment. Michael pushed the button and the door opened.

“Come. | promise not to hurt you.” Seeing them all standing stock till. “We're not here to hurt you. If want
the real story, you’ re going to have step down from there and follow me.”

He stepped into the hallway and waited. Finally after a few seconds, they each stepped forward off the
platform and into the hallway. He gestured ahead to the bridge, and each woman, just like the others were
fixated on the view, and walked further onto the bridge.



“1"m sure you remember Jenna, and Tabitha, and Doctor Hester?’ He said re-introducing everyone.
Annabelle was thefirst to look away from the screens. The others quickly followed.

“Please, sit down and we'll tell you the story.” Michael said.

“So you’' ve come back to earth? To collect more animals?’ One surmised after they had told the story.

“That's part of it.” Tabithaanswered. “1 miss my children so much. But we need teachers. We want you to
come with us. We want you to come stay with us on Zanthia.”

“We have one certified teacher, Jessica.” Michael added. “If you agree to come with us, she will be able to
tell you the details better than we can.”

“And we can offer you much more than that. A placeto stay, free medical help.”

“Most importantly, a much longer life.” Jenna added. “ Average life expectancy is well over one hundred
years.”

“Let us show you something.” Michael said. He crossed to a console and pressed a button. “Compulter,
would you take us on atour, as | described last night.”

“ Acknowledged, breaking orbit.” The ship moved into space. First they headed towards the moon, then
towards Mars. They then looped out towards Jupiter and Uranus. They returned to settleinto an orbit just
under the rings of Saturn.

“There are many wonders you will be able to teach the children of Zanthia’ Michael said as they looked out
the view screens. “It’stime for some dinner, let’s eat.”

They ate on the bridge, with the rings of Saturn astheir backdrop. All the while they talked about Zanthia.
Jennatried to answer as much as she could. Michael and Tabithatried tofill in the areas about what to do
there. Finally it was late in the evening when they returned to orbit above Houston again.

Michael teleported back down to the office area with the four young women.

“Before you go back to your rooms, there are just afew more things | wanted to go over. First, | want to
remind you, do not discuss this with anyone outside of those you' ve already met. | know | sound paranoid.
But I’m sure you understand. Can you promise me that?’

They all nodded.

“Good. Second, our customary tableis available for you for any meal. Y ou’ re welcome to join me or the
others at any time. | will be available all weekend if you have any questions. The otherswon'’t be far

away.”

“Finaly, | want you all to take the weekend and think about our offer. Talk amongst yourselvesif you
wish. Just not out in public, OK? Let’s plan on meeting again Monday afternoon, and we'll go from there?’

“So, any questions? | know it's alot to take in.” None of the women spoke.

“All right. I'm sure you’ll come up with something later. Have a good night and I' [l see you later.” He gave
them each an envelope with some spending money, and bid them goodnight.

He watched the women leave, then made his way to the elevator. He stopped at Tabitha and Jenna’s suite.
The other three were aready there. They talked for afew minutes, then he excused himself. He checked his
messages, |eft a quick note for Susan, then went to bed.



The next morning, they were sitting at their breakfast table when Marie joined them.
“Good morning.” Tabithasaid. “Sit by me.”

“Thank-you.” She said sitting at the large table. The waiter came over and took her order. She took a sip of
her water then started. “What will you be doing today?’

“David has promised me some horseback riding. It sounds like fun.” Jennareplied.

“1"1l be making phone calls.” Michael replied. “We have another round of interviews starting Tuesday. |
have travel arrangementsto make.” He saw Marie stiffen dightly. “Oh no, don’t worry. There'sno
competition going on here. We made our offers, the offers stand, these next interviews will be for
additional recruits.”

“Oh.” Shereplied. “Thank-you. | was wondering if you were going to take the first person that said yes.”

“No, that’s so not the case.” Tabithaanswered. “The only limit we have is cabin space, and we're realy not
expecting to fill them dl.”

“So, you'd take us all? If we al said yes?’ She asked.

“Absolutely.” Michael said instantly. “The more the better.”

“Really?

“Yes, really.” Tabitha assured her.

“Wow, | wasn’t sure.” Marie replied. The waiter arrived with her meal.
“And how about you?’ Michael asked. “1 presume you'll be shopping?’
“We talked about it. | think so.”

Once Jennaand Doc finished their meals, they left. Then Marie excused herself. Tabitha scooted over to sit
by Michael.

“| think she'sayes.” Shesaid.

“| think so too. | hope s0.” Michagl replied. He took onelast sip of coffee. “I don’t think any of the others
will bejoining us this morning. | suppose | better start making phone calls.

They left for the elevator.

“What about you? What are your plans?’ Michael asked.

“The Amazon.” Tabithasaid. “More birds.”

“By yourself? Y ou sure?’

“I"ll befine. I'll take my time. I’ll be careful.” Shereplied. “Y ou haveto stick around here, just in case.”
“Remember to check in once in awhile, OK?’

“1 will.” The elevator stopped on their floor and Michagl walked her to her room. She kissed him. “ See you
later.”



Michael returned to his room. He went through his messages.

“Hi Susan. Well, we had the four candidates on board yesterday. | think it went well. They were all
nervous, but none panicked. Marie joined us for breakfast this morning. | think they were all thinking we
were only going to take one. I'll have to explain that better in the future. Tabithaand | agree, we' re both
sure Marie will say yes. The others, | don’'t know. I’m about to start making phone calls for next week. |
miss you al. Give the kids hugs. Love you.”

The weekend passed quietly. Tabitha spent the entire weekend moving from placeto placein thetropical
jungle, collecting every bird the scanners could find for her. She was excited and confident she had gotten
enough to rel ease some species once they returned.

Monday afternoon, Michael sat in the ‘ office’ the hotel had provided. He had spent the morning writing and
adding a new message to his player. Just in case.

Marie was thefirst to arrive.

“So, how was your weekend?”’

“It was good. We had fun. Wetaked alot.”

“Good. And?’

“1, 1 think I'd like to go with you.” Marie replied.

“You'renot sure?’ Michael replied. “1t's OK if you have reservations. It'sabig decision.”

“Pretty sure, just nervous | guess.” Shereplied.

“That's aperfect answer. There's nothing wrong with being nervous. How about this, you tag along with
Tabitha, she needs some help with her collecting. She can answer any questions that may come up. After a
couple weeks, if you change your mind, no harm done. How’ sthat?’

“Thank-you, that would be wonderful.” She smiled.

“Congratulations.” Michadl replied holding out his hand. She shook it, and her eyes glazed over. He pulled
out his player and played the third message for her. He had considered each woman and what he would do
if they had agreed to come with him. He played the third message a second time, then put the player away.
Then took his hand away.

“And asthey say, welcome aboard.” He continued. “I am very glad you decided to come with us. Why
don’t you head upstairs, and talk to Tabitha. | have to warn you. She's atask master. She'll put you to
work.”

Marie smiled. “I’m used to it. Thank-you.”

“You'rewelcome.” He replied as he opened the door to the inner office.

Dawn was waiting for him.

“Ah, Dawn, comein.” Michael said. “So Marie said you all had a good weekend?’

“Oh yes, very. You' ve been very generous. |, | must say your offer is tempting. But I'm just don’t know.”



“Do you need moretime? Thisisn't aniron clad decision. Y ou’' re more than welcome to think about it for a
couple weeks.”

“| appreciate that. | have my friends. | don’t know.”

“1 understand. It's abig decision. | want to thank you for your time.” He shook her hand and played the
newest message into her ear.

You will listen and under stand. When you finish listening, you will consciously forget hearing it, but you
will come to know these words as your thoughts, ideas, and beliefs. As you travel home, you will
understand how incredibly important the work Michael and his companions are doing. You will understand
how important it isthat it remains a secret. You will continue to think about it, considering how
challenging and rewarding it could be, weighing it thoroughly. Intwo or three weeks, if you change your
mind and wish to travel with Michael, you will embrace the decision fully. If you conclude you' d rather
stay, your time with Michael and his friends will fade from your memory quickly. You will think of it as
nothing more than a nicetrip, the details lost.

Once played he continued. “Please keep my phone number. If you have any questions, or change your
mind, please do not hesitate to call me. The offer stands. | want you to firmly believe that. OK?" She
nodded. “1’ll see to your travel arrangements.”

“Thank-you.” She said. “I will always treasure this week.”

“You'revery welcome.” Michael replied. She made her way out the door, and Michael sighed, alittle
disappointed.

After atime, Annabelle came to see him. She too declined, she had friends, and a sometimes boyfriend she
didn’t want to leave. He played the message for her, and sent her on her way.

He was sitting in the chair, wondering what he could do to improve things, when Haley walked in.

“You looked bummed.” She asked.

“Oh, sorry, Dawn and Annabelle said no.”

“It'stheir loss. If the offer still stands, I'll go with you.” She said.

“Redly?’ He said. “Y ou sound so sure of yourself.”

“I"m nervous as all get out. But wow, to see the stars? To learn new things? Who could resist.” She smiled.

“Well, then, congratul ations and welcome aboard!” Michael replied. Like Marie before, he played the third
message. “Let’s go upstairs and find Marie and Tabitha. And see what they’re up to.”

“Marieiscoming aong?’ Haley replied. “That’ll be great.”
Once settled in Tabitha and Jenna s suite, they started looking at the candidates for the next day.

“Oh, | amost forgot.” Michael said after amoment. “We'll have to get you moved into your own suite.
Y ou two don’t mind sharing?’

Haley looked around at the room. “Isit like this?’
“Yes, just down the hall.” Tabithareplied.

“Hmmm, atwo bedroom suite in five star hotel?” Haley said. “1 think | can handleit.”



“Metoo.” Marie agreed.

“Why don’t you two pack your things, and we'll get you settled.” Tabithasaid.
“OK.” They left leaving Michael and Tabitha aone.

“They’'ll do great.” Tabitha volunteered.

“1 hope you don’t mind, | want you to take them along on your collecting. Show them how things work,
answer any questions.”

“Oh no problem. They'll be good company.”

Michael arranged the change in rooms then called Jenna and the doctor. He requested they be back for
dinner that evening.

Celebratory dinner was Itaian that evening. They had fun sampling the variety of food, aswell as digitizing
sampl es.

The next few days, the interviewing continued. Sadly only two women were asked to join: Diane Taggert,
and Stephanie Jacobs. Both had worked their way through college and were eager for the challenge.

All together on board the ship the eight people sat around the bridge’ s table.

“Now we collect.” Michael replied. “We'll split into teams, and collect as many animals as we can.”
Tabitha, was not excited.

“What's the matter?’ Marie asked.

“There's just no way. We could collect for another year, and we wouldn’t be close to finished.”

“You and Theresa came up with alist of priorities, right?’ Michael asked, and Tabitha nodded agreement.
“What if you stick with the most important? How long would that take?’

“With all of us, two or three months.”

“We'll do what we can.” Michael said. “We'll start tomorrow. We'll split up. Tabitha, you take Haley and
Diane. I'll take Marie and Stephanie. And we'll get to work. We'll split into teams of two later.”

“| feel like we should be helping.” Doc Hester replied.
“You are helping.” Michael replied. “ Jenna deserves to see our world, and you' re best suited to guide her.”

“About that, | wanted to ask you something. My grand-daughter is done with school, and will be living
with me. I, well, | was wondering.”

“Take her along.” Michael said. “Of course, you'll have to use conventional travel. But spend the summer
traveling. If you decide to come with us, it'll be awonderful experience for her.”

“Just make sure to take com-devices.” Tabitha said.
“And check-in.” Michagl added.

“Thank-you.” Doc said. “I'll do my best.”



“Before you go, Jenna, could | have aword?’

“Yes.” Jennasaid. They went into the den and Michael shut the door.
“What's your progress on the Statue?’ He asked.

“Good. | will have it finished soon.”

“Good, aslong as we can start construction on Zanthia before we start back. I’ ve got a surprise in mind for
the good Doctor. Something that may help persuade him to come with us. I'll get you some digitized info.”

“1 will pack acomputer with me.” Jenna replied.

“Actudly, have it teleported down to you when you need it. You'll learn about customs when you travel.
Better to not raise any questions.”

“1 want to thank-you. It has been wonderful to see your world.”

“You're very welcome. Now, let’s get you back to the Doctor.”

Over the next week, Michael and Tabitha took the latest recruits out collecting. They taught everybody how
to use the equipment. Michael wanted to eventually get three teams out collecting instead of two. Each

evening, Jennawould contact him and tell him of the day’ s travels.

Saturday evening, having dinner in the hotel’ s restaurant, Michael’ s cellphone rang. He answered and
taked for afew minutes then hung up.

“Who wasthat?’ Marie asked.
“That was Annabelle. She wants to get together.”
“Do you think she changed her mind?’ Haley asked.

“1 hope so.” Michael replied. “I'll go see her tomorrow. You've al worked very hard, this past week, why
don't you relax tomorrow. We still have the shopping liststo fill, don’t we?’

Tabitha nodded her head.

“Good. Hopefully we'll get another recruit.”

The next morning Michadl found Annabell€e' s apartment building and buzzed her room. He climbed the
stairs and knocked on the door. Annabelle opened the door and he stepped into what had to be the smallest
apartment he had ever seen. The kitchen was nothing more than afew cabinetsin the corner. Therereally
wasn't adining room, the one interior door wasto asmall bathroom. He sat on an uncomfortabl e couch,
guessing it was aso afold out bed.

“ S0, how have you been?’” Michael asked as she sat next to him.

“1"ve been fine. Looking for work.”

“Any luck?’

“Nothing yet. But I’ ve been thinking, | had an opportunity for a great job, and I’'m hoping that it’s still
available.”



“It surely is. Soyou'd like....”
Annabelle cut him off with her finger to her mouth.
“You'd like, to, to discuss it more?’ He said changing what he was going to say.

“Very much.” Shereplied. “But it’s stuffy in here, could | trouble you for ride? It'd be nice to get out in the
fresh air.”

“Absolutely.” Michael said. “It's getting close to lunch. My treat.”
They left the building and started down the road.
“Sorry about that, but the walls are paper thin, and the neighbors can hear everything.”

“| see. Let’sfind someplace abit more private.” They drove afew miles out of town, then Michag had
them tel eported to the garage of his town-house.

“Where isthis?” Annabelle asked.

“My town-house, mine and Susan’s. Come on.”

They entered into the kitchen.

“You have atown-house?’ She asked.

“Yes, technicaly Susan and | are residents here. We even have jobs. The company is fictitious, but welive
here, make payments, pay taxes. And use it as abase for buying things.” He showed her the piles of boxes
filling the living room and part of the dining room. He had the computer send down a supply of teleporter
beacons, and they set to work tagging boxes as they talked.

“ S0, you seriously want to rejoin our group?’

“Yes, | think so. If you'll have me.” Shereplied.

“1 can’'t see why not. We managed to find two more recruits last week. But the more the merrier.” He
replied.

“Will | have to meet with their approval too?’ She asked.

“Oh, | don’t think so. | mean you were aready approved. Why? Has anything changed?’

“No, nothing has changed. It’'sjust that it’s been so hard finding work.”

“And you're till not certain about going?”’

“1"m pretty certain. Just scared, I'll be along ways from everything and everyone |’ ve ever known.”
He looked at her for moment, and then set down at the table.

“Believe me, I ve been there before. My dad died when | was Senior in college. | had no other family. |
was forced to sell the house and most of our possessions. | took the job in Chicago, packed all | owned,
rented a U-haul and drove. | left everything and everyone | knew behind. The first couple years, | went

back, visiting friends | grew up with. But after awhile, | settled into my new home, and the trips back home
became less and lessimportant.”



“| guessthat makes sense. I'mjust...”

“Scared? Nervous?’ She nodded. “So are therest. If it makes you feel better, none of the others, including
the doctor have officially said ‘yes'. So they’ re thinking and talking and asking questions. Come back with
us, and you can spend a couple weeks with us, and see. W€ Il go from there. Fair enough?”’

“Fair enough.” She said smiling. She stood. “So who bought all this stuff?’

“Susan did. | don’t know what’s in these boxes. But we'll send them up, and they can unpack them when
we get home.”

They worked for another couple hours, tagging boxes and talking. When they went for alate lunch, they
had cleared the dining room, and managed a small dent in the packages filling the living room. They
traveled back to Annabell€e’'s place and she packed some bags. They drove away again, and found an empty
road.

An additional suite was prepared for her and once she got her bags into her bedroom, Michael managed to
play the third message for her and let her unpack.

He returned to his car, he had an errand to run before dinner.

Wednesday evening, he had just sent hislast message to Zanthia when there was a knock on his door. He
opened it to find Marie.

“Marie, comein.” he said. “What can | do for you.”

“Well, I’ve been thinking, and | decided that | want to come with you.”
“All officid and everything?’ He asked smiling.

“Yes, dl ‘official.’” Shereplied with her own smile. “What’s next?’
“Well, that depends. Did Tabitha explain some of the genetic changes?’
“Y ou mean, bigger boobs, fertility, long life? Then yes.”

“And you're OK with al of that?’

“It was alittle weird at the beginning, but I'm OK with it.” Shereplied. “ Shetold me she has eight kids? Is
that true?’

“Yes. Since then at | east two more have become mothers of eight.”

“Wow, four sets of twins. And her sister, three sets of quads. That’sincredible.”
“Did she explain about how she got pregnant? And about the, ahem, donor?’
“A littlebit.” Marie said. Here he could tell she was uncertain.

“Let'sgo upstairs, OK?' He suggested.

“Absolutely!” she agreed quickly. Always anxious to go aboard the ship, if only to spend afew minutes
looking out into space.

“Compuiter, if you please, two to teleport up.” He said into his com-device. A moment later they stepped
off the teleporter pad and went out into the bridge.



“So, we were talking about pregnancy.” Michael said.
“Yes, Tabithatried to explain.” She replied then blushed. “1 just choose a sperm donor?’
“Pretty much, you can look at who we have sampled. Or if there’ s someone specific...”

“Harrison Ford.” She said quickly. “I watched Star Wars the other night, and he's cute. He' s so handsome
and distinguished now.”

Michael 1ooked in the computer records. “Well, it looks like | need to make another trip to Hollywood.”
She looked at him questioningly.

“| posed as photographer at amovie premier. And just ‘took pictures.’ It's OK, | have afew specific
requests from some of the girls.” He paused for a moment.

“But that’s months away. We have to give you your shot first. Come on.” And he led her into medical
room. He scanned her, and found no abnormalities.

“Now, normally | would give you a standard shot, like Jenna. But if you’ d like something specid, | could
do that too.”

“Uhm, what about Tabitha? Could you give me the same shot you gave her? Would it make my boobs the
same size?’

“Uhm, yes. If that’swhat you truly want.” Michael replied.

“That’swhat | want. When | first met her | thought, damn, she’ s huge, but she doesn’t seem to even care,
now that we' ve hung out, | want to be that size. | think it’d be cool.”

“Well, the computer says there are no heath issues. No surprises, that is.” Michael said. He went to work
and called up the formula he had used on Tabitha and an injector was produced.

“Ready?’ He asked. She nodded, and he pressed it against her arm. “Done. Now, you need to pick out a
bracelet.” He showed her the samples, she picked one, and a personalized bracel et was produced within
seconds. He fastened it to her right wrist, and explained how it worked.

“One last thing: no unprotected sex for the next three months.” He said. “We don’t want to deal with any
unintended pregnancies, at least until the changes have made their way to your eggs.”

“Gotcha” She said.

“On that note, | think we need to go back down.” Reluctantly she agreed and they went back down to his
room, and she returned to hers.

Therest of the week Michael spent his days with Marie and Haley. They were collecting fish. Meanwhile,
Tabithaand Annabelle as well as Diane and Stephanie formed two teams collecting birds.

He knew he shouldn’t have been prejudiced, but Haley’ s weight made it difficult to for her to keep up. She
tried though, she never asked to take a break, and worked as hard as she could. He had to respect her for
that. She had such a fun personality, such an infectious laugh, she was wonderful to be around. They spent
the days talking about Zanthia. Marie had additional questions, which he tried to answer. By the end of the
day Saturday, Haley made the commitment to join the crew. Once the last of the stasis boxes and supplies
were teleported up to the ship, the three followed. In the medica room Haley' s scan revealed a minor heart
problem. Seeing it, she said that she had always suspected something, but never had it checked. The



condition caused her to tire quickly, contributing to her extraweight. Michael dialed up the standard shot,
and the computer added in the repair for the heart condition. She eagerly rolled up her sleeve to accept the
injection, and chose a bracelet.

They teleported back into Marie and Haley’ s suite, he went to his room and showered. They went
downstairs for agroup mea. This night, Jenna and Doc Hester joined them.

“So how’ s your grand-daughter?” Michael asked.
“She' sfine. She's sleeping over at her Aunt Rose’s.”
“Aunt?’ Michael asked.

“Roseisn’'t her real aunt. Shejust calls her that. We thought it’d be a good time to see how you were
doing.”

“We're doing well.” Michael replied. “Marie and Haley have agreed to ‘officialy’ join us.”

“That iswonderful news.” Jennareplied. “The children need teachers.”

“What about you two, what are your plans?’ Tabitha asked.

“We'retaking abreak for afew days.” Doc Hester said. “ Sabrina needed a break. And honestly, so did I.”
They laughed. “Is she being difficult?’

“Oh, no, but she’ sten, and not alot to do during the plane rides, and her patience can wear down. She's
still adjusting to everything. We' re getting there.”

The next day they all took a break. They spent the morning going out to breakfast, then settled into Jenna
and Tabitha s suite to talk and relax. After a couple hours Doctor Hester announced he needed to get back
home, to be there when his grand-daughter returned.

Monday morning, they were planning on another day of collecting. Michael was waiting for Jenna to get
ready, for sheinsisted on helping, when his cell-phone rang. He answered and talked for a few minutes.
Tabitha and Jenna were waiting for him by the time he hung up.

“What was that?’

“That was Dawn Swenson. She's reconsidered, and was hoping to re-join us.”

“Really?’ Tabithareplied. “I thought for sure, once she said ‘no’ we'd never hear from her again.”

“Me too, but the economy the way it is, jobs are hard to find.” He replied.

There was aknock on the door, and Tabitha let the other women enter. Michael caught them up.

“She asked to see me, so | better go. Will you ladies be al right today?’

“Absolutely.” Jennareplied. They paired up and each team tel eported away, Jennataking his place with
Marie and Haley.

He took his car for adrive, and met up with Dawn an hour later. After talking for a couple hours, she asked
if they could go up to the ship. Car and passengers were teleported on board as soon as he could find a
secluded location.



“| thought about it along time.” She said after they had made their way up to the bridge. “| wanted to be
absolutely sure, one way or another, before | called. So herel am.”

“Well, let's giveit a couple more weeks. Seeif it’ struly something you want, and we'll go from there.”
“That seemsfair.” Shereplied.

“In that case, congratulations.” He offered his hand. She shook it and played the third message on his
device. He thought about playing the fourth message, but instead played the third message a second time.
He released her.

“1 think we should go back to your place, pack some clothes, and get you back to the hotel. We'll put you
in with Annabelle. It's anice suite, two bedrooms. Y ou should be fine.”

At dinner that night, he introduced her to Diane and Stephanie.

Now they had enough people to have four teams collecting. Tabitha s spirits climbed as the next two weeks
progressed. Michael kept shuffling the teams, so everyone had a chance to work with everyone else.

One evening, Michaegl was sending the last of the updates to Zanthia, when Tabitha knocked on his door.
“What's up?’ he said as she entered.

“1 am wondering if | could get some private time with you next week or so?’ She pulled him to her and
kissed him. “Just you and me?’

“I"'m certain of it.” He said kissing her back. He slid his hand down her back and cupped her butt. She
sighed and wrapped her arms around him. Just as she leaned in for a more passionate kiss, his|aptop
beeped loudly, an incoming message.

“That’s probably Jenna.” He said.

“She can wait amoment.” She kissed him again, licking her tongue against his lips. Then reluctantly she
pulled away as the laptop beeped again.

He sat in front of it and accepted the message.
“Sorry if it'slate.” Doc Hester started. “But the time difference, we thought this would be the best time.”

“Don’'t worry about it. It's not that late.” Michael replied. He could see Jenna sitting by the Doctor. “Where
areyou?’

“New Zealand. We're working our way west; A few more days here, then Australia, China, and Japan.”
“Sounds like agood time. | hope you’ ve been using your digitizers?’

“Absolutely.” Jennareplied. “Some of the food here is so wonderful.”

“So thetrip isgoing well?" Tabitha asked.

“Oh yes. We took your suggestion we went scuba diving yesterday.” Doc Hester replied. “It'sjust
unbelievable. But we didn’t take any kind of camera. The digitizer is great for stills, but any motion, not so

much.”

“1 had something in mind.” Jenna said. She pushed a button on her computer and an extra window popped
up theirs. “What do you think?’



“It looks like aregular video camera to me. Have the ship fabricate one and send it down to you.”

“Good, thank-you.” Doc Hester said. “We'll be doing more diving today. It got me thinking. What about
Zanthia? What ocean lifeis there? And shouldn’'t we be taking some back with us?’

“We'vetaked about it.” Tabithareplied. “But my sister and | aren’'t quaified. We' d need marine
biologists.”

“Some of the people | used to sail with would know people.” Doc replied.
“Arewe all thinking we should try to recruit some?’ Michael asked.
“l am.” Tabithasaid. And Jenna and Doc both agreed.

“We could run adds, just like we did for teachers.” Michael volunteered. He explained the advertisements
they had run to recruit the teachers.

“That worked quite well.” Jennareplied. “ Six teachersin just two weeks.”

“WEe'll have to assess what ocean lifeis on Zanthia. Theresa could supervise, but I’m not sure what we're
looking for.”

“|1 believe there are designs for submersibles that could be used to sample and analyze. | will start looking
tonight.”

“And I'll send some emails, and get alist of people and places to you.” Doc added.
“Sounds likeaplan.” Michael said. “When will you be back stateside?’
“Two weeks. We'll hit Chinaand Japan, then aquick stop in Alaska on our way back.”

“Take your time and have fun. When you’re in Alaska be sure to take lots of pictures. It stoo beautiful
thereto ignore.”

“Wewill.” Doc said.

“Talk to you soon.” Jennareplied. And they cut the transmission.

“Well looks like we'll be even busier.” Michael replied.

“Did you notice how Doc kept saying ‘we’ 7’ Tabitharemarked.

“1 did.” Michad replied. “I think | need to let Susan and the rest know.”

Tabitha got up and took his hands, pulling him from the chair. “I think that can wait a couple hours, don’t
you?' Sheled him into the bedroom, the messages waited three hours.

The following days, calls were made, and money spent. Adds appeared on scientific websites and flyers
were sent to some of the oceanographic institutes. By the end of week a half dozen applications had been
received. Evenings, Michael spent time checking each application. Just like teachers, he was hoping to find
young women with no family ties. He made phone calls and travel arrangements.

The next week started with more of the same, more applications camein, he made plansto start the
interview process the following week.



Angel Falls, Again

It was late Wednesday afternoon when Tabitha knocked on Michael’ s door. They had spent the morning
collecting, but called off the afternoon trip. Tabitha reminded Michad of his promise, they teleported
aboard the ship first, then Tabitha guided them back down.

Michael immediately knew where they were. The roar of the water nearby, and the mist in the air was al he
needed to know they were back near Angel Falls. Tabithatook his hand, and they went inside the dome
shaped tent. The roar was muted as soon as the hatchway was closed. The tent wasn’t large enough to stand
in, so they knelt instead.

“It’sjust you and me lover.” Tabitha said pulling him forward as their lips met. It didn’t take long for the
passions to rise and clothes to be removed.

“1"ve been waiting for this for along time.” She said as she rolled him onto his back. She swung aleg over
him and positioned herself above him.

“Wait,” he said.

“No waiting.” She replied and started to dide herself down him. “No protection thistime lover. Or ever
again. We're here to make babies. Oh, that’s nice.” She hit bottom and settled for a moment.

“Are you sure about this?’ Michael asked half-heartedly. Her magnificent breasts hung just inches from his
face.

“Absolutely lover.” Shereplied. She leaned forward, taking her first stroke, then back down. “Give, oooh,
Give ah, me, ah, Give me babies! Oh yes, so much better. Bare back isthe best.” She had started slowly,
but he knew she’ d speed up. With her hands on either side of his shoulders, he held onto her hips

“Knock me up lover.” She panted as her pace increased. “ Oh Fuck! Ah! Ah! Yes!” Her pace quickened as
she set arched her back and bucked her hips forward and back. He could a ready feel the clenching of her
pussy against his cock. He could feel his pressurerise, but he held on and continued the session. Soon she
was lost in the passion, each down thrust met with excited moan. After another few minutes, she quickened
her pace and lammed herself down on him as she shivered through her first orgasm.

“Oh God!” She moaned, and held herself as she tried to catch her breath. She collapsed on top of him for a
moment and kissed his neck. With each hand, he traced a finger up the side of her body, and down the side
of her breasts. Shelifted herself away from him so he could access her nipples. Helifted her nipplesto his
lips and as he nibbled on one then the other, she started moving her hips again.

“Oh, you're going to.. nnnngh.. you’ re gonna make me cum again.” She sighed. “Oh! Oh yes, play with my
titslover.” She dammed herself down on him again as her second orgasm erupted out of nowhere.

She collapsed on top of him again.

“Roll over babe.” He said. She managed to dide off of him and onto her back. He rolled on top of her,
positioned himself, and dlid fully into her.

“Oh, yea, do melover.” She moaned as she wrapped her arms and legs around him. “Mmm, so good.” She
sighed and his pace picked up. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” She screamed and clamped down on him for athird
orgasm. He pounded through it and soon she was squirming under him. Her arms lost their strength and
flopped to the bedding under them. She dug her fingersinto the fabric with each of histhrusts. Her legs
weakened as well. Shelaid there, being pounded, and lost in the carna lust of it. Soon he could feel his
testiclestighten and he pushed himself as deeply as he could, and released hisload. She could only senseit.
Shewastoo lost in the constant orgasm galloping thru her body to understand. Once he was exhausted, in



both ways, he managed to pull out of her. He had enough foresight to move an arm and leg out of the way,
then collapsed beside her.

It was some time before they stirred again. They could tell that it was dark out. They each took drinks of
water, then pulled a blanket over themselves.

“Do you realize, we' ve been back on Earth for two months?’ Tabitha asked.
“Really? It doesn't seem likeit.”

“1 know, time flies. Another couple months and we need to head home.” Tabitha said. She managed to raise
her tired arm rub her belly. “Hopefully I'll have a couple passengers of my own.”

“With any luck.” He echoed. He pulled her to him and kissed her. “Y ou want to head back?’

“No, let’s stay the night, head back in the morning. Though | think I might sneak back up to the ship to
pee.” Shegiggled.

“1"m not too keen on stepping outside.”

“At least you can do it standing up.” She laughed. She settled in next to him again. “For now, | just want
this.”

“Good idea.” Hereplied. He pulled her tighter to him.

“1 wonder if any of the others will commit to coming with us.” She said after atime.
“We've got Marie and Haley.” He replied.

“And probably the doc.” She added.

“Probably.”

“Y ou should ask the others. Maybe they're just afraid to step forward. Maybe there's something holding
them back.”

They lay together for several minutes. Then Tabitha spoke. “I want to go home.”
He responded by turning to look at her.

“Zanthia, | want to go home to Zanthia. | miss my kids, and once we get back to Zanthia, I’ m not leaving
agaj n.!i

“1 have to agree with you.” Hereplied. “Thetrip isjust too long. And | miss my little onestoo. Jamie and
Jessie are such a great age right now. Susan sent me videos yesterday.”

“1 know. | play the videos Theresa has sent me over and over.”
“We'll be heading back soon.”

They spent the night and teleported back aboard ship the following morning. Following showers and fresh
clothes they went back down to their hotel rooms.

Later that evening, Tabitha paid another visit to Michael’ s room. “ Practice makes perfect.” She smiled as
she escorted him into the bedroom.



The next night at dinner he asked how the women were doing. Hal ey beamed.
“I’ve never felt better. I've lost weight, it's been wonderful.” She said.

“1 know we're asking you al to do alot of physica labor, but surely you understand why. We'll be heading
home in about eight weeks, so it won't be for much longer.”

“| thought we’ d be here doing this for aslong as, you know last time.” Annabelle said.

“Oh, no, not at al. Sorry for the bad communication. Next week we' |l be doing more interviews, I'll want
you all upstairsto watch. I'll want everybody’s input.”

“We still need to collect as much as we can.” Tabithareminded them. “Its hard work | know, but it must be
done, and as quickly as possible.”

“If any of you have any questions, or concerns, please come talk to me. Marie and Haey have already
committed themselves to going. I’ m hoping the rest of you will aswell. Let me say this part again, if
there' s anything specid you'd like.”

“Jenna has bought almost every shoe she's seen.” Tabithainterrupted with a smile.

“If there' s anything you'd like, think of it as a signing bonus, or an incentive.” Michael said. “If it's
reasonable, repeat reasonable, we'll do what we can.”

“We've aready taken care of Marie and Haley’ s financials.” Tabitha added. “We re more than prepared to
do the same for you. Remember. I’'m aMom, and you are the teachers | want teaching my children.”

“| second that.” Michael added. “We chose you because we want you to teach our children. So we'll do as
much as we can to help you.”

The women sat silently for amoment, almost stunned by Michadl and Tabitha's conviction. Then Michael
spoke again.

“So, | think it best if we take abreak from collecting. I'll get you some money to go shopping, enjoy your
weekend, and if you have any questions, any at all, please, talk to me, and we' [l work out what we can.
Make your own private ‘wish lists’ if you'd like. And we'll see what we can do.”

Even though the others had the weekend off, he and Tabithawent out. They left early, and returned to their
hotel rooms late.

Saturday night, Michael had finished his messaging, and was about to turn in, when there was a knock on
the door. He opened to find Annabelle.

“Please, comein.” He said.

“Thank-you.” She said. “I’ve been stopping by all weekend, but you haven't been around.

“Tabithaand | have been collecting.” He said sitting.

“Why didn’t you ask the rest of usto help?’ She asked.

“Because we' ve been working you all too hard.” Michael replied. “We can’'t expect you to know our world.
Only lately have birds been flying in the sky, and fish in the rivers. But there’s so much more to do. You
can't imagineit.”

“ S0 you think we're not committing to go because of the work?’ She asked.



“1 don’'t know what to think.” He said. He and Tabithawere exhausted. They had traveled to four different
sampling sights each day, twice the normal number. The work wasn't physically demanding, but till, over
twelve hours collecting was tiring.

“I"'m sorry, I’'m tired, and I’m being rude. What can | do for you?’ He said after amoment.

“1 was wondering, you spoke of wish list. We dl taked about it. And | don’t understand. What kind of
things would be on these wish lists?’

“Anything, just about anything.” Michadl replied. “We ve been buying things expressly to take back with
us. We' ve been buying movies, and music, and books. Jenna s become a shoe junkie. And it’s all going
back to Zanthiawith us. All that stuff you helped me tag? That’ll go back too.”

“Soif | wanted some clothes?’

“No fur coats, or custom designer dresses, but you could buy yourself quite awardrobe. In fact, clothes are
something | truly encourage. It’s good to have varied tastes. Once we have something, it could be
replicated for others.”

“Wow.” Shesaid sitting back. “I just realized. Wow.” She sat silently for a moment.

“Did you know | play piano?’

“| think | remember reading it.” He said. “Isthat something you'd like?’

“1 know they can be very expensive.” She said tentatively.

“That’s not a problem. Tomorrow, you and | will go piano shopping. We'll get the best we can find.”
“Serioudy?’

“Absolutely.” He said. “To be honest, musical instruments should have been on our list.”

She smiled with delight.

The next morning, he and Annabelle found the best music storein the Houston area. They weren’t
disappointed when they walked in the door. They entered aroom full of pianos and drum sets, guitars and
trumpets. Every musical instrument they could think of was there.

“Can | help you?’ The sales person came up.

“Yes.” Michael replied. “We' re looking to buy two pianos. The first, the very best grand piano you may
have. The second; something still very good quality that would be more suitable for young students.”

The salesperson gleamed and showed them around. The Steinway grand was beautiful, and even to
Michael’s untrained ear, sounded noticeably better than the rest. Annabelle was positively glowing when
she played it. The second grand was also of good quality, and met with Annabelle’s approval.

“One morething.” Annabelle said. “We need music.”

Michael saw the wal of music. “Knock yourself out. Get what you' d like. Meanwhile, | think I’ m going to
take pictures of these other instruments.” Then to the salesman. “Let’s get the paperwork on the pianos
donefirst shall we?’

“Where would you like them delivered?’



“Oh, nowhere. We have transportation on the way. If you could take them out to your loading docks, we'll
pick them up.”

“Right now?’ he said.

Michael pulled out the plastic. “Yes, as soon as this clears, right now.”

When the credit card was approved, the moving began. The pianos were moved to the moving dock, and
Michael waited for thefictitious truck to arrive. Once he was aone, he put transport tags on them, and had
them teleported aboard. He reentered the store to find Annabelle till at the wall of music books.

“1 don’'t know what to get, this one or that one?’ She asked.

“Get them both.” He replied. Then bent down and whispered into her ear. “Remember, you’ re getting
music for awhole new world, splurge.”

“Oh! OK.” She smiled, realizing again the magnitude of what she was doing.

Michael returned to the salesman. “I’m wondering, if you could point out the good and bad of these other
instruments. I’m not sure everything we'll need yet, but if | could take pictures of what you recommend, |
could at least take that list back with us.”

After ahaf hour of ‘taking pictures’ with hisdigitizer. He pulled out the plastic and paid for the stacks of
music Annabelle had purchased. They carried the boxes out to his car and drove away. Once clear to do so,
they teleported aboard ship and went into the den to find the piano’s waiting.

“See, just as promised.” Michael said. “He put his hand on the Steinway. When we get to Zanthia, we'll
have this teleported down to your apartment. Thisis yours.”

Annabelle stood silent for moment. “1 can’t believeit. It's, oh my, it's. Oh gosh.”

“So, what elseis on that wish list of yours.” Michael said sitting on the bench.

“Oh, uhm, nothing that important.” She stammered. “I’ll have to pack my personal things.”

“So | take it you want to make it official ?’

“1.” That question stopped her. She sat down hard on the other piano bench. “I, uhm, wow, What you did
here today. How can | refuse? The, the, magnitude just never hit me before. But these, this ship, my God,

it'sjust sinking in. It'sjust incredible. Yes, sign me up. I'll go with you.”

“Great.” Hereplied. “1 know the trip islong, and it will be boring at times. But you' Il see once we get
there, you'll be glad you decided to come along.”

“So what's next?”’

“Comewith me.” They left the den and started toward the front of the ship. “First you pick out a cabin.
When we pack your things, we'll have them teleported directly.”

They took afew steps. “They’re al the same, but you can decorate alittle.” She picked out an empty cabin,
and Michael entered it into the ship’s computer. Then they traveled onto the medical room.

“Next, | give you a shot.”

“Like you gave Marie and Haley?’ She asked.



“Yes, stand here amoment while | do this.” The scanner ran, and found no trouble areas. Michael debated
what shot to give her, then decided on a standard shot. Bracelet chosen, they teleported back down. They
spent the afternoon packing thingsin her apartment. They cleared up her renta agreement, and she moved
out. She didn’'t have many things, and what she didn’t carry, was taken aboard.

That evening, they were joined by Jenna and the doctor. Annabelle happily told of their shopping trip that
morning and proudly showed off her new bracelet. After the meal was completed, the doctor was taken
back to his house while Jennareturned to her and Tabitha's suite.

Michael took time to catch up on his messages. He took time to send a message to both Courtney and
Susan.

“Courtney, Susan.” He started. “ Annabelle has made it official, that makes three teachers coming back with
us. We're starting interviews with marine biologists tomorrow. | don’t know why we didn’t think of
advertising last time, it's been way more successful than what we did last time. Anyway, Annabelle asked
about life on Zanthia, and it got me thinking. | was wondering if you could do something for me. Get a
video camera and do a video tour for me? Go into one of the empty apartments, and show it off. Then
maybe out onto the deck and look out onto the city. Maybe afew points of the city. Oh! Drive down to the
house and show the beach. Whatever you can think of that’d help show people what awaits them. If you
could get that to me in the next few days, it'll be great. I'll be able to show it to the recruits, and it’ll help.
Better be going, | need to talk to Jenna before they turnin. Love you all.”

He then went to Tabitha and Jenna s suite.

“Tired from the traveling?’ He asked Jenna.

“Very much.” Shereplied. “But | managed to finish those projects | was working on.”

“Oh, great, | was here to ask you about the statue.”

“Oh yes, completely finished, cement foundation to torch tip. How do you say, ‘top to bottom’.”

“That's perfect.” Tabithasaid.

“| was reading about Shing-Laisland. As | understand it, arather important peace treaty was signed there.”

“Oh yes, it marked the end of the one our most violent times. The monument should still be there.” She
opened her laptop and worked for afew moments. She showed them a picture of the stone monument.

“Isthat it?’" Tabitha asked. “The marble spire was visible through the overgrowth.”

“Yes, on the Eastern side of theisland.”

“Perfect. Here' smy idea. We should put the statue on the western end of theisland, looking out to sea, but
also overlooking the spot of the signing. We clear the area of the peace signing monument, and have the
whole area a nice flat open areafor people to walk.”

“A beautiful idea. | have seen similar monuments here on Earth. | am glad.”

“1 remember what Michael told us when we arrived at Zanthia. We wanted to mix our culture with yours,
not replaceit.”

“And thisis good.” Jennareplied. “Should | send thisto Zanthia, so construction can begin?’



“Yes, please, but make sure the lights aren’t lit. | want to save that for our return arrival. Kind of a
surprise.”

Both Jenna and Tabitha smiled.
The next morning, almost all were aboard ship, waiting for the interviews. Michael stayed below.

Thefirst person was a young man named Alex Lofton. He seemed a good candidate, but he hoped to get
married soon. Michael wasn’t against having another man on the trip, per se, but when additional family
was mentioned, Alex was reluctantly eliminated.

The second candidate was Lorna Albright. She al'so seemed qualified, but she had a husband, children, and
could reasonably expect grandchildren soon.

The first candidate of the afternoon was Timothy McCarthy: Even though he seemed intelligent enough, it
was obvious he had no creativity, or imagination. Both would be needed in great amounts meeting the
challenges ahead of them.

Michael had little confidence the fourth candidate would be any better. But when she walked in the door,
he couldn’t help but be interested. Deanne Miercer stood about 5" 7”. She had red hair. Michael couldn’t put
anametoit. It wasn't ‘strawberry blonde’ nor wasit the medium red that make you think ‘ carrot top’.
Instead it was about half-way in between. She wore it shoulder length, with only afew curls at the ends. A
few lighter highlights framed her face. Her body was incredible, and he could guess either D or double-D
breasts. He shook her hand, and gave her the first message, like he had done the other candidates, and led
her into the next room where they talked. He had an earpiecein his ear, and Tabithawould relay down
guestions. Asthe interview progressed Michael had to admit she was impressive, at least as much as he
could tell. When he got to asking about her family, she told him she had none. Then he asked her about
leaving home for long periods.

“Well, some of my research trips have been three or four months at sea. It' s been wonderful. Megan and |
had a great time.”

“Megan?
“We share an apartment in Miami. We met afew years ago on asampling mission in the gulf. Being the
only other women on the trip, we became good friends. The next trip, we met again, and the trip after that.
So we got an apartment together, and ever since, if one of usinterviews for ajob, we agreed to mention the
other.”

“So tell me about your last, er, trip.” Michael said.

“Oh we were in the gulf again, we were trying to sample animal life in the wake of the ail spill. We've
been trying to evaluate long term effects.”

“Anything interesting?’

“Oh yes.” She said leaning towards him. She had chosen a semi low-cut shirt, and her lean helped give
Michael abetter view of her bust line.

“The lower forms of life, seemed to be hurt the most, but they also seemed to rebound the quickest. But as
you climbed the food chain, the effect seemed | ess, but the recovery was slower too.”

“Did anyone give thought or voice to possibly transplanting animals from elsewhere to help out the loca
population.”



“Some of us did. Even afew healthy specimens from each species would have given the local population a
boost.” She said. “But we were shot down, | can understand why, the cost would have been enormous, and
it really wasn't a part of our origina project.”

“Interesting.” He replied. “I want to get back to your friend, Megan, you’ ve worked well with her before?’

“Oh yes, it'sbeen great.” She said. “She'saball of laughs, but when it comes to work, she divesright in.
Once, we had engine trouble, and she was the only one small enough to get into a couple tight places, she
climbed in like amonkey. | was next smallest, so | handed her stuff. She stayed in there bent up like a
pretzel for three or four hours. She came out oil and dirt from head to toe. But laughing, and the engines
were fixed.”

“She sounds like somebody I’ll have to meet.” He said. “In fact, if you have contact info, I'll call her as
soon as | get back to my room, and get her here.”

“You won't be sorry. She can do just about anything on aship. Don't let her fool you.”

“Now, | think I’ ve raked you over the coals long enough for one day. We have atable downstairsin the
restaurant. Dinner at seven? Two of my co-workers will be joining us. Tomorrow you have the day off, but
here’ s abit money, go shopping if you'd like. Then Thursday we have a group workshop.”

“1 look forward to dinner. 1t’ll be wonderful.”

After she had left he heard Tabithain his ear. “If sheflirts any harder, she'll pull a muscle.”

“HaHa.” Hereplied. “1 may be slow, but I’m not that slow. Besides, if she's qudified, she’'s qualified. If
sheisn’t, sheisn't. Should | call her friend and make arrangements?”’

“Might aswell.” Came the response.
“Meet you all in your room? Send the recordings home will you?”’
“ Already done.” Tabithareplied. “ Seeyou in abit.”

He returned to his suite, then made a call to Megan. She cheerfully answered. He mentioned the interview
with Deanne, and asked if she'd like to come to Houston as well. She agreed. Next he arranged her flight,
first class on the next available flight, and called Megan again telling her the ticket would be waiting at the
check-in desk.

Next he went to Tabitha and Jenna s room. Everyone was there, and discussed the candidates so far. He
took alittle good natured teasing over Deanne’ s flirting. But all seemed to agree with Michael’ sinitial
assessment. Only Deanne seemed a possible candidate. Doc Hester and Jenna left for a private dinner date,
with only alittle teasing involved. He asked Tabitha and Diane to join the rest for dinner.

“1 don’t want them feeling like they’re on trial.” He explained.

“Thistime | get to wear the hidden camera.” Tabitha volunteered. The rest went off to dinner elsewhere.
At the dinner table, conversation started off sluggish. The two guys spent most of their time looking at
Tabitha s chest, even though there was no cleavage showing. The two women biol ogists talked about some
of their work. Michael would throw a question in oncein awhile. Like “How much time do you spend at

sea, compared to dry land?’

“For me, maybe half.” Deannereplied. “1 get the feeling I’m paying my dues, doing the leg work. Then
when | get more established, | can get the research grants, then | can stay land-bound more.”



“1"ve been there.” Lornareplied. “1’m waiting on a coupl e grant applications now, but going out to sea once
inawhileis good. If you're not in the water, the world tends to forget about you. Going out to seais good.”

“| got acousin that'sin the Navy. And sea duty iswhat gets you promoted faster. Sea duty makes a
difference.” Alex mentioned.

“1 think I’m going to head out on the town, seeif | can find a place to dance.” Timothy said. He looked
directly at Deanne and then Tabitha. “ Anybody want to join me?”’

“I"ll pass.” Deanne said quickly. Tabitha merely shook her head. And Lorna said “No thanks.”
“I'll go, | could use adrink or two.” Alex stood.

As the two young men walked away, the women fought to keep still. Lornarolled her eyes, Deanne choked
back a giggle, and Tabitha only shook her head.

The conversation picked up after the two young men had left. Lorna and Deanne enjoyed a glass or two of
wine. Talking and enjoying themselves. At 9:30, Lorna excused herself for bed. It was very nearly 10:00
PM when Deanne’s cell phone rang.

“Megan?’ She answered. “Yea, I’'min the restaurant. Y ou' re what?’ She stood and |ooked around, then
waived. “Oh my God!”

A few moments |ater they were joined by a young woman.

“You must be Megan.” Michael said standing, extending his hand.

“And you're Michadl?” She asked. He nodded and introduced the rest.

“Please sit. Are you hungry?’

“Oh no, I’'m on Miami time. | should betired, but I’m just running on adrenaline.” Shereplied. “I can’t
believeit.” Shelooked at Deanne. “He calls me up, asking if I’d like to come out and interview. | said sure,
why not. He says he'll call me back. Not even ten minutes later he calls again, says I’m booked on the next
flight out, there' s ataxi on the way, and that my ticket is waiting for me at the airport. | throw abag

together, and I'm out the door. Next thing | know, I’ m at the airport and flying here. First class no less.”

“Deanne suggested we interview you.” Michael replied. “ And we have an interview opening tomorrow
afternoon. So, you're here.”

“But first class.”

“Everything that Michael doesisfirst class.” Diane said.

“Have you checked in yet?" Tabitha asked.

“Yes, the bell hop offered to take my bags up to my room.”

“We should let you two talk.” Michad said. “If you'll excuse me, | have to be up in the morning. If you're
hungry in the morning, thistableis available to you at any time. Feel free to get breakfast, or lunch or

whatever, whenever you like. Your interview is at 3:00 tomorrow; don’t forget to change your watch.”

He left with Tabitha and Diane, after Diane went into her suite, Tabithawalked with Michael back to his
suite.

“1 think | know where thisis going.” She said oncein his room.



“Oh yea? Where?’

“| predict two pair of very, very large boobs. And sooner or later, you'll be making their bellies big with
your babies.”

She pulled him into akiss. “Just remember, | expect you to make my belly big now and again.”
He cupped her butt and pulled her closer. “And was | successful thistime?’

“Maybe.” She said then kissed him. “But we can keep practicing if you'd like.”

He picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. They practiced some more.

The next morning, the interviews started again. The first candidate, Melissa Hubert struck Michael as very
intellectua. Behind a pair of big, thick glasses, she had a pretty face. She had black hair in waves athird of
the way down her back. She had nice figure and a very pretty voice. She didn’t have the * dangerous curves
Marie or Tabitha possessed, but she would still ook very good in long slinky dresses. By any standards,
she would be considered very pretty. Michael’ sinitial thought proved true, she had a nearly encyclopedic
recollection of her work, and who she worked with.

The second candidate was another young man. Samuel Jennings. When asked why he was applying for a

job that’ d take him away from friends and family for months at atime. He responded. “Well, my parents

want meto get ajob, so here | am.” Michael continued the interview as long as politeness allowed, but he
was still very early to lunch that day.

The third candidate was a middle aged woman, Beth Waters. When asked the same question, she replied.
“Oh, | couldn’t do that. | just had ababy. | couldn’t be away from my husband and kids. But if therewas a
place for meland side, where | could coordinate and gather data, I'd love to help out.” She was smart, and
interesting, and as the interview continued, Michadl was certain she could be an asset in that capacity, but
he knew it wasn’t something they were looking for.

Finaly at 3:00 Megan came in. Deanne entered with her. Michael observed many similarities, and a few
differences between the women. Megan wasn’t quite astall, at about 5'5”. She had rare yellow hair, with a
few streaks sun bleached to alight yellow. She had blue eyes, while Deanne’ s were closer to hazel. She had
avery good figure, though not quite as busty. Michael guessed to be anearly perfect C cup. Michael
suggested Deanne wait in her room, and after she left, managed to play the first message for Megan. The
interview went well.

“| see you changed majors three times?’

“Yes, | didn't want to betied into any one thing. So | did some engineering, some architecture, some
el ectronics, some mechanics, then | went into the sciences, biology, physics, mathematics.”

“A Jack, er Jill of all trades.” Michad replied. She laughed.

“That's me. It’srealy been fun though. When I’ m out with Deanne, I'm all over the place. One minute I'm
working the bait boxes and winches. The next I'm identifying the day’ s catch. The next day I’ m piloting
the Robot sub.”

“Deanne tells me she doesn’'t have family. You?”’

“No, my mother passed away when | was akid. My dad and |, we were ateam. He had a crab boat for a

long time. But crabbing is hard. He wanted me to get through college, but | just couldn’t stick to one thing
long enough for a degree. But when | got my first job working a research ship, he was proud. He died of



pneumonia afew years ago. He caught it while at sea, and by the time he got back there wasn't much
anybody could do.

“1"m sorry to hear that. | lost my father my senior year of college, it's atough thing to go through.”
“ S0 you pilot those mini subs?’ He asked after amoment. “I seethemon TV, it’s fascinating.”

“It harder than you think; you’ ve got a sub on atether, and any move you make could be disastrous.
They're expensive. But it’s so rewarding, you' re right there in the middle of everything.”

They talked until well past five. Then Tabitha whispered in his ear it was getting late.

“Well, wow! Look at thetime! | intended to only go a couple hours, but it's been quite abit longer.” He
closed down his laptop, and got up.

“Dinner at 7:00?" They walked down the hallway to the elevator. “We€' |l have the other peopl e there, and
tomorrow we' |l have agroup exercise. | think you'll have an interesting perspective.”

The door opened on her floor, and Michael proceeded to his room. “What do you think?’

“| stand by my earlier prediction.” Tabitha voice came through the earpiece.

“Har har, send the recordings off and get down here for dinner.”

“ Recording sent. I'll pass the word to Diane.” Tabitha added.

“Ask Haley if shelike to join ustoo. | think Haley and Megan together, and we' Il be laughing all night.”
“I think you'reright. I'll passit along. See you at seven.”

That night Haley and Megan did not disappoint. Everyone was talking and laughing and enjoying
themselves. Some alittle too much. Timothy drank his share, and a couple other’ s shares as well. So much
so Michael asked if a couple of the bell-hops would take him to his room. Once he had been removed, the
rest cut back on their own drinking, but the talk and stories continued.

The following morning, none were surprised to see Timothy be the last to arrive. Michael, Tabitha, and
Diane were on hand to answer questions and help the conversation along. They were first asked the
standard ‘if you were starting a colony’ question. Some said yes, some said no, but the conversation was
the important thing. How each listened and interacted with the others. They broke for lunch, and then
returned for the afternoon exercise.

“Sinceyou'redl inthe samefield, let’ stry something that’ s right up your alley.” Michael said. “Let’s
assume that alarge body of water, say the Mediterranean Sea was somehow stripped of life. There are
corals, plant life, maybe some small things like plankton. But other than that, nothing.” They all looked at
him curioudly. “The danger has past, and the sea can sustain life again. What would you do? How would
you go about reseeding the eco-system?’

“It couldn’t be done.” Alex Lofton replied quickly. “We' d have to let nature take its course.”
“You'retalking about hundreds, if not thousands of species of animals.” Timothy added.

“It'saninteresting scenario, but | do not think the technology exists, and the manpower required would be
huge.” Samuel said.

“Fair enough.” Michael replied. “But we're talking the Mediterranean Sea, there’ s dozens of countries
surrounding it. All of them rely on the seato some extent. If something like this did happen, they’d all



commit resources to it. Money, Science, man-power. So let’ s assume there are technol ogical
breakthroughs. And the man-power would be avail able. What would you do?’

“1t"d be one heck of apaper.” Lornajoked.

“Is this why you asked me about reseeding the Gulf of Mexico Tuesday?’ Deanne asked.

“A bit. Did | tip my hand?’ Michael smiled.

“In hindsight, yes, but thisis still achallenge.” She replied. “I think there's no way to completely
repopulate the entire Mediterranean. Even if we could, we wouldn’t want to. To do so, would likely cause
an imbalance from wherever we got the specimens from.”

The rest of the table nodded.

“But, if we could gather bunches of samples from around the globe, never taking too much from any one
area, we could then jump start nature.” Megan added.

“Start small.” Melissa suggested, “And work your way up to larger species.”

“It'd take years to do.” Beth added. “Y ou’d have to let each introduction get established and | et the
population build up before going onto the next.”

From there the topic took off. They got into specifics of animal species, and even suggested rough
timelines. The afternoon went quickly. They even continued the conversation over dinner that night. As
they were finishing their meal, no wine thistime, Michadl gave each an envelope.

“Tomorrow you all have the day to yourselves. Please meet me in the meeting room Friday morning at
10:00, we'll go from there. It'slate and | need to take care of next weeks' arrangements, stay if you wish,
enjoy.”

“Goodnight.” Deanne volunteered. M egan quickly echoed the sentiment. As the elevator doors closed
Tabitha spoke aloud.

“Oh yea, | stand by my prediction.” She giggled.

“What?" Diane asked.

“Nothing, just aprivate joke.” Tabithareplied. Michael returned to his room and sent his messages.

The following afternoon all were meeting in Tabitha and Jenna' s room.

“S0, thisis how it works. We look at each of the candidates. We A, send them home with no further
discussion. We B, tell them nothing about ‘upstairs’, but we interview them more. Or C, we take them
upstairs right away and tell them the whole story. Everybody back home has been watching the interviews,

and is doing the same thing. We should hear from them later this afternoon.”

“1 think it’s pretty clear who fits under group A.” Tabithareplied, and there seemed a general nodding of
agreement around the room.

“1 don’t know about you, but it’s pretty clear. | don’'t have anyone in group B.” Haley replied. “But | must
say, | was really impressed with Melissa, one of the smartest people I’ ve ever met. She'll look so much
better when her eyes are fixed.” She looked at Michadl. “The shot, that should fix her eyes, right?’

“Uhm, yes, it should.” Michael replied.



“What do you mean?’ The doctor asked.

“Y ou mean you didn’t know about my heart?’ Haley replied. “Well, when Michagl scanned me, for my
shot, the computer found asmall heart issue. The shot fixed it. I’ ve never felt better. I’ ve lost weight, I've
got more energy. It's been amiracle, atrue miracle.”

“I"d really like to see that information.” Doc replied.

“Absolutely. We can go upstairs later. Would you mind coming along Haley? Do another scan?”’

“Oh absolutely.” Shereplied. “Really girls, if you haven't yet, you really need to do it. Take the chance. |
guarantee you won't be sorry.”

“Michael got me apiano, I’ve wanted one of my own for so long.” Annabelle replied. “Can we go back up
now?’

“As soon as we're finished with our evaluations.” Michadl said.

“Oh, inthat case.” Haley said. She took her piece of paper and marked her evals, and handed it to Michad.
Annabelle quickly followed. The otherstook just alittle more time. But after he gathered them he only
smiled.

“Well, it looks like we have a consensus.” He said. “Does anybody feel a need to discuss this? Remember
thisis serious stuff. We' re about to ask these people to join acommunity. Y our children will be growing up
with their children. You are al teachers. You will be teaching their children alongside of your own. Are
you totally sure about this?’

They all looked at him carefully. “I’'m sure.” Tabithasaid. “| am aswell.” Jenna added. And one by one
they all agreed.

“Very well. | just wanted to be sure. But I'm glad. | have the feeling everybody back home will think the
same aswe do.” He stepped over to an open area. “ So, Doc, Haley, Jennaif you'd step over here, we'll go
upstairs. Tabitha, would you bring the rest in a couple minutes?’

They all made their way aboard. Michael took his group into the med room. They watched as Haley was
rescanned. The doctor was shown the before and after tests. “Well, according to this, the defect is al but
gone. In another week or two, it’ll betotally gone. Amazing.”

“And I’ ve lost nearly twenty pounds.” Haley said looking at the information.

“So thisthing scans us?’ Diane asked.

“Yes.” Michadl said. “Stand here.” Michaedl ran the scanner.

“Do me next.” Dawn volunteered. Some were watching from the corridor, for there just wasn’t enough
room in the med room.

The doc was amazed. “Thisisincredible. What this can do, is truly amazing. | could study it for years, and
never understand it al.”

“ S0, does that mean you want to make it official?’ Michael asked. “Do any of you that haven't done so,
want to make it official ?’

“Count mein.” Dawn said after amoment. “What do | do?” She stepped back into the room.

“It'srealy simple.” Annabelle said. “It just ashot, and it doesn’'t hurt at all.”



“Redly?’
“Cross my heart.” Annabelle assured her.

Michael had the computer make a standard shot. “Ready?’ She nodded, closed her eyes, and he gave her
the shot.

“Wow! It redly didn’t hurt.” She said. “I felt it, but it didn’t hurt.”

“Now, pick out abracelet.” Marie said showing her own. Michael showed her the samples. She picked one.
The computer generated one with her name on it. And Michael fastened it to her right wrist.

Dawn hopped off the table and went out to Marie, Annabelle and Haley, showing the bracel et to them.
“Anybody else?’ Michael asked. There was a moment. Then Stephani e stepped forward. He gave her the
standard shot. Then all eyes turned to Diane. She looked at the others, then smiled, and stepped forward. He
gave her astandard shot as well. Now, only one on board didn’t have a shot.

“Doc?’ Tabitha asked. “Y ou want to make it unanimous?’

“Please?’ Jenna asked. “| really want you to come. Join us?’ But it was obviousto al she was asking afar
more persona question. He looked her in the eyes, then nodded. She beamed, and kissed him full on the
lips. He was surprised for amoment, but wrapped his arms around her. There were claps of encouragement
from all.

“Just onething.” He said after they parted. “ There' s some questions | have for Michael, in private. If you
don’t mind?’

The women laughed and joked alittle, but they reluctantly filed out. Even before the door shut, Michael
could hear the Annabelle playing the piano from down the hall.

“So, Doc, stand here.”

Once that was completed, Michael pointed to a screen on thewall. “Look at it yourself, what do you see.”
Doc Hester looked at it. “Blood pressureis alittle high. Wow, borderline diabetic. Good thing | eat right.”
“Diabetic?

“1"m not surprised. Both my parents were. Let’s see. It shows where | broke my arm when | was akid. I’'ve
said it before, but I'll say it again, thisis amazing.”

“Well, the good news, | can fix everything. Blood pressure, everything.”
“Susan tried to explain it. Changing one’s genetic code isincredible.”

“It boggles the mind doesn’t it? I’m no scientist, but | know thisis scary stuff.” Michadl replied. A
injection was prepared.

“Don’'t worry. Thisis about the same shot | took myself.” He said. “I never felt better. And the changes are
genetic.”

Once the shot was given, Doc picked out a bracelet for himself. “ Oh, onelast thing. No unprotected sex for
the next three months. It takes that long to assure the changes will be passed down to your children.”
“Oh, and | added alittle surprise. Trust me, you'll likeit. And when the time comes, Jenna will too.”



“But..”
“It’1l be our secret.” Michael said. Then he opened the door. “ Come on. We better get to party.”

They went to the den where Annabelle was playing. Some of the women were trying to sing along. But al
were happy and having a good time. Jenna pulled him aside.

“Thank-you. David has been so wonderful.” Jenna said pulling Michael and Tabitha aside.

“You'rewelcome.” Hereplied. “To tell the truth, I'm surprised it took thislong. Tabitha and | both thought
you had him hooked after he agreed to show you around the world.”

“l...” Then she paused and blushed.

“Don’'t worry Jenna.” Tabitha said moving up close. “Guys usualy are slow to realize they’ re hooked.
Congratulations by the way.”

“Thank-you.” Jenna smiled.

“There is something we still have to deal with,” Tabitha said. “We' ve got the underwater footage from
Zanthia, but just how are we going to capture sealife like we talked about yesterday?”’

“| think we can use what you were using for birds. We can make an automated submersible, it could collect
the animals, teleport them directly into onboard stasis boxes, and the box would be brought aboard. I'm
pretty sure | can have something in afew days. And another few daysto build it.”

Dawn came in the room with atray of snacks, Marie following with drinks. Soon everybody was talking
and laughing having more fun than any of them could recall. It wasn't too long before Jenna and Doc
wanted to leave. Michad walked them down hall to the teleporter room explaining the financials. Doc’s
grand-daughter, would be brought up the day before leaving, even though some of her things could be
brought earlier. Michael spoke to each women in turn, telling them about what their next steps would be.
Annabelle had already completed her move. The others would quickly do the same.

The next morning, the eight candidates came into the temporary office at 10.00. One by one he called Alex,
Lorna, Timothy, Samuel and Beth into the second room and wished them well. He thanked them, and gave
them each some additional money for their time. Their travel papers were waiting for them at the front
desk. Once they had left, he went back out to the outer office.

“Ladies, | must say, all of uswere very impressed with all of you. Before we go any further, | must tell you,
you are not competing for asingle spot. | must also insist that what you see and hear from this point
forward must be kept in the strictest of confidence. Can you agree to this?” They all nodded.

“Good, please stand.” He instructed, and then brought out his comm-device. “ Computer four to be brought
up please.”

Like the others before him they were shocked to find themselves on the tel eporter platform. And like the
others, it took some convincing to get them to step off and onto the bridge. It took most of the afternoon to
tell their story. Finally as they ate dinner in the common room, Michael and the rest explained that they had
been recruited for a good reason. Plates put away, they sat in the comfy chairsin front of the big monitor.
Tabitha stood.

“Thisis Zanthia.” She started. “Y ou’ ve aready seen the holographs. It’ s truly beautiful. Even though it was
once a populated world it’s been so long, it’ s as though it has been washed clean and fresh. Y ou can walk
on beaches knowing that no one has stepped on the beach for thousands of years.”



“Thisisfootage we recorded when we first arrived just over five years ago. It's beautiful isn't it, but it was
devoid of animal life. Before we |eft earth, my sister and |, with alot of help from those that travel ed with
us, collected as many birds and fresh water life we could. Since our arrival we' ve been releasing the birds
and repopulating the lakes and streams. It’s been going very well. We have a growing bird population, and
the fish have been multiplying. But we neglected the ocean. That’s where you three ladies comein. My
sister shot this footage last week.”

The screen changed to an underwater scene. Immediately the three women's eyes were glued to it. Like
children watching a cartoon, they sat nearly motionless as the footage played. The screen showed corals
and plants, and some very small critters crawling and swimming around. After it was finished Tabitha
spoke again.

“Y ou see, the exercise we gave you Thursday was real. Thisis our redity, and we need your help.”

“In exchange, we're offering alife on Zanthia. Be aware, for you and the rest of us, it's a one way trip. We
will go to Zanthia and live. Our children will grow up and take over, and so forth, and so on.”

“1 know it isalot to take in. We chose you, unanimously by the way, because you are young and creative.
Y ou seem to embrace a challenge, and you seem to have an adventurous spirit. There are many other things
we can offer. For example, research ships, we can have them built. Y ou’ ve seen the computer make meals.
We've been traveling al over the world collecting food dishes. If there' s anything you want to add to the
library, we can do that. Oh! | ailmost forgot. | asked Susan and Courtney to help you see more about life on
Zanthia”

New footage started on the screen. Thankfully Susan was behind the camera and Courtney was talking. She
showed the camera around her apartment, ending the tour on the terrace, overlooking the center of the city
and the ocean beyond. Next they were seen flying above the city from a shallow atitude. Not very fast, but
it was still a spectacular view. They traveled by air north up the coast and turned to follow awide river
upstream. After atimethey climbed over wide water falls.

“Shahallah Falls.” Jennasaid. “It’s one of my favorite places on Zanthia.”

Finally the footage climbed higher and raced straight back to ZanTan. Then the screen went dark.

“So ladies.” Michaedl said. “Thoughts? Questions?’

“Can we see the underwater footage again?’ Deanne asked.

“Absolutely.” He replied. Jenna produced a remote and started the footage again. “Here, if you want to
zoom in, press this. Then point to what you want to see, then this controls the zoom.”

It took afew flawed attempts but soon the three women were engrossed in looking at everything closely.
“| swear that’'s a sponge.” Melissa observed.

“Sure looks like one.” Deanne agreed. After another several minutes Megan stepped away and approached
Michael and Tabitha. Jenna and the Doc had |eft for the night, and the teachers had retired to the den.

“What's up?’ Michael asked.

“If 1 know Deanne, she'll be engrossed in that for hours. | don’t know Melissa very well yet, but | doubt
Deanne will be @one.”

“Alluring, isn’t it?’ Tabitha asked.



“More like addicting. Can | ask you? How do you plan on pulling al of this off?’

“Let’s go up to the bridge and we'll talk.”

“First, let’s show her the ship alittle.” Tabitha suggested. They opened the door to the den to find the
teachers |ooking through the collection of movies and music. Then they went across the hall to the exercise
room. “Thetrip, just one way, is nearly three months. So without entertainment, and something to do, we'd
get bored.”

They walked forward and Megan stopped at one of the murals. “That's ..”

“Shahallah Falls.” Michael volunteered. “1 must admit, I've never seen it in person before. But it is
magnificent.”

“Did they have a plane or something?’

“My sister cdlsit an air car.” Tabithareplied. “ She messaged me last week about finding it. It seems most
people on Zanthia used regular old automobiles. But some, like officials, used air cars. There seemed to be
some kind of air transport, but most ‘flights’ were shorter. Telecommuting was highly popular. Y ou saw
the holograms, no need to be there in person when entire rooms could be projected holographically.”

“ S0 you communicate?’

“Yes, it takes about three hours for a message to make a trip. We have satellites her around Earth, and also
orhiting Zanthia. Every TV show, every radio broadcast, is relayed to Zanthia.”

“Here, check out a cabin.” Tabitha said opening the door to an empty cabin. “We have nearly twenty
cabins. You can have your own, you'll need your own space on the trip.” They arrived at the bridge and
looked out at the stars.

“We need to take you all on atour.” Tabithasaid.

“| think we should wait.” Michael said. “We'll haveto pry those other two away fromthe TV first.” The
tongue-in-cheek delivery was not lost on the two women.

“So, how are you going to pull this off?" Megan asked again. Tabitha explained how she caught birds, and
offered to show her the storage rooms. But Megan declined; she was captivated by the view.

“Look there.” Michadl pointed dightly up and to the right. Then he pressed the command button on the
console. “Computer, please relay to Mayflower, request she close the distance between us to approximately
two hundred yards.”

“Mayflower acknowledges.” The computer voice replied. Asthey watched, the small cylindrical object
grew larger until it was quite clear to them.

“That' s the Mayflower, it's an exact copy of this ship. The ship has the ability to repair itself, so | had the
repair machines manufacture the Mayflower. In case we needed a second ship.”

Tabithayawned. “Wow, | didn’'t realize it was getting this late.”
“You'reright, Tabitha, why don’t you take the teachers back down, | want a quick word with the others.”
They walked back to the common room, Tabitha stopping at the den.

“So ladies, your initial thoughts?’



“It'sal just incredible.” Méelissa offered.

“Itis, trust me, | was just as astonished as you are. Now do you understand why this al must be totally
secret? Can | be assured you will not speak of thisto anyone you’ ve not already met here today?’

They all nodded.

“Good. Now you al know why we asked about your family, we would never dream of splitting afamily.”
“Finaly, | want you all to think about it. Take your time, and do not hesitate to ask questions. Except be
careful how you talk while in public. I will be around all weekend if you have any questions. We haven't
scratched the surface on the wonders this could be for you. | want you to feel freeto ask questions. Truly, |
beg you to ask. No question istoo small or too silly. Ask myself, or Tabitha. Now, it’s getting late, let me
get each of you back to your rooms. Megan?’

“Don’'t worry, it'll only be afew minutes and the others will follow along.”

He walked Megan down the hall and into the teleporter room. “Y ou aso need to understand, we have
money we can use to take care of any financia obligation, like rent or school loans, whatever you need.
Understand?’

“Yes, that'd be great.”

“Wonderful.” He said and held her arm. Her eyes glazed over, and he played the second message for her.
Once hereleased. “Now, if you'll step onto the platform.” Once she was in place she teleported down to
her hotel room.

“Melissa? A moment?’ He said entering the common room area. He repeated the same message to her and
had her taken down.

“Deanne? Y ou ready to go down?”’
“Yes| think so.” He touched her arm, and played the message for her as well. Then released.
“What do you think so far? Gut reaction?’

“It's al amazing, and so cool. | think it'd be cool to do, but it's al so, big, it just too much to think about
all at once.”

“| was the same way; it took me weeks to really get my head around some of it. It still seems like a dream,
landing and living on another planet, wow, its heady stuff.” Here step up. And she was teleported down.
Michael followed her to his own room.

“Less than two minutes | ater, there was a knock on his door.” Tabitha was standing.

“Wow, that was great wasn't it?" She asked.

“Yesit was.” Michad replied. “I promised Susan I'd send amessage. Let me do that real quick.”

“No problem. Bathroom for me.”

“Hi Susan.” He started recording the message. “The three we chose, | think, will work out well. They were
delighted, and awestruck, like everybody else has been. But just like everybody else, they started asking
guestions and really getting into it. I’ m thinking all three will agree to come along, hopefully sooner rather

than later. Another bit of good news, great news really, Doc agreed to come along. And Jenna has him
firmly hooked. The remaining teachers also committed. | gave Doc and the other girlstheir shots and



bracelets. All that’s | eft is the three women today. The video you and Courtney made was really great; |
think it really helped everyone see what waits for them. Hopefully some of the group we interview next
week will work out, but honestly, if none of them do, | won't care. | never imagined we'd recruit three or
four people, and now we have six teachers and a doctor, and maybe three marine experts, Wow, way better
than expectations. I'll keep you informed if anything changes. | know we' ve been here el ght weeks, and we
have another seven or eight to go, but it just seems like it so close now. Givethe kids hugs. I'm wired up,
but I'm totally exhausted. I’m going to bed. I'll send some more messages tomorrow. Love you lots.”

“You’'re wired, but exhausted?’ Tabitha said from the bathroom door.
“Weird, | know.” He replied.

“No, it makes perfect sense.” Shetook his hand and pulled him from the chair. “ There something | want to
do. | want to go to bed, areal bed thistime, and wake up next to you tomorrow.”

“Tabitha....”
“Relax. No sex, I’'mtoo tired too.” She said. “But in the morning, no guarantees.”

The weekend went by quietly. Michael had gotten the teachers started sending messages to Jessica. Shein
turn started filling them in on what she had been doing. They seemed excited again, now that they were
about to have students, and start teaching again. They even asked when the animal collecting would
resume. Doc Hester reported that he had told his grand-daughter that they would be moving soon. That it'd
be along trip, but Jennawould be traveling with them, and she’' d be meeting new friends as they went. He
would start the process of selling his home. Some of his more personal bel ongings were already being
teleported aboard ship. Tabitha played packing coordinator. The teachers each picked out cabins, and some
had started their moving processes.

Saturday dinner was a group of half dozen. The mariners were al in attendance along with Annabelle, and
Haley. The others were out and about. Jenna was with Doc Hester, and Tabitha was with the other teachers,
packing and moving. Haley and Megan were a pair, the entire table was laughing and enjoying themsel ves.
Haley seemed ever more confident as her body trimmed down. She was happy to tell the others how she
felt better, and had lost weight.

Sunday was more of the same, but this time, Deanne and Megan joined Michagl for breakfast. They had the
restaurant almost entirely to themselves, so Michael took the time to answer some of their questions. He
found himself answering similar questions when Melissajoined him for lunch.

Monday and Tuesday were more interviews, three each day. Wednesday was the group exercise. Even
though none of the candidates were recruited, they did have an interesting discussion on how to collect the
marine specimens.

Wednesday evening they agreed to have dinner aboard ship. It was a chance for al thirteen adults to talk
openly.

The three mariners were asking questions. Haley talked openly about her heart defect being corrected, and
how she was feeling more energetic and losing weight. Medissa hung on her every word, then asked
Michael and the Doctor if her vision could be corrected.

“1I"m not an optometrist, so | can't say for sure.” Doc Hester replied.

“We could scan you, see what the computer says.” Michael offered. “ Deanne, Megan? Care to watch?”’

They all went forward to the med room, the three mariners, doctor and Michael crowded into the room. The
otherstried to watch from the door. Melissa stood and was scanned. The doctor read the screen.



“Well, looking at this, other than your eyesight, you're in perfect health.” Melissa was relieved.
Next Deanne and Megan were scanned, both were in excellent shape.

“| think it'stime for atour.” Michael said. He led them to the bridge and issued the command. The ship
broke orbit and this time headed towards the sun. The monitors darkened but then the ship turned and they
settled into orbit around Mercury. The ship made recordings for several orbits, then broke away, only to
settle into orbit around Venus. They visited the other planets one by one, they skipped Saturn on the way
out, but after Pluto, they started returning and settled in under the rings.

They spent most of their time in wonder, |ooking out the view screens, and that was perfectly fine with
Michael. The more curious the mariners were, the more likely they were to agreeto join the trip. The ship
was dowly moving from the inner edge of the rings to the outer edge and back, occasionally breaking away
to see some of the moons. Everyone was well occupied. Melissa broke away from the group and
approached Michadl.

“Can | ask you something? In private?’

“Sure. Let’'s go back to the den.” They retreated down the hallway, and took seatsin the den. “What can |
do for you?”’

“1I"m still curious about the shot, can it fix my eyesight?’ She asked. “I’ ve been wearing glasses since | was
akid. | can't get contacts.”

“You've seen how it s helped Haley. The doctor has looked at the scans, and he seemsto believe it will.”
“Soif | gowith you, I’'ll get ashot and it’ll fix my eyesight? Will it hurt? What will happen?’

“The shot doesn’t hurt at al. And the changes will be gradual.”

“And if | decide not to go?’

“Well...” he started than thought better of it. “I’ll make you a deal, help us as much as you can for the next
few weeks. At the end of that time, if you decideto stay, I'll give you a shot that fixes your eyesight,
nothing more. If you decide to come aong, I'll give you the full shot. Either way, | bet by winter time,
you'll be glasses free.”

“Deal?’ he asked holding out his hand.

“Deal.” Shereplied as shetook his hand in return.

They rejoined the group on the bridge.

“Jenna?’ He asked. “Y ou’ ve been working on something? Care to show everyone.”

“Of course.” She said. She moved to the table, and sat. She pressed some buttons on her keypad and the
holograph projector lit up and displayed along tube shaped item. The item expanded until it hovered above
the table, about four feet long. It looked like atypical submarine, along tube with rounded ends and sides.
Eight thrusters, at each corner at each end, provided propulsion.

“Thisisthe robotic marine sampler.” Jenna started. “These thrusters rotate to alow extreme agility.” Jenna
continued. She pressed a button and the hull became a cutaway. “Inside are eight stasis trunks. Asthe ship
descends, it collects animal life from the sea around it and puts it into the stasis trunks. Once everything is

collected from one location, it is teleported to the next.”

Michael was watching from afew feet back.



“She's something, isn’'t she?” Doc Hester said standing beside him.

“Absolutely.” He replied. He had to admit, it was quite aview. Jenna’ s bust line was nearly fully
developed, nearly four inches of cleavage on display, while ancther two or three inches was hidden.

“So thiswill collect the ocean life?” Megan asked.

“Yes, it'sfully automated. It is being built aboard the Mayflower.” Jennareplied. “1 thought it best to build
it there. Thereisalimitation. The ship must be overhead for the transport to work efficiently.”

“So ladies, you were part of the discussion, do you think thiswill work?’ Michael asked. The three
mariners looked at each other, than back at him.

“Yes.” Thesaid amost in unison. Then they started talking very fast amongst themsel ves.
“1 think we have three new recruits.” Doc Hester said, still standing beside him.

“1 won't bet against you on that one.” Michadl replied. “How goes thingsin your world?’
“1 think | have the house sold. We' ve been packing.”

“Well, let us know when you're ready; I’ll have a double suite ready for you at the hotel. I’m looking
forward to meeting your grand-daughter. Jenna has said she's really a sweetheart.”

“Thank-you, | appreciate that. | was wondering how we were going to work the logistics.”

“Most of the ladies have completed their moves. Their cabins are ready for them. Speaking of which, you
need to pick out cabins for you and your grand-daughter.”

“That'sright.” They walked down the hall, found two empty cabins next to each other, and Michael logged
it into the computer.

“There, now you can have your belongings teleported directly.”

“Ah, there you are.” Tabitha approached them as they returned to the bridge.

“What's up?’

“Those three are just going to town. They’ re planning sampling spots, and everything.” Tabitha explained.
“It seems like we have the prablem of ocean gathering well in hand.” Michael commented.

“But doesn’t help solve mine.” Tabitha replied.

“We can start sampling full time now.” Michael replied. “I’'m not planning on any moreinterviews, and
only afew side trips. We should be able to get five or six teams out and about.”

“It’1l never be enough. Even if wefilled this ship, it won’t be enough.” Tabitha said.
“Looks like you'll have to make moretrips.” Doc said.

“Could you leave your grand-daughter for nine or ten months?’ Tabitha asked. “1 have eight children back
home, | miss them so much. I’'m not going to leave them again.”



“It sounds like you need somebody here, to be your hands.” Doc said. Then he snapped his fingers. “And |
know just who.”

Michael and Tabithalooked a him, the obvious question unasked.
“You met her.” He said. “The day you first visited me. Rose. She wasthe aid at the desk.”
“| still don’t understand.” Tabithareplied.

“Rose and | have known each other forever. I’ ve seen how you collect animals. She'd be perfect to act as
your agent here on Earth.”

Michael and Tabithalooked at him questioningly.

“| better start over.” Doc said. “Rose was anurse when | started my residency. It was her first job, so
neither of us knew what we were doing. Somehow, we became good friends. | introduced her to afriend of
mine, they eventually married. She introduced meto her friend, who | married. They were my son’s god-
parents. And we were theirs. She stuck with me ever since; from hospital to hospital, to my teaching career.
She adores my grand-daughter. My grand-daughter calls her ‘Aunt Rose.’” | would’ ve asked we bring her
along on our trip. But she has two kids, one grandchild, and a second grandchild on the way. Y ou said you
would never split up afamily.”

“ S0 are you suggesting we tell her about all this?’ Tabitha asked.
“Yes, and teach her to use the equipment. After we' ve left, she can collect what you ask of her.”
“We could |eave the Mayflower here.” Tabitha said.

“Then once we get home and unloaded, send this ship back empty.” Michael added. “Once it arrives, the
Mayflower comes back loaded.”

“And back and forth.” Doc finished.

“Hmmm, at first blush it seems like agood idea.” Michael said. “Let’sthink on it awhile, ask the others.
I'll send a message home, see what they think.”

Their conversation had gone totally unnoticed; the three mariners were still discussing, and the teachers
were mostly back at the view screens.

“Ladies.” He said to the three. “ Time to put your toys away.” But he smiled as he said it. The three,
especialy Megan caught his thought, and responded with a bit of playful pouting. He proceeded to the front
consol e and pressed the command and ordered the ship to return to Earth orbit.

“If | could have you attention for amoment more, |’ ve got a couple pieces of business. First, we resume
animal collecting tomorrow morning. | know it’s late, but we have alot to do. Everybody meet in Jenna
and Tabitha sroom at 8:30. Our new hopefuls, you'll be learning. Then we'll send you out on your own.
Tabitha says we have alot of collecting to do. So we'll have to work very hard. But we're almost done; just
another six or seven weeks. | promise.”

“The second piece, I'll be doing alittle ‘specia’ collecting. So if you ladies have your eyes on some specia
fellow. Let me know, and I'll do what | can. Cometalk to mein private later.” That was met with afew
giggles. They talked and chatted for another fifteen minutes, until the ship announced they had arrived in
orbit again.

“Tabitha, please take the teachers back down. Ladies, please sit.”



He sat at the table, the three mariners, Jenna, and Doc Hester.

“S0, do you now think it's possible to do the collecting?’ He asked.
“Wethink so.” Melissasaid.

“We know we have to collect animals at different depths.” Deanne said.

“Start on the surface.” Megan said. “Collect, descend to a hundred feet, collect, descend again, collect, and
soon.”

“Because of the water pressure.” Doc said. Being adiver he understood this.

“Exactly.” Melissa confirmed. “We have some detail s to work out, but | think we can start collecting very
soon.”

“In the meantime, would you like to see the sampler?’ Jenna asked. They all instantly said yes.

Michael went to the console and pressed the command button. “Computer, does the Mayflower have full
atmosphere?’

“Yes, dl systems working properly.” The computer voice replied.

“You know, | just thought of something.” Tabithasaid. “Does this ship have a name?’
“Jenna?’ Michael asked.

“Yes, it was named the Zanhallah.” She replied

“Let me seeif | remember thisright.” Tabitha said. “Zanhallah means ‘ Our Hope' 7’
“That is correct.” Jennareplied.

“It's aperfect name.” Tabitha commented.

“So, would everyone like to go over?’ Everyone eagerly nodded.

They went to the teleporter room, then transferred over to the Mayflower.

“The sampler is being built in the forward cargo hold below.” Jenna said. They walked towards the rear of
the ship.

“The Zanhallah, wasiit like this?” Doc Hester asked looking at the barren walls.

“Yes, pretty bland, isn't it.” Tabithareplied. “We did alittle remodeling before we left. We had one cabin
converted into the den, and another converted into the gym. But both are even bigger now.”

They went down the stairs, and then started walking toward the forward cargo hold.

“Hang on, | want to check something.” He opened a door to a storage room. The door dlid open, and al
they could see were what looked like small chest freezers. Each trunk was about waist high, three feet deep
and four feet wide. Each was numbered, and had a small display screen imbedded into the front.

“These are the stasistrunks.” Jennareplied. “ The ship has been building them since we arrived at the
design of the sampler.”



They continued forward to the larger cargo hold. A half dozen maintenance machines were busy moving
around.

The sampler was about one-third complete. Michael guessed it was about eight feet wide, and twenty feet
long and end up about five feet tall. The bottom of the hull was complete and construction was currently
working on the sides. The lower thrusters were in place at each end. It was perfectly white, and reminded
Michael of agiant claw foot bath-tub.

Two large arms, and two smaller arms, were suspended from the ceiling. As they watched, a piece of hull,
about two feet square, and partialy curved was moved into place by one arm, the smaller arm swung into
place and moved over the joint. It followed the joint, a soft white light along the joint. Once complete the
arms retreated, and the new piece was in place.

“Can | touch it?’" Michael asked.
Jenna pressed a button on her tablet, and al activity stopped. “Go ahead. It is safe.”

Michael walked up toit, and tentatively touched it, ready to pull his hand back if it was hot. It wasn’t. He
touched it more confidently, and then moved his hand over the surface.

“There’sno seam. If | didn’t see it, I’d never believe there were two pieces, now joined into one.”
Everybody came and looked more closdly, each running their hands over the impossibly smooth surface.

Jenna explained how the stasis trunks would fit inside. Then they stepped back, and Jennainstructed the
machine to resume. From around the sampler, everything sprang back to life.

“It's getting very late.” Tabitha said looking at her watch. “I think we all better get some sleep. | don’'t want
people faling asleep tomorrow.”

They made their way back to surface, the Doctor to his home, the rest to their hotel rooms. The next
morning, though tired from the late night, al were assembled. Tabithatook two of the mariners with her,
while Michael took Marie and Melissawith him. The rest split off into groups and spent the day collecting.
They al made it back in time for showers and dinner.

“L et me show you something.” Tabitha said to the mariners as they rode the elevator up to their floor. She
sat at atable, and opened her laptop. | have to do this every night after collecting. Megan and Deanne, you
were with me when we werein Australiatoday, remember?’ They nodded. She pressed a couple buttons. A
bird showed up on her screen. The bird's head and belly were bright red, the wings and tail was mostly
blue. A scale drawn along its length showed it to be about 14 inches long.

“1 remember that one, it’sreally pretty.” Megan observed.

“And the computer doesn’t know what it is. But the computer thinks we have twenty of them.” She said.
She pointed to a small window on the display.

“1 happen to know what thisis.” She said. “It's a Crimson Rosella. Specificaly amale.” Shelooked up the
classification and added it to the information. “Now, from this point forward, whenever we capture one of
these, the computer will know what it is. Also the computer knows what stasis boxes each and every oneis
in.” She clicked OK, and went on to the next picture. “Ah, just as| hoped, the computer triesto match, but
it lets me confirm. It has determined thisbird is close to oneit already knows, but not quite. Notice how it
issmaler? Thisisthe female of the species.” She entered the data. “ And it says we have fifteen of them.”

“1 won't bore you with the details, but once the sampler starts doing its thing, you should do this same
thing.”



“That'll take forever.” Deanne said.

“| thought so too. But once you identify something, you won’t be asked again. Today was our first day in
Australia, so there's alot of new species, so I'll be busy tonight. But tomorrow, there will be quite a bit
less. After afew days, there might be one or two species a day showing up. So it getsalot easier.”

“You're probably thinking, why keep track. There’ sthirty five examples of this species. Not enough for a
stable population. Once we get afew hundred more, and they have an adequate food supply, | can release
them.”

“That'sincredible.” Melissa observed. “I can see how that’ d be incredibly useful. But you don’t need us
talking over your shoulder, we need to get busy figuring out how we'll do our thing.”

Friday and Saturday was marked by continued sampling, by the time they returned that evening Deanne
and Melissa were quite proficient at using the collection equipment. In the evenings they worked on the
plan to sample ocean life.

They took Sunday off, to rest and enjoy the beautiful weather. That night, at dinner Jennainformed them
the sampler had been completed. The teachers passed the invitation, but Michael, Jenna, and the three
mariners teleported up to the Mayflower and looked it over. The cargo hold was cleared of any of the
mai ntenance machines. The sampler gleamed alone in the room.

“Well, do you approve?’ He asked. The three women could only stare in amazement and slowly nod.
“So you're ready to let it start?’ And they anxiously nodded.

“The sampling program is entered and ready.” Jenna said, you need only instruct it to start.
“Computer, start the ocean sampling program.” Michael said after pressing a command button.
“Acknowledged.” Came the reply. “Moving into position now.”

“Onceit’sdirectly above the first point, it should teleport the sampler down.” Jenna volunteered. And no
sooner had she said it.

“Teleporting ocean sampler.” It said, and the sampler was bathed in white light and disappeared. They
looked over Jennd s tablet and watched the status. It took nearly afull three minutes and the status showed
astasistrunk asfull. “Teleporting statis trunk.” The computer announced. In the corner of the storage bay,
the first trunk materialized.

“There you haveit.” Michael said after amoment, the first trunk.

“Teleporting stasis trunk.” The computer announced again. They stepped back and another trunk was
teleported in, sitting atop the first.

They went back to the bridge, Michad had the computer manufacture three |aptops similar to what Tabitha
was using. Once back on the surface, the three biologists started their identifying.

The next morning, three tired women managed to make their way to Tabitha and Jenna' s suite. Some coffee
and light breakfast later, they along with the other women continued their collecting. Thistime Michael
took Deanne and Megan with him. He found he sort of enjoyed the fish collecting part of their task, and the
women weren't afraid to get wet and handle potentially slimy river animals. Like Melissa, they asked of
Zanthiaand what it was like. As the week passed, he grew more and more confident the two would join the

group.



Friday morning, he had to excuse himself from collecting, he was expecting one last interview. He waited
in the temporary office, a 9:00 the door opened. Rose Hurley stepped in. He knew her to be just under fifty
years old. She stood about average height. She had jet-black hair, but he could see afew greys. She wore
glasses, probably bifocas, though they weren't the thick lenses like Melissa's. She carried herself
professionally. He guessed she carried an extra thirty pounds. Though not aworld class beauty, she was
probably quite pretty in her youth.

“Areyou Michagl?" She asked.

“Yes, we met some time back.” He said shaking her hand. Her eyes glazed and he played the first two
messages for her. As her eyes focused, he continued. “I came to see Doctor Hester.”

“Oh, yes, now | remember. You're afriend of Susan’'s.”

“Yes, avery close friend.” Hereplied. “I hope you don’t mind the call. I’m hoping to interest you in avery
important job opportunity.”

“How important?’ She asked.

“Let me show you.” He said. He took out his comm-device, and moments later they were standing on the
Zanhallah's teleport pad. Like all the other women before her, it took convincing to get her over the shock,
and took afew hoursto give a history. But unlike the other women, she came to accept it as truth
significantly more quickly. It wasn’t until mid-afternoon that he had finished and she had started asking
questions.

“So you're collecting animals, like a giant science-fiction ark.”

“Yes.” Hesad. “Let me show you the rest of the ship.” Asthey were in one of the cargo holds, a stasis
trunk materiaized into its place. He went on to explain the women’s activity.

They made their way up to the common room, and he served her a snack.

“So, we get to the good part.” He said. “We are planning on leaving in just a few weeks. But thereisno
way we will be ableto collect everything we need. So, we' d like you to take over that task.”

“Me?" Shesaid. “You've got to be kidding.”
“He' s not.” Came avoice from the hal. Doctor Hester had teleported aboard.
“David?’ She asked recognizing him.

“Yes, | suggested you.” He sat beside her. “1 haven’t been totally honest with you. It s true that I’m moving
away. But I’'m going with Michael and the rest.”

“1 can’t believeit.” She said.

“Oh, it'strue. All | have is my Sabrina, and thisis afresh start.” He said.

“We don't split up families.” Michaedl said. “Otherwise we would' ve asked you to join us.”

“But we can offer you something very special.” Doctor Hester replied. “ Come, let us show you.” They
went forward to the medical room. First they scanned her, and then showed her the results. “Look at this,

see anything you didn’t already know?”

They talked for the next fifteen minutes, every diagnosis the scan had reveaed. Finaly he dropped the
bomb on her.



“All of these things, we can fix; even the arthritis.” He said.
“And what do | have to do? How am | expected to catch birds? Or fish?’” She asked.
“Tomorrow I'll show you.” Michadl replied. “But for now, | think we need to be getting back down.”

“Oh, | better go too. Sabrind' s at the neighbors while ‘I run an errand,” | have to be getting back. Rose, I'll
cal you later?’ She nodded and he left the room.

“Before we go down, | must ask you again, do not speak of this to anyone other than Doc and myself. And
if you do talk to him, keep things general. Who knows who’ s listening, and I’ m sure you understand our
need for secrecy. If word of what we're doing got out, it'd be very bad.”

“Thisisjust so unbelievable.”

“Let’stake you back down, we'll get dinner, and tomorrow you'll see.”

The following morning, Michael took Rose to asmall tropical island. They spent the morning collecting
birds for Tabitha. They had lunch teleported down to them, then spent afew hours collecting fish for
Theresa. All the while they talked.

Asthe last of the stasis trunks was tel eported away, they sat and relaxed.

“So, what do you think?’

“It'sincredible.” Shereplied. “1 think | could do this, but I'm not young anymore.”

“You won't be doing this 40 hours aweek, | don’t think.” Michael answered. “Y ou can work your own
hours, as long as we get what we need.”

“Now, for the big question.” Michael said after amoment. “1 think we can afford to at least double your
current pay.”
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“Before you say anything, let me show you show something else.” They went aboard the ship. They went
to the bridge and Michael crossed to the console and pressed the command button.”

“Compuiter, isthere afueling drone in the asteroids?’

“Yes, it has nearly completed its work cycle.”

“Tell it to pauseits activity. Then break orbit and take us to it. We need to see it completeits cycle.”
“ Acknowledge, breaking orbit.” They swung away from orbit and headed into space.

“The ship has small refueling drones. These drones travel to the asteroid belt to collect and refine the
material s the ship needs for fuel, and to manufacture replacement parts.”

“It's actually pretty cool.” He added after a moment. “Computer what is our fuel status?’

“Fuel reserves at ninety five percent. Estimate ten days required to maximize reserves.” The ships computer
replied.



“1 guess there won't be any more joyrides for us.” Michael said aloud. “If we'relatein leaving, Susan’'s
going to be mad.”

They arrived at the asteroid belt, outside the front view screens, they could see the refueling drone hovering
just adozen or yards or so in front of them.

“Computer, instruct the drone to continue. Does it have any gold on board?’

“ Acknowledged, cycle resumed. Affirmative, droneis carrying 2.5 pounds of gold.” They saw the drone
start moving, Using its lasers and grappling hook like arms to move across the surface of the asteroid like a
spider.

“Have the gold transported aboard to this table.”

A moment later, asmall light appeared upon the table, and when it dissipated, a small block of gold
remained.

“Pick it up.” Michad replied. Rose stepped forward and carefully picked up the shining object. “There you
haveit, gold.”

“It'sheavy.” Shereplied. “It surelooksreal.”

“And it’s how we finance things.” He replied. “ Computer has the drone offl oaded?’

“Drone has unloaded. Starting new cycle.”

“Very good, return us to Earth orbit as before.” Heinstructed. “Long story short, the drones collect extra
gold, which our company ‘mines’ and sells. We don’t do alot, but more than enough to pay for things. We
can afford to pay you well.”

“I"'m flattered.” She replied. “Redlly.”

“Y ou need to think about it, | understand.”

“Orbit achieved.” The computer announced.

“Let’s get you down, and we'll talk more tomorrow.” He said.

Once he got back to his hotel room, he went through his message, and then pressed record.

“Hi Susan, it won’t be long now, just a few short weeks before we head back. Have you been collecting the
frivolous wish lists? Get them to me soon. We have afew weeks of collecting, then aweek of shopping.
Bigger news; | took Rose out collecting today. She seems OK with everything, but seems reluctant to take
us up on our offer. If you can think of anything we could do to persuade her, please share as soon as
possible. I’ ve got a few messages to go yet. Give everyone my best. Love to you and the kids.”

He sent messages to Matilda, Kristine and Theresa, as well as afew others then went to bed.

The following morning, he awoke to find one message from Susan.

“Hi honey, good to hear Rose |ooks capable. But she doesn’t see willing or excited? Hmm. Y ou said she
has kids and grandchildren? Well, if it was me, I'd be worried about my kids too. Offer a shot to her family

too. If she agrees, you'll help out her family. There's a hand-held scanner you can use. Better get going.
Gotta get Jessie and Jamieto school. Love you.”



He met with Rose and they set about collecting birds again. They switched places, |etting her run the
equipment, while he watched. After lunch they collected fish. When they had finished Michael had a
chance to talk with her some more.

“| got a message from Susan this morning. She suggested, that if you agree to help, | offer the same
benefitsto your family. Y our husband and children.”

“That's very kind.” Shereplied. “I'll need to think about it.”

Just then her phone rang, she answered it and spoke for afew minutes.

“Can we go now? | need to get home.”

“What' s happened? Nothing bad | hope?’ Michael started picking things up.
“Oh no, I'm a grand-mom again. My daughter-in-law just delivered.”

“Well congratulations. We'll get you there as quick aswe can.” Michael replied. They teleported back to
their hotel rooms. Then Michael drove her to the airport.

Asthey drove Michael thought about his offer.

“You know what, I'm putting a big burden on you.” He said. “I’ll tell you what. I'll give your entire family
shats, free and clear, no strings attached. If you decide to help, great, thejob isthere. If not, you'll at least
have alonger healthier life to enjoy your new grandchild. By the way, boy or girl?’

“Girl, she came a couple weeks early.” She said. “Thank-you for your offer, it means alot.”

They pulled up to the curb. Michael popped the trunk, and then hel ped her with her baggage.

“Y ou have my phone number? Give me acall anytime you have question. But | have to warn you, you only
have afew weeks. We'll be leaving after that.”

“I"ll call you soon, | promise.” She said. She picked up her luggage and headed into the airport.

Michael returned to the hotel in time for dinner with the rest. He explained his time with Rose, and hoped
she would accept their offer.

The following morning, they continued sampling; Jenna was spending the day with Doc Hester and his
grand-daughter. That |eft eleven people, five teams went out. Michael took Deanne and Megan with him
again, while Tabithatook Melissa. He hoped they would commit to the trip soon.

Thursday evening, Doc and Jenna joined them aboard the Zanhallah for dinner. Doc asked Haley if he
could get another scan of her. She happily agreed.

“| seeit, but | don’t believeit.” He said. “If | hadn’'t seen the previous scans, I’ d never believe you had any
heart condition. Looking at this, no one would ever know.”

“| feel great Doc. I’ ve never felt thisgood.” She had continued to lose weight and was now into down to
‘plump but not overly fat’ stage. She had lost weight everywhere but her bust, which was getting firmer and
more prominent.

“OK, you’'ve convinced me.” Melissa said. “ Give me the shot. I'll come with you. Just please fix my
eyesight.”



Melissa came forward and stood to be scanned. Michael called up the standard shot, then as the doctor
watched, the computer suggested the fix for her eyesight. He confirmed, and the injector was created. She
was leaning against the exam table and he gave her the shot.

“There, did it hurt?’ He asked.

“Not at al, not even apinch.” Shereplied. He asked her to select a bracel et, then she chose a cabin. They
went into the den and cel ebrated.

Friday they were back out in the wilderness, al working hard at their collections. Both Deanne and Megan
had more questions, but he could tell from their tone, they were |eaning towards going. They had just
finished their second fish collection of the day, and were relaxing as they talked.

“So, that shot you gave Melissa, that’ sreally going to fix her eyesight?’

“Every shot so far has delivered exactly as promised.” He replied. “And you see it wasn't painful. There's
no needle.”

“Let me ask you something. What are your |eanings? Just a percentage, you' re under no obligation. I'd just
likeanidea, and if there’s anything | can do to help you decide.”

Deanne and Megan looked at one another. “Oh, what? 70-307" Deanne asked her friend.

“Yea, 70-30. Maybe 75%.” Megan replied.

“That’s good, I’m assuming 70 percent in favor of going.” The two women nodded. “I’ll be honest with
you, | was nervous as everything before we left, and during the trip, and even after we arrived. But seeing
the place, it wasn’t but a couple weeksand | was so glad | did it.”

“We better get onto the next site.” Deanne said after a moment.

They moved on and went to work. They watched the last of the stasis trunks and equipment was taken
away, and relaxed for afew minutes. Michad’ s phone rang.

“Hello?”

HelloMichael ? Thisis Rose. | was thinking about the offer.

“It's till open, | promise you.”

Everything? The offer to help my family?

“Of course, what's up?’

My son’s coming over with their baby girl, could we do it now?
“Absolutely. Y ou’ re home now? Alone?’

Yes, my daughter is at a friends and my husband is out running an errand.

“Good, I'll call youin afew minutes.” Then he turned to Deanna and Megan. “We need to get picked up.
Rose asked meto visit. So we better get going.”

They picked up their things. He had the ship teleport Deanne and Megan back to the hotel. Then he
teleported up. He spent afew minutes in the med room, then called Rose back.



Hello?

“Hi Rose, are you still done?’

Yes, but | expect my husband any minute now.

“1"m sending down a small bottle of liquid.” He said, and pushed the button on the tel eporter.
Got it.

“Good, do not drink it. Make sure your husband and kids drink some of it. It won't take much.”
What doesit do?

“It just makes them dleepy and when they sleep they’ll sleep very deeply.”

My daughter-in-law is breast feeding.

“| asked, it won't affect her milk at all. Just make sure everybody drinks some. It doesn’t have any smell or
taste, so you can add it to water or wine or whatever else.”

| can do that. My husband is pulling up.
“No problem. Just call mewhen they're al asleep. OK?’

Got it, bye. And she hung up the phone. He put together a briefcase with the hand-held scanner and laptop,
then went back down to the hotdl.

It was late that evening. He was sitting in his room watching a movie, when his phone rang again.
They're all adeep.

“Very good, I'll betherein asecond.” Hetook out his comm-device, and afew seconds | ater, briefcasein
hand, he teleported down to Rose’ s home.

“How did it go.”

“1 was nervousthey'd taste it or something.” She replied. “I’ ve seen enough of the spy movies, | was so
nervous.”

“But they're all asleep?’

“1 think so0.”

“OK, your husband first.” She led him to their bedroom. “ Try to wake him.” He whispered.

She shook hisarm, but he didn’t stir. Michael stepped forward and ran the scan the length of his body. He
wasn'’t surprised at some of the results. The man had to weigh over four hundred pounds. Heart disease,
high blood pressure, clogging arteries, high cholesterol all were ganging up on the man. Next they went to
Rose’ s daughter. She seemed a pretty enough girl, ready to start her senior year in high-school. Finaly they
went to her son and daughter-in-law’ s room.

“I'll be back in afew minutes.” He said as they stepped back into the hallway.

“What about my grand-children?’



“They'retoo young.” He replied. Rose' s grandson was over four, and the infant just afew days. “When
they turn ten, we'll scan them, and do what we can. | promise. You'll have to remind me of course.”

“1 will.”

“Now, let me get the injections ready, I’ll be back as soon as | can.” He teleported up, then went to the
med-room and loaded in the scans. Rose’' s was already in the computer. He had the computer project an
image once the changes were complete. She was a pretty woman, as he had earlier guessed. But he just
couldn’t leave her so plain. He dialed up her breast sizeto avery nice double D. Then rejuvenated her
reproductive system; she' d be as fertile and able to have children as she was when she was seventeen.

Next he worked on her husband. It was a simple matter of correcting all the immediate issues. He upped
the testosterone and metabolism levels to that of young man. The obesity would take care of itself.

Third the daughter; like her mother, she was pretty. She was in above average health, but there were genetic
prepositions to the mal adies that were present in her parents. He cleared them up and like her mother
boosted her breast size. She was average B cup, but he upped it to a Double D, then he thought about, and
slid it over a couple more sizes.

The son’s was straight forward, very similar to the husband. Then the daughter-in-law quickly followed. He

wanted to significantly boost her C-cups, (though she was a D-cup while she breast fed) but he increased
them to full Ds, with abit added firmness.

Injections labeled and in his case he teleported back down.
“Sothisisit?’ Rose asked.
“Yesitis.” Hereplied. “Youwant to go first?’

She nodded, and he gave her the shot. He then went to the others and did the same. Once he was finished
they walked to the living room.

“Remember, first, we'll have to scan and give shots to the two little kids when they turn ten or so. Second,
for yourself, no unprotected sex for the next three months, the scans show you are capabl e of having
children, so, you know, be careful.”

For her part, she blushed.

“Y ou should notice a difference in a couple weeks. When you do, give me acal, and we can ta k about the
job.”

“1 will, and thank-you.” He could tell by her tone that she was relieved. Remembering her husband’s
condition, and her own he quickly arrived at the conclusion. “I think you and your husband will have many,
many more happy healthy years ahead of you.”

He teleported back to his hotel room, and then made alate night call to Doc Hester to report on what he had
done. Doc Hester had confirmed his thoughts; he had talked with Rose's husband about his health issues.

The next morning he met with Deanne and Megan and headed out collecting. They talked about many
things, he mentioned how he had digitized automobiles, so they could be produced on Zanthia.

“You could do shipstoo, right?’ Deanne asked.

“Of course, though | suspect there are ship blueprints aready in the Zanthian computers. If you want, pick
out a couple research ships, and I’ll digitize them. Doc Hester did alot of sailing, so we could go sailing.”



“That’'d be wonderful.” Megan said happily.

The following week went much the same way, Tabitha was happily collecting, and messages from Theresa
were also positive. It was late in the evening on Wednesday night when Deanne and Megan knocked on his
door.

“Comein, what can | do for you?’
“Well, we' ve decided.” Deanne said.
“We'rein.” Megan said.

“Readlly? That’s wonderful news. From the first moment you camein for the interviews | hoped it’d work
out.”

“So, you want to go upstairs now? Make it official?” They both nodded and Michael took them up.
“Who'sfirst?’ He asked as they stepped into the bridge area.
“I'll doit.” Megan said.

“Wait here.” Michael said. Michael led her into the med-room, and shut the door. He went to the computer
and called up the standard shot, but then changed his mind. He had been thinking about this for aweek or
s0. He called up the shot Susan had originally taken. It was agood start, but dlid the breast slider over even
further. While not as large as Matilda and Kristine' s lap filling wonders, Megan would be noticeably larger
than Susan or Theresa. He had the computer create the shot. Megan nodded as he approached, and he gave
her the injection. She picked out a bracelet. Then they went down the hall where she chose a cabin. They
went inside.

“You can decorate. We'll be leaving soon so you better get started.”
“1 will.” She said.

“Onelast thing.” He said extending his hand. “Welcome aboard.” She shook his hand and her eyes glazed.
“He pulled out the recorder and played the third and fourth messages for her. Then he repeated each
message a second, third, and fourth time.”

Next he called Deanneinto the med-room. He gave her an identical shot, and once she had her bracelet and
cabin picked out, repeated the same messages. He couldn’t resist, from the moment he laid eyes on them,
he wanted them both. Tabitha had pegged him right. He would be making these to ladies’ bellies bulge,

happily.

They went back down, and the next morning they proudly displayed their bracel ets for the rest to see.
“Now, | think we have our contingent.” Michael said raising a glass of orange juicein way of atoast.
“Here here.” Tabitha said.

Therest of the week went quickly, collecting and sampling. Michael made a few trips with Deanne and
Megan to Miami to clear their apartment.

The following week the last two members joined them in Houston. Doc Hester had closed on his house,
and he brought his grand-daughter with him. While most continued the collections, Doc and Jenna spent
their days with Sabrina. Marie and Haley also spent agreat deal of time with her. It would be along trip,
and as teachers, they would be teaching her and keeping her occupied.



Week fifteen came and went much the same way. Michael had gone to his town-house and finished the
tagging. He had set the mail handler to start sending packages to whichever ship wasin orbit.

Other trips around the country were taken. Some needed to finalize ‘ moving out’. Others needed bills paid
and accounts closed. All gave Michael’ s town-house as a forwarding address.

Friday night, while working with Deanne and Megan, his phone rang another time.
| can't believeit, I’ve lost nearly ten pounds, | haven't felt this good in years.
“Congratulations. Have you been considering our offer?’ Michael asked.

How could | not takeit. | promise, | won't let you down.

“1 know you won't.” Hereplied. “We're out collecting at the moment, when we're finished, I'll call you. |
need to get you set up.”

I’mlooking forward to it. Then she hung up the phone.

“That was Rose, she's agreed to be our collection agent her on earth.” Both Deanne and Megan both smiled
with delight.

Once they returned to the hotel that evening, Michael showered, and then took his car for adrive. He
teleported up to the ship, and got an extra com-device, digitizer, and laptop for Rose. Then tel eported back
down, and drove up to her house. He spent several minutesin small talk with her husband, then he and
Rose went into the den so they could talk privately. He gave her the equipment, suggesting she keep them
locked and hidden away most of the time. She took them and locked them in her desk. Then she stood, and
gently gave him akiss on the cheek.

“Thank-you.” She said. “I can’t tell you what it means.”

“You'rewelcome.” He said smiling. “And mind what | said. Y ou have another two and a half months to
go.”

She blushed again, but smiled. A few minutes later, he was on his way again.
Once he got back to the hotel, he sent off another message.

“Hi Susan. Only two weeks left. We're collecting like crazy next week, and then we' re going shopping. |
visited Rose today. She's agreed to be our agent here. | gave her alaptop, and she'll be checking it every
day. | think we should wait until we're safely back before we start her on her tasks. Let her get stronger, let
the changestake full effect. Thanks for the frivolous lists. The ladies here don’t have a clue what’s going to
hit them. | can’t wait to get started back. | miss you and the kids so much. Give all my love.”

Monday morning, Michael made sureto tell everyone this would be the last week of collecting. He had
done the sampling he needed to, and he had a special surprise in store for everybody, but would only reveal
the surprise at the end of the week.

Everybody worked hard that week. The breaks between collections were much shorter; most teams
managed three, sometimes four collections per day. When Saturday night rolled around, they all met at the
hotel’ s restaurant.

After their meal was done, Michael picked up the stack of envelopes he had sitting on the table.



“Everyone, our time at this hotel isamost done. | have a surprise for you.” He handed the stack of
envelopes to Haley, who was siting to his left. “Find the envelope with your name on it, and pass the rest
along.”

“Can | openit?’ Haley asked.

“Of course.” He responded.

“Tomorrow morning, we're al getting on a plane, we're al going on alittle shopping trip.”

“What the?’ Haley said. She had opened her envelope and pulled out a credit card and a piece of paper.
“That's your spending bonus.” He said. “And that’s a shopping list. Each of you has been working very
hard. So you're to spend your money on whatever you want. But, the lists you hold are requests by our
friends back home. Y ou need to fill those lists too.”

“But where are we going?’

“Rodeo Drive.” It was met by stunned silence, then an explosion of excited chattering.

The next morning, Michael and the rest checked out of their hotel at 9:00. Two limousines were parked out
front to take them to the airport. Michael had the car tel eported aboard ship, and rode in the limo. The flight
was uneventful. Different Limos were waiting for them when they arrived. They commenced shopping at a
torrid pace. Neither driver could understand how the trunks of their vehicles could hold so much, oblivious
to the teleporter markers signaling transportation as soon as the trunk lid was closed.

He and the Doc got in the act with afew suits of their own. The women insisting they get more.

The week came to a close and al were happily laughing discussing their purchases over dinner that
Saturday evening.

“Tomorrow, we start home.” Michadl said toasting again.

“Home.” Tabitha echoed. “I can hardly wait to see my children again.

“Home.” Jenna added. “ Summer’s amost done there. It will be beautiful when we arrive.”

“Our new home.” Doc added. And the other ladies echoed those words.

Departure Two

The next morning, Michael went to each room, seeing them all teleported aboard with the last of their
persona belongs. Sabrina was amazed at the sight of her suitcase disappearing right in front of her eyes,
but held her grand-father’ s hand as they two were taken away.

Michael wasthe last. He then went down to the front desk and settled the bill. He ducked into a bathroom,
found it empty, and joined the rest on the ship. When he arrived all were on the bridge. He crossed to the
console and pressed the command button.

“Computer, request the Mayflower pauseit’s collecting and join us.”

“Mayflower acknowledges.” Camethe reply.

They waited only afew minutes, and the Mayflower took up position in front of them and slightly off to
oneside.



“Computer, have Mayflower start transferring its cargo over to our holds. Fill our holds.”
“Mayflower acknowledges.”

“No point going back half empty.” Michael replied. The three marine biologists smiled. Sabrinawas at the
table, Doc Hester, Jenna, and Haley were all there with her explaining what was happening. Even though
she was ten, she seemed to understand. She had seen enough movies to comprehend. It was real thistime. It
took afew minutes before the transfer was compl ete.

“Thank-you.” Michael said. “Passto Mayflower to continue the collecting as per program.”
“Mayflower acknowledges.”

“Very good. Break orhit and set course for the departure point.”

“Breaking orbit.” The ship swung away from Earth and headed out into space.

Michael sat down at the console, and sent out two messages. The first to Rose, telling her they were
heading out, and would contact her once they had arrived. The second was to Susan, saying much the same
thing. He sent the messages and then stood. He looked at the room. Each woman had become special to
him in the last few months. Tabitha, of course was now pregnant with his children. The teachers each had
grown more confident, none more so than Haley. She had lost weight and was now down to ‘trim’. She
along with rest werein the best physical shape of their lives. He couldn’t help but look at their devel oping
bust lines; Tabithathe largest with her Double-Js. Jenna with her G-cups, the rest with Ds, double and even
triple Ds.

“1 know the next few months are going to get boring. But we'll get there.” Michael said. He pressed the
command button. “ Computer, initiate FTL trand ation when ready.”

“Acknowledged. FTL trandation in six, five, four, three, two, commence.” They watched the monitors blur
and form the light tunnel some had seen before.

“Faster Than Light speed reached. Arrival scheduled for 87 days, 18 hours, 37 minutes.” The computer
announced.

“And that'sit.” He said. “We're on our way.”

Tabitha came forward and gave him a hug, while Jennna wrapped her arms around Doc Hester. They made
their way to the den, talked and relaxed. Occasionally someone would go to the common room for snacks.
Over the next few days, they settled into aroutine. Exercising, watching movies, playing games and
puzzles. It didn’t take long for Tabithato fall back into wearing the more customary stretchy outfit. As bust
lines increased throughout the ladies, more and more adopted the stretchy fabric. As opportunity presented
itself, Michael managed to play the third and fourth messages to Marie, Deanne and Megan. Sometimes
more than once.

At the halfway point, they did a‘ check-up’ on young Sabrina. She wasin excellent shape. He had been
discussing with Doc Hester how she would eventually need to have a shot like the rest of the women. Doc
wanted the barest of shots, ‘let nature take its course’ he would say. But Michael continued to explain.

‘ Sooner or later, she's going to grow up. She's only ten now, but someday she'll be a young woman.” The
Doc then eventualy relented, ‘just not too big.” He eventually said.

Another indicator of their progress, some of the women had passed the ‘3 months’ rule. Susan had recorded
avideo of the process, and Dac was more than willing to help Marie start her first pregnancy.

Thethird indicator was Tabitha' s baby belly starting to show. There was a bit of a surprise at the news, but
soon al were happy for her.



As they crossed the two-thirds mark groups were firmly formed. Everyone would take time alonein their
cabinsto relax or to simply be away from the rest. Michael was relaxing in his chair when the chime
sounded. He opened the door to find Marie.

“Hi, busy?’ She said.

“No, just chilling out.” Hereplies. “Please, comein. | have some lemonade, care to join me?”’
“Yes please.” She said. Shetook a sip while he took a seat in the big couch.

“Isthere anything | can do for you?”’

She carefully put her glass on the table then turned to him. She took his glass and put it down. “Just don’t
say no.” She said. She sat on hislap, and then pressed her lipsto his. He pulled her tighter to him. She
parted his lips with her tongue. He ran his hand down her back and then under her top. She leaned back and
unclipped the front of her shirt. Her breasts had been swelling ever since the injection, and had along way
to go before reaching Double-Js. But in two weeks into her pregnancy her breasts had become more
spherical, veins could be seen under the surface of the skin, and her areola and nipples had swollen, and
become darker read, al of this preparing for milk production. She raised her body and drew him to her
bosom. He nibbled her nipples triggering her first orgasm. She kissed him, and then stood. She dropped her
shorts. She straddled his body as he freed his penis. She positioned herself over him, and then lowered
herself down.

“Oh | need this.” She panted. Her body plastered against his she worked up and down against him as she
worked herself through two more orgasms. He couldn’'t hold out much longer, and released into her. She
shook with another orgasm as she felt it and then collapsed on top of him. He held her for afew minutes as
they collected their breath.

“Thank-you for that.” She said into his ear. She affectionately ran a hand through is hair.
“1 should be thanking you.” He said with humor in his voice.
She kissed him again. Shelifted herself off him, spun around and sat down.

“Wow.” She said after abit. They sat for afew more minutes, and then she got up and dressed. She sat on
his lap and kissed him again.

“Only afew weeks |eft.” She said. “Uhm, so, uhm”

“It'sOK, we'll find away. We all redize that we need to adjust our social thoughts, at least for awhile.
WEe'll get together when we can.” He slid his hand up her stomach, and reached inside her shirt to cup a
breast. “I presume you want get together?’

She put her hand over his and held it there.

“Absolutely.” She smiled. “But | know I’ m going to have to share you with the other women.” Then she
kissed him again, they snuggled for several more minutes, then Marie reluctantly left for her cabin.

Thelast few weeks of the trip were the hardest. When Michael learned that Melissa knew how to dance, he
and many of the women started lessons. The night before arrival they had their own ball. The ladies dressed
up, Michael and Doc put on suits, and danced. It was clear from the beginning; Doc's dance card had only
one name on it. Michad tried to dance with everyone. Haley and Melissatook particular care to include
young Sabrina. It was quite late into the night when the last of women went to bed.



The next day, Michael was up early, too nervousto deep in. He had finished his breakfast and was sitting
at the front table when Deanne found him.

“Today’ s the big day.” She said coming up behind him. She wore a short terry cloth robe. Her cleavage
now made up of double-Es, on generous display.

“| thought everyone would be slegping in.”

“Couldn’'t.” She replied. She looked at the clock. “I guess| should' ve tried.”

“It’'1l be awhile. But at least we al have timeto pack.”

“| better get cleaned up.” She stood and started to |eave, she stopped, turned around and came up behind
him. She and wrapped her arms around him. She kissed him on the cheek. “When we get a chance, we'll go
sailing or something. Some one-on-one time.” She kissed his cheek again, and was gone before he could
turn around.

The day seemed to drag, everyone kept checking the clock. As the hours wound down, everyone spent
more and more time on the bridge. Michael suggested a game of cards to keep Sabrina entertained. He
intentionally put her at the table so she could see the screen from her seat. Jenna, who was teaching her the
card game sat to one side.

Asthe clock clicked down to a few minutes, everyone spoke nervously. They watched the clock closely.
Talk dwindled to next to nothing as the final minute passed.

“Transitioning into normal spacein five, four, three, two, one.” And as they watched the tunnel of light
disappeared and was replaced by the black of space and the twinkling stars.

“Transition complete.” The computer said. “All systems normal.”

“Thank-you computer. Please set course for Zanthia. Please put usin our standard orbit above ZanTan.
Convey to ZanTan to launch shuttles.”

“Acknowledged.” The computer replied. “ Orbit in five minutes.”

Michael had been sitting at one of the front consoles. He sent a message to Susan, and then another
message to Earth. He promised Rose he would as soon asthey arrived.

Susan’s response was amost immediate.

“Michagl!” She smiled on the screen. “We missed you all so much!”

“We missed you too. We'll be there soon.”

“We've got everything set up in the courtyard. The weather’s beautiful, | can’'t wait.”

“We'll be there as soon as we can.” He replied.

“Orbit achieved. Shuttles approaching.” The computer announced. They |ooked out the view screens and
within afew moments, they saw three objects approach them. The objects grew larger and took the familiar
‘van with wings' look of the shuttles. One stopped in front of them while the other two continued and

docked on each side. Once they finished, Michaegl opened the inner airlock doors.

“Jennaif you take that one?’ He said pointing the starboard airlock. “I’ m sure Doc and Sabrina would
appreciate the ride. Méelissa, Diane, please go with her. Tabithaif you'll take the other? Megan, Stephanie,



Haley and Annabelle, please go with her. Once you're clear, I'll take the rest, wait for me, and we'll al go
down together.”

Tabitha came up and gave him a passionate kiss. “ See you on the ground.” He patted her bulging stomach
and closed the airlock behind her. As Dawn watched through the portals, Marie came up to him. “One of
these days, you' re going to do that to me.”

“Metoo.” Deanne added. They watched as the two shuttles undocked and moved away. Once clear the
third shuttle moved in to dock. Michael opened theinner airlock door, and the rest stepped in.

Once he had undocked, the other shuttles joined him on their decent. They passed into the atmosphere and
then descended over the continent. They approached the city from the northwest; everyone in his shuttle
looking ahead in wonder as they passed overhead then continued past the city and out to seathen circled
around. They lowered atitude and slowed until they were only afew hundred feet off the surface of the sea.
The sun had dlipped below the horizon, and as they approached the city, the darkness was closing in. They
slowed until they were only going only afew miles an hour. Michadl saw the silhouette and approached,
and finally stopped. The other shuttles were hovering beside him.

Michael opened communications with the other shuttles.

“Thisisthe surprise | wanted to show you.” He pressed a button, and the signal was relayed, and al the
lights on the island came up.

Standing in front of them, bathed in warm light, in al her glory, the freshly completed Statue of Peace
welcomed them.

There was complete silence for nearly three full seconds, then everyone erupted cheering. Deanne and
Marie gave him passionate kisses. Dawn also gave him a hug.

“We thought this would be a great way to welcome you to our new home.” He said after the cheering
calmed alittle. “Now, | think we better land. We're keeping people waiting.”

They started on their way again. They flew into the city, and found the courtyard, the very courtyard
Michael and Susan had landed in not that long ago, ablaze with lights. A large tent was put up to one side.
They landed near it. People were already filling in the area as the doors opened and Michael, Jenna, and
Tabitha stepped down.

Susan greeted Michael with ahug and a kiss, immediately repeated by Matilda. Jamie and Jessie were there
as were some of the older kids. Slowly, the others made their way down the ramp. Michad introduced his
passengers. He was sure Jenna and Tabitha were doing the same. The welcome lasted only a half hour
before the children were starting to yawn. It was getting late, so with regret, Michael led them back to the
apartment building. It took time to get the women settled into apartments of their own. But once they did,
they had the ship transfer down their belongings.

Despite the late hour for the children, several of the adults gathered at Michael and Susan’sto continue the
reception festivities. Jenna and Doc were there along with Sabrina. Many of the new recruits were there as
well. Susan, nearing the end of her second trimester stood to his right. Matilda had just started her
pregnancy, and had yet to start showing, stood to his left. He had one arm around each, and they had in turn
had an arm around him. Eventually Matilda called it anight. Michagl walked her down to her apartment.
He spent afew minutes with the quints, even though they had slept through most of it. Then he spent afew
more kissing and holding Matilda. A more intimate welcome would wait for the next day. Upon his return
to his apartment, the others had departed for their apartments. He crawled into bed beside Susan, the two
snuggled up together, and quickly fell adeep.

The next morning, Michael woke to find Susan curled up beside him. He kissed her cheek and took a
shower. Her surrogate pregnancy was progressing well, her belly and breasts bulging beautifully. He kissed



her awake, stroking her tummy. He spent severa minutes just watching his children sleeping. He then went
into the office and started taking care of business. He had the Zanhallah teleport everyone's personal
belongings and purchases, as well as the stasis boxes. Then he set the Zanhallah's refueling drones to work.
He was more than alittle surprised to find a message waiting for him.

“Michael.” Rose said excitedly. “I just can’t thank you enough. I’ ve been waiting and waiting to hear from
you. You arrived safely, that’s just so wonderful. | have such news. First, | can’t remember feeling so
good.” She stepped back from the camera so he could see her from the knees up. She looked trim, her
breasts larger and firmer.

“Look at me. I'velost thirty pounds. And | can admit this now, | don’t need to color my hair, no gray
anymore. And | don’'t need my glasses. It’s been incredible.” She sat back in her chair. “1 had to wait until
everyone was out of the house. My husband is also feeling better. He' s lost nearly forty pounds so far.” She
leaned in and whispered. “He can’t keep his hand off me. Not that | mind. | was good though, no
unprotected sex. | had to use a diaphragm, | didn’'t want to ask him.. well, never mind the details. It’s been
wonderful. We're planning on buying a new house. Now that I’ ve got a better paying job, we can afford it.
I’ ve been telling everybody I'm amedica consultant, and | can work from home. | hope everyoneiswell.
And I’'m ready to start hel ping you whenever | can. Just let me know. | better go, | need to send a message
to David. Thank-you again. Bye.”

He smiled and recorded a response.

“Roseg, I'm glad all are doing well. I’'m glad we could help each other. | know, having been away from my
children so long, | just don’t think I'll be able to leave them again. We're al counting on you to help us.
Once Tabitha and Theresa get a chance to come up with a plan, we'll let you know. I'll tell Doc to expect a
message. Thank-you again, bye.”

“Honey, it can wait.” Susan said from the door. She wore a long robe. “ Come back to bed.”
He looked at her for only a moment. “Of course.”

The next few days seemed to be a continuous * get together.” It seemed the entire first group of women was
taking turns hosting parties for the newcomers. Michael and Tabitha and Jenna spent most of their time
invited to these to bridge the gap between new and old. Jessica spent alot of time with the new teachers,
setting up the new classes. Michael, Doc, and Jenna, took the mariners to the north side of town one day to
see the first research ship being built.

Two weeks after their homecoming, Michael found himself standing once again in the courtyard at the
center of the city. He wore a charcoa gray suit, with awhite shirt, and interesting red, green, and bluetie.
Behind him alarge white tent stood. In front of him were two dozen chairs, six rows of four chairs each, an
isle down the middle. At the back were two smaller tents; one on each side. Around the area was aring of
pedestals, with vases of flowers on each. At each tent opening one of the teenagers, now young women,
stood. Each young woman would occasionally look inside nervously. After several minutes, both women
looked at him and nodded. Annabelle, who was sitting in the last row, was looking over her shoulder at
both women, she looked at him, he nodded, and she smiled. She picked up her small tablet, pressed afew
buttons, and music started playing.

Not the wedding march. Michael thought. But beautiful, none the less.

The two women at the tents opened flaps, and awoman came out of each tent. Denise and Jessica wore
yellow dresses, around the waist aloose red ribbon about three inches wide, the ribbon was clasped
together above their left hip, and then extended down their leg. They carried a bouquet of flowers and
walked up the aisle. They approached Michael, then split apart, standing one to each side. Next, Mary and
Dawn came out of the tents, their dresses had green ribbons. Third came Tabitha and Courtney, both visibly
pregnant, their dresses had blue ribbons. Once they had taken their places, the escorts |eft their tents. Billy
came out of one tent, as Sabrina came out of the other. Billy was dressed in a nice black tuxedo, while



Sabrinawas pretty in anice white dress. They each carried a pillow with aring held from falling by a small
ribbon. They walked to the front of the aisle, then stood in front of the empty chair reserved for them.

Next came the bride and groom. Doc Hester wore a black tux. Instead of cumber bun, it was ared, green,
and blue sash, wrapped around his waist, and extending down his left leg. Jennawore awhite dress with a
wreath of small flowersin her hair. Around her waist, she wore small belt, aso of red, green, and blue. It
was loosely hanging on her hips tied, and dangling down her | ft side. The crowd stood as they held hands
and wa ked up the aisle together. They stopped in front of Michadl. The music faded to nothing, and the
crowd sat. Matilda and Susan reminding the two children to sit and wait.

“Ladies and Gentlemen.” He began. “Ten years ago, if you had asked any of us where we' d be on this date,
none of uswould have imagined any of this. But | believe dl of us are glad we are here. We are here to
celebrate a new beginning. We are here to bring two worlds together. When we were planning this
celebration, we al chose to meld our two worlds together. Here today, we see red. It represents the past.
For the past is what teaches us. The past is what we lean on. The past will dways be there to give us
comfort and security. We see green, which represents the present. It reminds usto live in the moment, to
cherish what we have in our hands today. The present isthere to tell usto live. And finally, we see blue,
which represents the future. The future is where al our hopes and dreams await us. We must always
cherish our past, our present, and especially our future. Now, David, Jenna, take each other’s hands.”
They turned to face each other, holding each other hands.

“David, do you come to this cel ebration with an open heart, with no reservations, ready for commitment?”’
“1 do.”

“And Jenna, do you also come to this celebration with an open heart, with no reservations, ready for
commitment?’

“1 do.”
“David, do you accept Jennainto your life, into your heart. For now and ever more?’
“1 do.”
“Jenna, do you accept David into your life, into your heart. For now and ever more?’
“1 do.”

Michael then took along red ribbon and loosely wrapped it around their arms, starting with David's lower
arm, then around his hand where held Jenna s then up around her lower arm.

“May the past teach you.”

Next he wrapped a green ribbon around beside the red.

“May you cherish the present.”

Finaly he wrapped a blue ribbon.

“May your future be full of love and hope.”

“The rings please.” Matilda and Susan prompted the children who stood and carried their burdens forward.

“David?’ David, withis free hand, carefully pulled on the ribbon and freed the ring.



“This ring was made of gold from Earth. It represents my love and commitment to you. May you wear it
always, knowing my heart is always yours.” David said as he put it on her finger.

“Jenna?’ Jennatook the other ring and placed it on his finger.

“This ring was made of gold from Zanthia. It represents my love and commitment to you. May you wear it
aways, knowing my heart is aways yours.” She repeated.

“All of us gathered here today have aresponsibility aswell. It is our responsibility to help them, to
encourage them, to support them. Do we promise this?’

“We promise.” Those sitting al responded.
Michael took the ribbons away.

“May | now present David and Jenna Hester. ‘Ka Sing latta si-mano esk Ja plinn Cru, Hi plinn Flo.” ‘May
you stand together in sun and rain, now and forever.””

The music started, and Tabitha pressed a button on a small remote device no one could see. Behind the
hedges to one side, dozens of doves were released. The crowd applauded and they all came forward to
congratul ate them.

“Well done.” Susan said to him. They went into the large tent where they cut the cake, and David and Jenna
led the first dance. Michael and Susan joined in. Matilda even tried to dance with Billy. They ate and after a
while Michael and David switched partners for a dance.

“Thank-you for a beautiful ceremony.” Jenna said as they danced.

“You'revery welcome.” Hereplied. “There is something | have been meaning to ask you. Once you get
back from your honeymoon, | think we should start reviving the girls from stasis.”

“| agree.” She said quickly. “We will need adults to guide them, as you say, guardians.”
“1 believe we can find them. But we do not need to worry about that now.”

“1 aso want to thank you, for letting us borrow your car. The flying car just doesn’t have the same
experience.” They were planning on spending the next few days at the house.

He noticed her bracelet, three gems glowing. “1I’'m glad to do it. Y our surprise will be more welcome, and
fitting next Father’s day.” He noticed Doc and Susan had stopped dancing.

“And | think that is our queue.” They stopped dancing, and shook David’s hand. “Go have fun.”

They made their way to the car, while the rest cheered. They drove off. They watched them go, Susan stood
to one side, Matilda to another. Tabitha and Theresa were close by, as were the others.

“You know.” Michadl said after moment. “1 think we're going to be OK.”

The End



Epilogue One: The Sky Car
“S0, you ready to go?’ Theresa asked.

“I"ll giveit my best.” Michad replied. They got into the nearest gulf cart and headed out. They drove down
the empty street and Theresa gave direction.

“It was a beautiful ceremony yesterday.” She said.

“So the recording was good?’ Michael asked. “| was worried about that.” There were recording devicesin
each of the flower stands, recording the entire wedding from every angle.

“Oh, yes, very good.” Shereplied. “Up here, on theleft.” She said pointing to afive story building. It was
mostly stone grey, but had blue tinted windows. They stopped under the overhang.

“Therain is supposed to hold off, but I'm not so sure.” Michael said looking at the clouds.

They entered the building and took an elevator up to the top floor. The doors opened to an open area,
several sky-cars were parked along each wall. The sky cars were about the size of a sedan. Instead of
wheels, the front had small canard wings near the floor. On the back, instead of small air foil like he had on
his Mustang, it was deep front to back, extended out beyond the sides of the body then went straight down.

“Just like the shuttle.” Michael observed.

“Just smaller.” Theresa added. She stepped to the passenger side and pressed a button on the access panel.
The passenger compartment was compl etely enclosed with atinted glass canopy. The canopy folded up,
while the door swung open. She stepped into the car and sat in the seat. She pressed a button and the door
started closing. Michael followed suit on the driver’ s side.

“Let’sseeif | know how to do this.” He said. He had been spending an hour or two each day in the
simulators. He pressed the power button. Once the lights lit, he pressed the hover function. The sky-car
lifted afew inches off the floor. The controls were more like an airplane’s. He steered the car forward and
out onto the open roof. What looked like a hand break to hisright, he slowly lifted, and the car gained
atitude. Once severd feet above the roof, he pressed a button on the end of the control and released. The
car would now keep that atitude. Now he concentrated on left, right and forward. He pressed the yoke
forward and the car started moving, atwist and it turned.

“Pretty good.” Theresa observed from the passenger seat. They made their way out of the city and turned
north. They followed the coast for some time, then turned up along river.

“You'll want some more atitude.” Theresa observed.

“Oh, right.” He said. He made sure he was flying straight and levd first, then took the atitude stick in
hand, pressed the button, and lifted it some more gaining dtitude in the process. Once he was high enough,
he pressed the button again, and continued on. They followed the river some more, and then slowed to a
hover to look upon Shahallah falls.

“Thisistruly magnificent.” They increased atitude again, then continued on upriver, roughly westerly.
After sometime, they turned north again, following asmaller river. They followed it for over two hours as
it climbed into the foothills. The foothills turned rougher, more jagged and mountainous. They finally flew
between two hills, and found themselves |ooking at alarge valley. The valley was easily several miles
wide, and just as deep. They followed the river across the valley floor. At the far side the river opened up to
form alarge, large lake, easily half amilein diameter. At the far end of the lake was another water fall.
The curtain was fifty or sixty feet wide and the water fell nearly a hundred feet.

“Incredible, isn't it?’ Theresasaid proudly.



“Absolutely.” He said asthey hovered. Theresa pointed to their left. Michael turned the car and headed
towards the western shore. He saw a dock and small boathouse on the shore, he headed towards them. As
the crossed the shoreline, he spotted a clearing where asmall cabin and atwo car garage stood. He lowered
the car to the ground, and drove it into the garage.

“You did alot better than | did.” Theresa said getting out.

“| tried to keep it simple. And the simulator helped alot.” Michael said. “ This place is beautiful.”

“Get in, and I'll show you therest.” She said getting into the golf cart sitting in the other bay of the garage.
They drove past the cabin and down another path a bit further into the woods. They rounded a corner and
were face to face with five long narrow buildings.

“These are the hatcheries. Water is routed from the river above, down through them, and out to the lake
below. | couldn’t stand the idea of ruining the view so | had the fewest trees removed as | could, and built
the buildings between them. | had the roofs colored browns and green, you can hardly see the buildings
fromthe air at all.”

They went into the first building and saw the large tanks of fresh water life in them. Each had different
specimens. Theresa explained that she would transfer fish and other water life into the tanks, let them
multiply, and then transfer them into other rivers and streams. After that, they returned to the cabin. It was
small, two small bedrooms, a bath, and an open areathat served as kitchen, dining and living room. It was
rustic and warm.

“1 bet it gets cold here at night.” He observed as he hung up hisjacket.

“Absolutely, but it's just so beautiful. | wouldn’'t want this area ruined with too many people.”

“1 agree.” He replied.

She came up to him and wrapped her arms around him. She kissed him, and without pulling away.
“Remember back on Earth? When we kissed for the first time?’

“Yes.” Hesaid, his hands on her lower back.
“Thisisthetime and place.” She said. “Make love to me.”

He led her into the bedroom where they slowly took off each other’s clothes. She lay back on the bed, and
welcomed him into her loving embrace.

“1I"m aready pregnant lover, so no need to worry.” She told him. From there, she welcomed him deep
within herself. There wasn’t much coherent talking for the next few hours as they moved thru multiple
climaxes together.

After atime, they got up, put on robes, and ate. They curled up together in front of the fire.

“So, pregnant?’ Michael asked.

“Yup.” Shesaid. “Susan confirmed it last week. These are mine. | plan on surrogating next time.”

“1 remember you saying you wanted lots of children.”

“1 «till do.” She said. “But I'm thinking, after these, | think | should dia back on the fertility.”

“Really?”



“Yes, getting pregnant, and being pregnant with quads is great. Even though there are timesin the last
month or so that are a pain. But it’s raising them, that’ sthe challenge. So | think if | could be diaed back,
like the rest, that’d be good.”

“1"ve actualy been thinking to make the offer to everyone. If we all keep this up, there'll be a population
explosion.”

“I"ll have sixteen. | could have a hundred grandchildren.”

“Maybe two or three hundred.” Michael replied.

“My god, you'reright. Definitely want to slow down a bit.”

“1 remember Kristine saying how she was confident her genes would live on.”

“Exactly.” Theresareplied. “I think I’'m going to be a surrogate for awhile. Then, well, | think I'd like to
find adifferent father for my babies.”

She opened her robe and crawled onto his|ap.
“What do you say? Wanna make babies someday?’

“Absolutely.” He replied cupping a heavy breast in her hand. “In the meantime, we can practice.”



Epilogue Two: Bracelet Day

“Today'sthe day.” Jenna said.

“Excited?’ Doc said.

“It's still school.” Sabrinasaid.

“Ah, but | happen to know you have a specia day ahead of you.”

They took the elevator down to the third floor where Jessica had set up the school. Some of the other
teachers and their assistants were working with the five year olds. Marie had a group class with the younger
Zanthian girls. Jenna opened the door and Jessica, along with three other Zanthian girls of age were
waiting.

“Good morning.” Jessicasaid. All the Zanthian girls carried trang ators. Jessica made sure all were
introduced. And once the guardians had |eft, she started her lesson.

“Today we have a surprise for you. Please all come together and stand by me.” Once they were all standing
Jessicatook out her com-device, and before any of them could react, they were teleported aboard the
Zanhallah.

“Welcome aboard.” Michael said waiting for them.

IRl

“Thisisthe Zanhallah. As some of you know, it means ‘ Our Hope.
with her.

She said, the trandators keeping up

“Michael and | came to Zanthiasix years ago. Just afew months ago, it brought Sabrinaas well. Now, this
isthe bridge area. Y ou can see Zanthia floating in space below us. We'll come back to that after we' ve seen
the rest of the ship.” Jessicaled the children through the ship, showing them the med-room, then back to
the den, and then the common room. They took the steps down to the storage hold and saw the stasis trunks
and then headed back up to the bridge.

“Now for the real fun.” Michael said. He gave the ship the command, it broke orbit and headed out to orbit
Maxose. “ Someday, we hope to take advantage of the observatory built there.” The children stood with rapt
attention as one monitor displayed the facility built there. They traveled to Minuteos next. There was a
second site there aswell. They broke the orbit of the moons and headed out to the larger gas giants. Jessica
was explaining how large they were.

They settled into orbit around the outer most planet and Michael instructed the girlsto sit at the table.

“We have one last surprise for you.” Jessicasaid. “ See my bracelet? Today, you will be getting your
bracelets. As you can see, it does not have a clasp, so you cannot take it off. As you grow older, we can add
linkstoit. But it takes a specia tool.”

“If you're ever lost, we can find you by your bracelet. 1t's very helpful.” Michael said. “We also need to
give you some medicine. It won't hurt.” Michael added.

“| promise, it doesn’t hurt.” Jessicasaid. “1 had the same shot when | came here.”

“Come, let’s go to the med room.” Michad said. They followed him into the med room, Jessica standing
outside.

“Who'sfirst? None of the girls moved.

“Oh come on, it won't hurt a bit. Surely somebody’ s brave enough to befirst.” Michael said.



The smallest of the girls stepped forward. She spoke broken English. “I will, tr, try.’

“Very good.” Jesssicasaid from behind the group. There was no need to trandate the smile on the girl’s
face.

“That’ s the spirit.” Michael said. “Now, just stand right there for amoment.” She tentatively stepped
forward to the spot. “If you want, you can close your eyes. Just stand till.” The girl was scanned.

“Perfect.” He went to the console and called up a Tabitha sized shot. He had already discussed it with
Susan and the rest of the adults. No one would have the heightened fertility. But he was going to continue
adding to the bust line of the female portion of the population. The computer processed the scan and
determined her to be of good health. An injection was created, and he took it up to her. “Ready?’ And she
nodded. She closed her eyes and nodded. He gave her a shot in the arm.

“There did it hurt?” And she shook her head no, and smiled. “Now, for your bracelet.” He showed her the
bracelets, |et her pick one, then fastened the new bracelet onto her arm.

“Thank-you for being so brave.” He said. “ See, that was easy. Who's next?’

Another girl stepped forward. She was the tallest of the children, and Michael chose for here the biggest
breast size. When she grew up, she'd be avery, very big girl. Next Sabrina stepped forward. She got Susan
sized shot. And the fourth got the standard shot.

“And just like that, we're done.” He said cheerfully. “Now we head back.”

They went back to the bridge and the ship made its way back to Zanthia.

“Do you want to know something else?’ He asked the girls. They all nodded. “Tomorrow, this ship heads
back to Earth. Thereis another ship at Earth, called the Mayflower, it’ sjust like this one. Once this ship
getsto Earth, the Mayflower will come here. Its full of stasistrunks like you saw before, but these trunks
are full of animals. We wanted you to see the Zanhallah because it’s such an important ship.”

“Now, it’stime we go back down to our class-room.” Jessicasaid. “When we get there, I'll show you what
Earth looks like. Would you like that?’ They all beamed down together. Jessica showed a video, the very
video they recorded before leaving Earth just six months earlier.

“Arethere any questions?’ Michael asked. Thelittlest girl raised her hand. She spoke into her trandator,
listened and then spoke.

“Will anyone go to Earth?’ She asked haltingly.
“No, it takes avery long timeto go.” Michael said to her.
“How long?’" another girl asked.

“Almost ninety days.” He replied. He could see the astonishment on the girls’ face once the trandation
compl eted.

“What wasit like?’ A third asked.
“Ask Sabrina.” He answered. “ She came back with us.”
“It’stime we let Michael be on his way. Thank him for the trip.”

“Thank-you.” They chorused. Jessicafollowed him out the door, as the door closed, he could see the three
girlstalking to Sabrina.



“Thank-you for that.” She said. “I was wondering how to get Sabrina integrated with the others.”
“It'll take time.”

“Once the girls get more proficient at English, it’'ll be better.”

He moved closer to her and put his hand on her belly.

“By the time these are ready for bracdets, it will be asif they’ ve always been together.”

She kissed him. “I think you' re right. Ooh! Baby kicked.”

“Are these Seven and Eight?’

“Nope, Seven, Eight, and Nine.” She smiled.

“Congratulations.”

“Thanks, I'll do some surrogates next. At least for awhile.”

“That’s wonderful to hear. We need al the surrogates we can get.”



Epilogue Three: Catching up

Kristine waited by her car. She looked at her watch, and then at the two jewels shining on her bracelet. She
had been waiting for this day for weeks. Her fourth set of surrogate twins was six months old. She had done
as Michael asked. She had carried two sets of twins from two different sets of biological parents. She'd
done her part. The sex with Michael had been wonderful, especialy when she was near to delivering. But
for the next few days, she wanted more. She wanted to start making babies with him, and she had found a
great spot to do it.

Finally Michael came out of the elevator.

“What kept you?’ She asked nervoudy. Her hormones were raging, she knew it. She was anxious to get
started.

“Sorry, | had to say good-bye to the kids.” Michael replied. He put his bags behind the passenger seat, and
then got in.

“What' s with the plants?’ He asked. The back of the SUV was packed with different house plants.
“Yes, it'sasurprise. | get your for the next four days.” She said as she turned onto the street.

They drove to the western most edge of ZanTan. There they found an incredibly large low building,
surrounded by alarge open area.

“Isthisan airport?’ He asked as they drove through alarge door , into a building were a few shuttles were
parked, along with what looked like the Zanthian version of airplanes.

“Their ideaof one.” She said. She parked next to one of the shuittles.
“We're going up the Mayflower?’ He asked.

“Not exactly.” She replied. The Mayflower was currently orbiting Zanthia. The Zanhallah was currently
back orbiting earth. Rose was diligently trying to fulfill any request Theresa and Tabitha might have, while
the sampler would occasionally collect samples of ocean live for Deanne, Megan, and Melissa.

“Help meload these.” She said, and they spent the next several minutes transferring all the plants, and their
luggage to the shuttle. Once that was done, Kristine moved the van several yards away and walked back.
Thistime, Michael sat in the passenger seat of the shuttle as Kristine worked the controls. She put the
shuttle in hover mode as they moved out of the building, once on the tarmac, she pressed more buttons, and
the shuttle lifted higher. She kept the ship low to the ground for along time, then they went skyward. Up
and up it went the speed increasing, eventually it broke the atmosphere and was in low orbit. It took afew
minutes as they approached the Mayflower.

“1"d forgotten how bigit is.” Michael said asthey flew past it slowly. He expected them to dock, but
instead Kristine turned the shuttle, and they headed further into space. It didn’t take long after that to figure
out where they were headed. In afew moments, Maxose was centered in the forward screen.

“Yup. | thought we' d check out the observatory there.” She said. The shuttle picked up speed.

“And these plants?’

“Well, to help keep the air fresh.” She said. “| asked the computer, and it speculated that the air might be a
bit stale. They kept plants like these there before. But they’ ve long since died. So these are new plants.”

“So there'sgoing to beair.. right?’ He asked. “I mean, thisis amoon base.”



“Oh yes, we'll be fine. We'll make sure before we open the hatch. But we should be just fine.”
“So you’ve never been there.” He asked.

“Nope, it'll bethefirst time for metoo.” She answered. The shuttle was traveling very fast now, it took less
than two hours for them to find themselvesin a high orbit. It took there orbits for them to slow their speed,
then they drifted down to the surface, the shuttles automatic pilot guiding them. The traveled over the
surface, the moon pot marked with craters.

“So you think earth’s moon looked like this close up?’ Kristine said nervously.

“Probably.” Michael said. He too was apprehensive. They eventualy came to the moon base. It was alarge
collection of domed buildings. Each dome was about 100 yards in diameter, connected by tubes. He
guessed these tubes were about twenty feet in diameter. Off to the side he could see a hundreds of solar
panels spread out.

“The computer told me there are five of these solar panel sights al around the circumference of the moon.”
She said.

“Probably to get power even when this place was not in direct sunlight.” Michael said.

They approached a smaller building. It was obvious what it was for. It looked like an airplane hanger,
though smaller, more than sufficient to hold a few of the shuittles like the one they were in. Doors were
opening, and they passed through and before landing, rotated one hundred eighty degrees. They could see
the doors closing out the front view screen. The shuttle moved backwards afew yards, and then settled
down. The shuttle’'s engines stopped, along with artificia gravity.

“Ooh!” Kristine exclaimed as she felt the loss of gravity.

“Very weird.” He said. He unbuckled his belt and stood. He was expecting to launch himself into the air,
but didn’t, only feeling a bit lighter. They went to the back of the shuttle, and found they were attached to
an umbilical tube from the main area. They looked at the controls, and verified there was breathable air on
the other side.

“Shall we?’ She asked.

“Might aswell.” he said, and pushed the button. There was just the dightest hiss as the pressure equalized,
but otherwise nothing. They walked down the ramp onto the umbilica’ s floor.

“The computer said the baseis about %2 gravity. She said.” She jumped, her beanbag sized breasts bouncing
with her. She came back down in slow motion, when she landed, it was like watching a sea of boob drop
below her waist line, then back up, then back down again.

“Oh!” She exclaimed and put a hand to each boob to try to settleit.

“You OK?" He asked.

“Oh yes, my boobs are full of milk, and more than alittle tight. Bouncing around like that, not a good
idea.”

“Did you bring a pump?’ He asked.

“Yea, but | figured you'd help me with that.” She giggled. “Come, let’sfind... Ahhereitis.” She had
turned a corner, and waiting there was a cart. “Let’ s get the plants loaded.”



In afew minutes, they had the plants, and their bags, loaded onto the cart, and had set off on their way to
one of the habitation domes.

“How many people could live here?’ he asked.

“Nearly athousand, normally, but they could support over twice that if they needed to.” They went down
one of the tubes and entered a dome. They moved down a main corridor, they could see afew smaller
hallway to each side, curving away, following the curve of the dome.

“It'skind of like the pentagon on earth, except circles.” Kristine explained. “Imagine four circular
hallways, with abig cross intersecting it. The level above us has three rings. The one above that only one.
And the top only has four apartments.”

“For the VIPs | bet.” Michad said.

“Probably.” They had made it to center cross of the main hall. There was an open area, and two el evators,
and two sets of stairs. “Come on, time to put out some plants.” There were four pedestalsin the area, each
had a pot with adead plant init. They removed the dead plants and put on new living ones. They wheeled
the cart into the elevator, and repeated the task on each floor. They only had two plants | eft when they
opened one of the apartment doors and entered. By the door another pair of pots needed replacing.

“You know, the air isn’t too bad.” He said as he sniffed. “I thought it’d be worse.”
“Metoo.” She said putting the last empty pot on the cart.

“Thisisimpressive.” He said looking a the room. The living area was spacious, getting wider asit filled
the out the circular area of the dome. Unlike apartments on the planet, this was more ‘ modern’ |ooking.
Still comfortable, but obviously meant to serve a purpose as much as be functional. The most impressive
sight was the view. The glass dome formed the outer wall and bent over to aso be their ceiling. They had
an equally splendid view of the moon scape all the way up the stars above. The fireplace to one side, was
obviously a hologram, but it still was anice ‘homey’ touch. The kitchen area, just to the left of the door,
was small and utilitarian, but still nicely sized. They looked around and found only two bedrooms, a
bathroom, and asmall office.

“Obviously thiswasn’t meant to be aliving colony, but more of abase.” Michadl said.
“They didn’t expect peopleto raise afamily here, that’s for sure.” Kristinereplied.
“Still, with athousand people, they probably had some children here.”

“I"'m hungry, let’'s get something to eat.” She said moving into the kitchen area.

After dinner they decided to explore alittle. First, they moved through the tubes to the telescope. It |ooked
like any other large telescope Michael had seen pictures of, except for the scale. This machine was easily
ten times the size of any earth bound tel escope he' d seen pictures of. They could only look at it from a
glassed in observation deck. Still it was massive in all respects. They would have to compareit to the
hubble telescope, just to get a scope of its size. From there they looked at three smaller observatories. These
were similar to those he' d seen on earth. Next they traveled through another living quarters, and finally
onto one of the laboratory domes.

The computer system wasn't as helpful, or advanced, compared to that aboard the Zanhalah. But they
managed to make their way around. There we labs, class rooms, and what |ooked like libraries. They found
other communal areas such as a cafeteria, and an entertainment room. They finally came across one room
that grabbed their interest.

“Thissaysit'sanull gravity simulator.” Kristine said deciphering the Zanthian language.



“Want to try it out?’ Michael asked. The half gravity had a positive effect on Kristine bustline, her beanbag
sized breasts projected nearly straight out from her body. He secretly wondered how they behave in zero
gravity.

“Y ea, this should be interesting.” She pressed a button to activate the chamber. Immediately a drawer
emerged from the shelf. On it, looked to be a half dozen watches.

“What' sthis?’ He asked.

“1 bet | know.” She said handing him one. “I bet it’sto control the room. Faceit, if we're floating around
we couldn’t exactly be sure we could reach a control panel.” She put herson her wrist.

“Makes sense.” He said as he put his on. They opened the door to see a padded floor. “We better take off
our shoes.” They entered the room, and closed the door. “WEell, here goes.” He looked at his watch and saw
the display read 0.6. He could see the dial could rotate, so he turned it to the left. The markers on the outer
rim counted down and disappeared. As he watched, the display counted down. Asit clicked to 0.0, they
could feel themselves leaving the floor.

“Oh my.” Kristine said. Her hair was everywhere, her arms and legs spread as she owly lifted from the
floor. Michael followed suit. They moved up, then pushed against the ceiling. They pushed off and
bounced around the room.

“Wee!” Kristine sang out in glee as she summersaulted across the room.
Michael followed her example. They were laughing heartily when the collided in space.

“Whoops.” He said as they caught each other. They looked at one another and they moved towards each
other to kiss.

“Hmm lover. Want to make lovein zero G?' She asked.

“| thought you’d never ask. They drifted apart to undress. Clothes floating around the room, they eventually
managed to find one another in the floating mess. They found that zero-G sex wasn't quite as romantic as
they envisioned. The cool part, Kristine's breasts were at full attention and unhindered by anything. They
tried maneuvering, but realy spent more time and effort just trying to keep in contact with each other.

“Argh, thisisn't working.” Kristine finally said. “We need some gravity. Just so we don’t bounce off each
other.”

“Hmm.” He agreed. “Let’stry this.” He reached for the control and turned the dial just one click to the
right. They slowly drifted to the floor under one-tenth gravity.

“Oh, thisis better.” She said. He approached her, pressing his lips against hers. She was so light he held her
hips, and lifted her. She spread her legs and he did into her.

“Oh! Yes!” she screamed from the other side of the walls of breast flesh in front of him. He held onto her
hips as he started to pump into her. She was parallel to the floor, her breasts projecting straight into the air,
swinging and swaying wonderfully as he stroked into her. It was easy to hold her, there were several hand
rails around the room, Kristine held onto oneto keep herself steady, meanwhile Michael held her hips.
Parallel to the floor, she wrapped her legs around him, her enormous breasts projecting upwards and
outwards.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she panted over and over again. Her boobs starting swinging and bouncing as their
passion rose. Kristine was one of the most passionate women Michael had known and she was totally
consumed by the raging hormones, and active feeling racing through her.



“Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes! Yes!” repeatedly she scream and pant. Her
whole body was shaking and vibrating with a nearly continuous orgasm.

Finally, he couldn’t take it anymore and rel eased into her fertile womb. She felt his release and tightened
the grip with her legs, trying to force him deeper into herself. The near weightlessness had provided a
nearly perfect aignment of their bodies. He couldn’t get any deeper.

He lowered her to the floor, and he laid down beside her.

“Wow, that wasincredible.” She said as she collected herself.

“You'retelling me. | think we're going to have to spend alot of timein here.” He replied.

“No arguments. | wonder if there’s a zero-g lab like this on Zanthia.” She said.

“WEe'll have to find out.”

“After.. after we get back.”

The next few days, they spent much of their time in the apartment, they looked out at the stars, cuddled on
the couch and talked. Many atime, their love making also happened there as well. When their cuddling got
abit steamy, they’ d merely remove whatever clothing they might have been wearing, or move it aside, and
soon Kristine's womb would be bathed in another load of sperm.

They also spent time exploring the facility. They looked in each of the labs. Found, and had funin two
other zero-g rooms, and checked out every door they could. They even found the space suits. The computer
assured them that the suits were working perfectly. And they were tempted to actually go outside. But
Kristine looked at her suit, then down at her lap-filling breasts and concluded the suit wouldn't fit her.
“We'll have to get some made that'll fit.” Michael said.

“| really wanted to try out that buggy.” She said pointing to the moon-buggy visible on the other side of the
air-lock.

“Yea, metoo.” Hereplied. “Come on.. | want to try something.” They made their way to one of the
smallest observatories.

“1"m willing to bet this was one of the first units put here, and they used it for looking at the other planets
and asteroids. Y ou know things close by.”

“Makes sense.” She agreed.

He looked at the controls, and found a button to open the observatory doors. Like earth’s large
observatories, two large doors slid apart. From their observation deck they could see the moon-scape
through the widening gap. He found another button and the tel escope started moving.

“Let’sseeif | can dothis. A monitor lit with the star field. Iniit, they could see Zanthiain the lower right
standing out against the star studded back-ground. Carefully, he moved the big telescope until the planet
was closer to the center.

“Oh wow.” Kristine said. “ Can we increase the magnification?’

“|1 think so.” Herotated adial and Zanthia grew larger in the monitor, nearly consuming the screen. He
moved the telescope alittle and got Zanthia centered.



“1 think this takes a picture.” She said, and pressed a button. “And this transfersit.” Like many of the others
on Zanthia, Kristine's bracelet now had a small fob attached to it. About the size of sugar cube, the data
storage device was similar in function to USB jump drives on earth. She held her cube to the reader, and
transferred theimage to it.

“1 bet the teachers will love to have thisin their class-rooms.” Michad said. Kristine nodded.

“1"m sure there’ saway to transmit the image directly.” Kristine said. “But until the machines change the
labels, | don't know have the foggiest on how.”

“And | think we better quit while we're ahead. It'll take alot of reading and learning to figure out how to
fully use these.”

He found the buttons needed to shut down the tel escope and close the outer doors.

“| think the computer system hereis alot more primitive then the ones we're used to. We'll have to ask
Jennaif it can be upgraded; At least the human interface parts.” Kristine said.

“That'd be nice.” Michael agreed.
“So, hungry?’ She asked.

“Absolutely.” They made it back to the apartment. “Y ou know, the air is better in here. | could notice a bit
of adifferencein some of the other spaces.”

“Metoo. We'll have to keep bringing plants.” Kristine pointed out. She took a bite of her food.
“Yup.” Michael agreed then counted off on his fingers. “First, some of the other apartments, second the
laboratory dome and the hallways between, and then the observatories, littlest to smallest. I'm probably

missing something. We realy haven't explored too serioudly.”

“1 bet there's blueprints and floor plans back home.” Kristine replied. Before Michael could reply, her face
brightened with excitement.

“Y ou know what would be REALLY fun?’ Kristine asked.
“Hmm.” He replied shaking his head.

“Field trip for the kids.” She replied. “ Could you imagine the bunch of them bouncing around in zero-g? Or
looking through the tel escopes?’

“Some of them are old enough. Give them something to do beyond basic learning.”

“Oh yea, what awonderful idea. | wonder if we could find Earth’s sun amongst all those stars out there?”
“1 don’'t know. Be fun to find out. A worthy goal....” He looked up at the stars. “ Someday.”

“Hmmm. Yea.” She agreed.

“You missit? Earth | mean?’ He asked.

“Sometimes.” She said. “Maybe it's more nostalgia than missing it. If you're asking if | want to go back;
heck no. But | still kind of missall the people. Y ou know, al the variety of things happening on Earth. All

the cultures, the movies, the sports, the music, just billions of people al doing their thing. And al the
variety they al create.”



“We'll catch up.” Michad replied. “We have aworld to explore and populate. We'll catch up.”

“Speaking of catching up.” She said. She led him into the bedroom and for the next two hours they did their
best to add to the Zanthian popul ation.

“S0... you think?’ Michad said later, his hand rubbing her belly.

“Hopefully.” Shereplied, putting her hand on top of his. “I really want to be. I’ ve caught up with
everybody but Tabitha and Theresa.”

“Unh?’

“Don’'t you remember? Some of us girls from first landing had alittle competition going. And | got started
late. I've caught up to everyone except Tabitha and Theresa. If I'm pregnant, then I’ll be ahead of Tabitha.”

“It’snot arace.” Michael said.

“We know. We're not having babies, just to have babies.” She said. “ And after these are born, I'll have
some more surrogate kids, | think.”

They spent the night in each other’s arms, and spent one more session in the zero-g area. Then finally, after
Krigting's bracel et went dark, they reluctantly loaded their things back on the shuttle, and headed back to
Zanthia.

Once they had established a course, abit slower on the return, Kristine turned to Michael .

“1 want to thank you.” She said. She moved from her chair and Michael pushed his back as she straddled
his legs and kissed him.

“No point in Susan, Tabitha, and Matilda having al the fun.. right?’ She said. She pulled her shirt up, and
let Michadl drink from her milk laden boabs.

“Wait aminute. | thought breast feeding stopped women from getting pregnant.”
“Hmmmm.” She cooed. “ Only slows the return of menstrual cycle. Doesn’t prevent it. Besides, | like breast
feeding, so | keep going longer than some.” She arched her back and relished the feeling of hislips on her

nipples.

“Besides. | love when you do that.” She said. “Ooh!” Another orgasm sprung from her loins.



Epilogue: Sailing

Michael pulled the car to a stop on the pier and looked at the ship docked there. It was long and sleek, over
four hundred feet. It was fast, with graceful lines and luxurious furnishings. There was an air-car on the
upper deck. Over the stern, two motor boats were suspended in their davits. From outward appearances, it
more closdly resembled a luxury yacht, than aresearch ship. It had been three years since the ship had been
launched, the second of three research ships made specificaly for Deanne, Megan and Mdlissa. The harbor
had afew boats tied up. The three research ships were all there, as well as Doc Hester' s sailing ship.

He popped the trunk on the Mustang, and retrieved his luggage.

“Hey, that’s new.” He heard over his shoulder. He turned to see Deanne looking down on him from the
yacht’s second deck.

“Yes, itis.” Michad said closing the trunk lid. His new ride was brand new, black mustang. Rose has been
kind enough to secure a digitized scan of it, and Jenna, now well practiced with converting automobilesto
Zanthian power, had worked her magic. Nolawas now happily driving his older red one. Deanne's own
pick-up was parked just afew feet away.

“I likeit. Very sexy.” Shereplied.
“Thank-you.” He replied. “ Permission to come aboard?’ he asked?
“Absolutely, come on up.” She replied.

He carried his bag aboard and I eft it at the base steps on the main deck. He started climbing the steps
upward, hoping to find Deanne on the bridge. He turned around just in time to see the gang plank
automatically raise up, fold upon itself, and secure itself along the side railing.

Two sets of steps and one ladder | ater, he was on the steering bridge. Deanne was waiting for him there.
‘Speaking of sexy.” Michael though as he looked at her. He took in the view for a moment.

The years had been wonderful for Deanne, shortly after their arrival, she started her first pregnancy. She
had decided she didn’t need a cel ebrity donor for the father of her children, instead she chose one of the
two thousand donors Michael and Susan and the rest had collected before making the first trip. She quickly
followed that pregnancy with two more. Now, eight months after her third pregnancy, she was back on the
oceans.

She was wearing atoo small T-shirt, apair of cut-off jean shorts, and her customary heeled sandals,
wedges, he thought she called them. Since arriving on Zanthia, she had let her blond hair grow longer, it
now cascaded down her back over her butt. Her perfectly flat stomach (had it been visible) showed just a
hint of well-developed muscle tone just under the surface. Nobody would look at her and think she had
aready gone through three pregnancies; each time delivering twin daughters. But all that beauty aside,
could not distract the eyes from her enormous breasts. Twice the size of Susan’s, though incredibly firm,
they hung to just above her waist. Her red t-shirt had “BIG” boldly written on the front, and agreat deal of
reverse cleavage was visible under it. From the dents her nipples were making in the stressed fabric, it was
clear she wasn't wearing any kind of bra or swimsuit underneath.

She crossed the deck to him, wrapped her arms around his neck, and kissed him passionately. For his part,
he pulled her to him, his hands on her lower back.

“Hmm.” She purred. “ Definitely welcome aboard.”

They parted enough for her to turn and go back to the ship’s controls.



“Who's got the girls?’ He asked.

“Megan is watching them. Along with some of the other girls.” Shereplied. Megan and Melissawere at
home, Megan expecting her third set of twinsin the next two weeks, while Melissa s little ones were barely
amonth old.

“And we're headed?’ He asked.

“South mostly.” She said as she started prepping the ship for departure. “Y ou said you wanted to see how
the ocean seeding worked, so that's what we' re going to do. At least, some, of what we're going to do.”

She smiled and winked at him as she worked. The ship’s power generator was aready running and the
consol€' s lights and gauges aready operating. She pressed a couple buttons and a display cameto life. He
could feel the barest of vibrations through the hull. The ship had position keeping thrusters at both the bow
and stern, these now were spinning up, and held the ship at its current position. Once the display lights
turned green, Deanne pressed another button and turned to look over her shoulder. At the stern of the ship,
arobotic extending from the dock released its grip on amooring clete. The arm raised itself, and retracted
away. Next she pressed another button, and the mooring arm holding the bow in place released and
retracted. Now free to move, she moved ajoystick slowly forward. She ship slowly crept forward. She
rotated the wheel dightly, and the ship turned ever so dightly away from the dock. Once clear of the dock,
she shut down the position keeping thrusters and moved the throttle ahead just alittle.

“Nicely done.” He said. At this point, he could feel a gathering breeze on hisface, as they turned and made
toward the southern side of Shing-Laisland.

“Oh look.” She suddenly said pointing to the dock on their right. He turned and could see a SUV stopped
by the Doc’ s sail boat. Both doors were open. As they watched, they could see the doctor get out and open
the rear hatch. From the passenger seat, they could see Jenna emerge, and make her way to the boat.
Deanne found abutton, and gave a blast on the air horn. The people on the dock stopped their activity,
looked and waved. Michael and Deanne waived back.

A moment later, Doc’s voice sounded through the radio.
“Hey, where are you guys headed?”

Deanne picked up the microphone; it was her ship after all. “We're going south, to do some more seeding.”
She said.

“ Good to hear. We were planning on going up the coast. Jenna said there used to be a small village up
there with a nice little harbor. Thought we'd camp out over night.”

As they watched, they could see Sabrina, the Doctor’ s grand-daughter, now a teen-ager, and a couple of her
class-mates emerging from the SUV, grab afew bags and carry them aboard the sailboat.

“Sounds like fun. Looks like you’ll have nicewind for it.” Deanne replied. “ Talk to you later. Be safe.”
“We will. Youtoo.” They could see Doc and Jennawaiving again. They waived back

“Wow, when Jenna gets pregnant, she doesn’t mess around.” Deanne observed. Jennawas near to term
with her third pregnancy. She carried twins, like many of the women often did. But in her case, it looked
like she actually was carrying triplets.

They passed Shing-Laisland and Deanne opened the throttle as they headed out to sea. Asthey passed the
outer buoys, she opened the throttle to three-quarters, and the ship gathered speed. The ocean was relatively
calm today, so for the next few hours they made excellent speed, over twenty-five knots, to their
destination. Even though they stayed on the bridge, Deanne had put the ship on autopilot. As they



approached the designated spot, the ship automatically slowed down and came to a stop. Deanne shut down
the main engine, and engaged the position keeping thrusters.

“Come on, let me show you what we do.” She led him down to below decks to an areain the middle of the
ship. The moon pool was alarge room with doors on the bottom of the ship that opened to the sea. At the
front of the moon pool there was a stack of over thirty stasis chests. Next, he saw two submersibles
suspended above the doors. Thefirst looked amost exactly like the sea sampler they had used on earth.
This one had an open hatch at the top. The ships computer was currently loading in the familiar chest sized
stasis chestsinto it. The second submersible looked more like what he was used to seeing on earth’s TV
shows. A glass domed front for viewing, Manipulator arms, and various |ooking arms and tools adorned its
sides and front.

“1 hope you're not claustrophobic.” She said, as she made her way to the top hatch of the second mini-sub.
She started climbing down the hatch, but actually had to squeeze her boobs into the narrow passage. Once
inside, she moved out of the way so he could climb in. Oncein, sheinstructed him how to close and secure
the hatch. Then she made her way to the pilot’s chair. The sub’s space was limited, but not too bad. They
both had to walk bent over, but still more than Michaegl was anticipating.

Deanne pressed some buttons, and the power system came on line. Next she relayed some commands to the
ship, and they could see the moon pool start to fill with water.

“No, the shipisn't sinking.” She joked. Once the area was filled, the water was half way up their mini-sub’s
observation window. He could see two sets of doors under him start to open.

“All right, here we go.” She pressed a few more buttons, and the first submarine was lowered into the

water. Arms like he had seen on the dock released the sub, and it submerged. Next it was their turn. The
arms lowered them further into the water, then rel eased. His ears popped with the pressure, but they then
sank under the water. They followed the other sub down to a depth of one hundred feet, there, it paused.

“OK, watch.” She said. They pulled in rather close and once they took position, Deanne relayed some
instructions and they watched. Along each side of the sub was arow of trays, each about the size and shape
of alarge kitchen sink. Asthey watched, above onetray, alight came out of no-where, and a fish appeared.
The mini-sub had just tel eported afish from one of the onboard stasis chest to the water above the tray. The
fish, still unconscious, drifted into atray and settled.

“Thetray is so the fish doesn’t sink.” She supplied. Several fish were teleported into the water and floated
down to the trays. Michael could not see the other side of the sub, but could only assume the same was
happening there as well. They watched for nearly fifteen minutes, then the first fish started to stir, then it
would groggily swim alittle, then up and out of the tray, and eventually out of their site. As soon asit had
left, anew fish was teleported into its spot. They watched for another hour as fish after fish was teleported
into the waiting trays, to wake up, and swim away. Once the trays were empty, Michael expected the mini
sub to go lower, but instead it climbed.

“The Sub’s chests are empty. It’s going back for another load.” She replied. “Want to head back up?”’

“Sure.” He replied and they too went back up to the ship waiting on the surface. Deanne expertly piloted
her sub to under the ship, and into the moon pool area and then surfaced. Once on the surface, the arms
reached out, found the anchoring points, and lifted the sub to its storage location. Once there, the doors
under them started to close. There was still water in the moon pool, but as they watched, the first mini-sub
opened its hatch, and the ship started off-loading the now empty stasis chests, and putting in full ones.

“That was awesome.” He replied as they made their way out of the mini-sub, to the gangway above. There
they watched as the first mini-sub completed its loading, and sank again under the water.

“Let me show you something.” She said, took his hand, and pulled him back up to the main deck. They
climbed made their way to an open area under the bridge. There were monitors around the room, some had



images of the moon pool, others relayed images of the seeding sub’s fish trays. Deanne pointed to two
maps, one of Earth’s Atlantic ocean, the other of Zanthian’s Eastern Sea. She pointed to several spotsin an
area of the Atlantic ocean.

“Here’ s where we collected the fish we're seeding today.” Then she pointed to their location on Zanthia.
“And we're here. We' re combining severa sample sites so we can deliver abigger population into one spot
on Zanthia. We hope the fish will stick close enough together to find each other, and eventually propagate.”

There were many such groupings from around the Earth’s maps.
“1 presume you'’ |l repeat that with these other groups?’ He said gesturing to them.

“Yes.” Deannereplied. “I1t'll depend how this all goes. Wetagged alot of fish, we'll see how they survive.”
The seeding sub had reached depth again, and had started off-loading the fish.

“So we're just going to seed this one spot?’ Michael asked.

“Yes, it'll take awhile. Let’s get something to eat.” She replied and they got some premade sandwiches
from the frig, something to drink, and relaxed on the bow. After nearly another hour, the ship gave a chime,
and they went back in to see the seeding sub emerge from the water.

“Looks like we' re done for the day.” Deanne said. Deanne went back to the controls, and started the doors
to closing. Once they were sedled, the water pumps started.

They watched the water go down. Just as the moon pool was almost empty, they climbed down and looked
at the water, no small fish were found. Deanne returned to the control panel, and completed the water
drainage. Next they climbed to the upper bridge, and Deanne plotted a new location, and engaged the auto
pilot. The ship turned south, and picked up speed.

“Where to now?’ He asked.

“Oh, just anice, tropical idand.” She said. “ Quiet lagoon, sandy beach. You and me.” She pressed her body
against his and kissed him.

“Sounds wonderful.” He said. The ship sped across the ocean, the bouncing making it difficult to do more
than hold hands while holding onto whatever railing was nearby. They spent the time talking, and looking
as the ship continued on. As evening approached a speck of green appeared on the horizon ahead of them,
growing larger as they approached. Deanne disengaged the autopilot, and continued the course, she
dropped the throttle to half, then to barely moving as they approached.

“There's areef ahead, can you go up to the bow? Make sure I’ m not going to hit it?" She asked.

He made hisway forward, and looked down into the pristine waters. He could see small fish cavorting
around the reefs, but directly underneath him, and a ways ahead, he could see the path was clear.

“Looks OK!” he caled back. And he continued to watch as she threaded the large ship into a deep lagoon.
Finally satisfied, she dropped the anchor, and cut power.

“1 could see fish as we crossed into the area.” He said. He joined her amidships and they made their way
aft.

“Good. That agreat sign.” She said. “Megan seeded an area on the southern side of this chain. It's good to
see they' re spreading. They made their way aft, and took the launch into the beach. It didn’t take them long
to set up atent above thetide level. Then they set up a beach umbrella and a blanket on the sand.

“lsn’t this wonderful 7’ She asked as they settled down.



“Incredible.” He said.

“Want to get into the water?’ She asked.

“Sure!” hereplied. Hetook off hist-shirt, his sandals a ready gone, and waded into the water. For her part,
she dropped her jean shorts to reveal she was wearing bikini bottoms underneath. Then flipped her shirt off
to reveal the matching bikini top was somewhere else.

“Wow.” He said. “Topless?’

“Sure, why not?’ She replied. She held her boobs from bouncing too much and ran into the water.

He couldn’t argue, and ran to catch up. They splashed and swam, the water warm and soothing, but the sun
was almost down, so they didn’t stay in the water long.

“Let’s get something to eat, heh?’ She suggested.

They made their way back to the shore and to the tent. They dragged their chairs to the fire pit, roasted
some hot-dogs and relaxed.

“Did you have agood day?’ She asked after awhile.

“Wonderful day.” Hereplied. “1 might have to have yacht built, not as big as your ship of course, so | can
take Susan out.”

“She'd like that, so would therest of us.” Shereplied. “But | think I'll stick to my girl.” Shereplied
looking at her ship resting at anchor afew hundred yards off shore.

“Can’'t blame you there.” He replied. He poked at the dying fire.

“Put that out, and comeinside.” She said throwing her roasting stick into it. She got up and went into the
tent. He threw some sand onto the fire, making sure it was out and followed her.

The tent was small, closeness was must. She had already removed her shirt and was in the double sleeping
bag. He snuggled in beside her.

“Thisisnice.” She said kissing him. “Y ou know, I’ ve got you for the next three days. Three whole days of
nothing but you and me, and, well, just you and me.”

“| think | can manage.”

“1 hope so. | plan on alot of you in me for the entire time.” She trailed an arm down his body and into his
shorts. “ Speaking of which, let’s get rid of these pesky clothes.” She accepted him into her embrace, and
his manhood into her body. Again and again that night, they both enjoyed the passion of their lovemaking.

The following morning, as the sun came up, they both were pleasantly surprised to hear birds chirping and
singing in the trees.

“We have to tell Tabitha about the birds.” Deanne said.

“ After we get back.” He replied. And he pushed her over onto her back and buried his face into her
bountiful cleavage.

“Oh!” she panted. Her breasts were extremely sensitive, and he knew this. She loved it when his hand and
lips fondled her boobs.



“That'sit lover. Make me cum again!” She panted. “Oh yes, yes, Yes! Aaah!” and she shook with her first
orgasm of the morning. But he wasn't finished. He quickly mounted her even before the aftershocks had a
chance to calm down.

“Oh!” She started panting as she felt him dideinto her. “Oh! Oh! Oh! Nnn! Oh!” She'd pant and scream,
her legs wrapped around him, her arms pulling him tighter. “Fuh! Fuh! Oh God! Oh God!” He could feel

her whole body shaking through a nearly five minute orgasm as he continued to stroke into her. Finally he
released his seed into her womb and collapsed beside her.”

“Thirsty.” She managed to squeak out.

He found the canteen and handed it to her. She took a drink and relaxed.

“So, | thought we'd try doing alittle exploring.” She said after afew moments.
“Agreed, maybe catch a glimpse of whatever birds we' ve been hearing.”

“From what | understand, Tabitha released the birds on a different island, a ways away. She'll be happy to
hear they’ ve expanded their territory.”

“What's al this?" Michael asked. “I’m missing something.”
Deanne rolled over covering his upper body with her breasts. She kissed him then went on to explain.

“Well, first thisisafairly good sized idand chain. We're on the northern island. The three of us were
looking at the maps, and decided just south of this chain would be a good place to seed thefirst round of
small fish. Megan was the one who did it. Anyway, she told Tabitha and the rest of us about these islands,
and how beautiful they looked from the ship. So, some of us went to look at them alittle closer. Tabitha
thought it'd be agreat place to start seeding her tropical birds. So she started on the southern island too.”

“Ah. I’'m glad you al are getting along so well together.”
“Wetalk about alot of things.” Deanne teased. “What we' re doing, our work. Y ou.”
“Me?

“Of course you.” Shereplied. “You are themain manin our lives. We al figured we' d have to share you, at
least alittle. We know Susan’s your ‘wife' and all. But she doesn’t mind us having our fun too.”

They swam in the ocean, to remove some of the sweat, then started walking along the beach. They reached
arocky outcropping to the south, so headed inland. The underbrush was thick, but not too bad, the birds
had aready cut down the bug population somewhat, and the walking was pleasant. They ran into a fresh
water stream, and decided to follow it upriver. Around noon, they reached alarge pool, easily a hundred
yards wide, at the far end a picturesque waterfall.

“It’s beautiful.” Deanne said stripping off her clothes. “Let’s swim.”

He joined her. The water was warm, and clear. They cavorted under the falls. Feeling refreshed, Deanne
turned her back to him, and presented her naked womanhood to him.

“Another round lover?’ She asked. And there, in the open area behind the falling water, they coupled again.
After he had deposited another load into her waiting womb, and they had time to recover, they went back
into the water, and swam to a clearing on the shore. They pulled their clothes over their wet bodies and
looked at the water falls.



“1 don’t see away up there.” Deanne said.
“Me neither.” Ted said. “It’s getting | ate, let’s get back to camp and get something to eat.”
“Good idea.” She said. “ Y ou need your energy. | have alot more sex planned for tonight.”

“You know.” He said before turning to leave. “ This place reminds me alittle of Theresa s fish hatchery
place up north. Maybe we have her check it out.”

“Hmm. | don’t know. It'sjust so pretty here. I'd hateto ruinit.”

“She had her other place pretty well hidden, couldn’t seeit from thelake. I'll have to take you there
sometime.”

She looked at him askance.

“You, me, alonein arustic cabin in the woods, no one around for miles. We could find something to do..
couldn’'t we?’

“Well, when you put it that way.” She replied putting her arms around him. “Sounds wonderful.”
“We'll haveto planonit.”

They made their way back to the campsite. After eating, they spread a blanket out on the sand, put up a
beach umbrellafor shade, and relaxed the rest of the afternoon.

They ate another late meal asthe sun when down. They had put out the fire, and were using a lantern for
light. They laid out on the blanket, and looked up at the night sky. Maxose was bright in the western sky,
and Mineos adull light off just above the eastern horizon.

After atime, Deanne stood, and removed her clothes. She turned, swung aleg over him, and settled down
on hislap.

“Y ou want to know something.” She said getting comfortable. “I’ m hoping to be pregnant before we leave
here.” She showed him her bracelet, three jewels shining.

“1 ah, | have a confession to make too.” Hereplied. He could feel her hips slowly moving against him, his
manhood thickening in response. “Ever since | first met you, |’ ve wanted you too.”

Shelifted her hips, and he freed his manhood. Together they guided it into her. She slowly started stroking.
“And when my boobs are huge with milk, | want you to drink of me.” Her pace quickened. “Ah, that’sit,
give me babies. Oh! Ugh! Ooh!”

“| thought you were going to be a surrogate?’ He managed. He had a hand on each breast, pushing them
together for and even deeper cleavage. He buried his facein that welcoming cleavage, kissing and licking
every sguare inch he could.”

“l.. 1.. I will..” she panted. Her pace had increased to the point where coherent talk was about to be
eliminated. “I.. |.. promise.... Right.. After.. these.”

At that point, she didn’t say much for the next hour as she panted encouragement. After several orgasms on
her part, he finally exploded deep within her fertile womb. She screamed out in ecstasy as she felt his seed
release, then collapsed on top of him.

He stayed within her for several more minutes as they caught their breath. Finaly he slipped out of her, and
she dlid to hisside.



“Thank-you.” She said after awhile. “1 want your babies so bad.”

“And me having babies with some of the others...?’ He asked.

“Doesn’'t bother me a bit. We al agreed to share, and to take turnsif we had to.”
“Oh redly?’ He said surprised.

“Oh yea, | think between us, there will always be someone for you to love.”

Epilogue : Booster
“Sweetie, can you watch the little ones for alittle while?’ Susan said. The infants were both asleep,
“Sure Mom.” Jamie replied.

“Your father and | won't be gone long.” She replied. “Please teleport Michael and myself aboard.” She said
into the communication device. They found themselves on the Zanhallah' s tel eporter pad.

“So what’ s the surprise?” Michael asked.

“Come with me.” She said and took his hand. She led him out and across the hallway into the med room.
She hopped onto the table.

“OK, I'm confused.”

“It'ssimple.” She said. “1 want a booster shot. Just the boobs. | don’t want to be like Theresa was, having
quads al thetime. But | do want bigger boobs.”

“You'rekidding right?’

“Nope, totally serious.” She said. “I want to be bigger. Not huge like Matilda, but bigger than Deanne and
Megan, at least.”

“You, you are serious.” He replied astonished.

“Absolutely.” Shereplied. “Tell you what. Surprise me. You choose. It’sonly fair. | surprised you first
time, you choose thistime.”

“Well, dl right.” He replied. He went to the station and called up Susan’s medical record, and then the code
for the genetic enhancements. He moved the scale indicator, and her projected size was on the screen.

“Y ou want me to change the fertility at all”?” He asked.

“No, I'mfineright whereit is. Twinsjust seem ‘norma’ for me now.” Shereplied.

“Areyou redly, realy sure?’

“| was watching some television from home the other day, and thought how small all the women looked.”
gsgoe(jsz;it%éhe hefted her breasts up. “| used to be a double-D, and | thought | was big. Now, it seemslikea

He turned away from the computer and looked at her again.



“Just for sake of discussion, if you could choose any size? What would it be?’
“You mean like fantasy?’ She asked.

“Yes. Not worrying about anything. Just you.”

“Well, if | could, I’d be enormous, like down to my knees huge.”

“But...?"

“But, | don’t think | could carry them. And our daughters would have boobs that big too. All wecould dois
lay around al day, making more babies, a dave to our own boobs.”

“But you want to get bigger.”

“1"ve gotten used these, and | think | can handle bigger boobs.” She replied. “ So, stop asking questions,
give me my booster shot.”

“Ok.” He said turning back to the computer console. “One booby booster coming up.” He pushed a few
buttons, and the injection was made. He approached her, she nodded, and he gave her the shot.

“Can | ask?" She said as they left the med room. They walked forward and stood looking at the forward
monitors.

“If 1 did it right, you should end up about halfway between Deanne and Matilda.”
She reached for and held his hand.

“Thank-you.”

“You'rewelcome.” He replied.

“1 mean, for everything. For bringing me here, for this adventure, for the children we have, and the onesto
come. For everything.”

“|1 love you too.” He said squeezing her hand in return. “1t wouldn’t have been worth it, if you hadn’t come
aong.”

“Comeon, let’s get back down. The girls are fine for afew minutes, but | don’t want them there alone for
long.”



Epilogue: Egg Drop

“That was wonderful lover.” Susan said snuggling up to him. The early morning sex was just as wonderful
asthe night before. Her bracelet told her she was perfectly timed to get pregnant again. She had spent the
last twelve years carrying eight surrogate pregnancies for three different sets of parents. Many of the other
women had done the same. She loved being pregnant, and now she was hoping she was pregnant with
Michael’s children again. She rolled onto her back and ran her hands over her stomach; just as flat and firm
asit was seventeen years ago before her first pregnancy.

“You hungry?’ Michael asked. “I'm going to take a shower then get us some breakfast.”
“Sounds wonderful.” She replied. “I want to lay out by pool afterwards.”
Michael kissed her then went into the bathroom.

As soon as the door closed sherolled over and dlid open the drawer on the night stand. She retrieved the
inseminator and a mirror. Her larger boobs had taken her time to get used to but now she was familiar with
the shifting as she rolled back onto her back. Like Matilda had done, she positioned the device on her
stomach just below her belly button.

Over the years, the women continued to get pregnant. Most women had chosen to ease up on their baby
making. They had lowered their fertility to normal levels, aswell astaking as much as a year off between
pregnancies. Their homes had filled with children, and only lately had some of the oldest moved out to find
their own homes.

There were some exceptions, and Michagl was happy to see his favorites were among them. Susan,
Kristine, Matilda, Tabitha, Deanne, and others all continued to carry surrogate children, usually twins, or in
Matilda' s case, the occasiona set of triplets. But it seemed there was always at | east one of the women
carrying his children. Matilda has been the most productive. Matilda had continued having clone girls,
alternating with Michadl’s.

Susan, was especially anxious. She was determined to catch up, even surpass Matilda. Matilda had given
him twelve children in al, while Susan had only given him eight.

“Michagl ismine. I'll show Zanthiawhat making babiesis al about.” She said quietly.

Using the mirror to look over her boobs she pressed the button and watched the light. The light cycled
slowly, then went solid for a minute, then flashed rapidly. She smiled. Impregnation. She stole a glance at
the bathroom door, the water was still running in the shower.

Her finger hovered over the button, she could do it, pressit a second time. Go for septupl ets.

“No.” She said to hersef. She put it back into the nightstand drawer. “Next time.”












