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	PROLOGUE

	 

	The fog was especially thick 20 miles east of Lawrence, Kansas.

	Hepatitus smiled. People thought of angels, or servants of the Lord, as capable of performing great miracles, parting seas and smiting enemies. But the Lord's mid-level servants, or shepherds, or middle managers, as they were sometimes endearingly called, acted in more subtle ways. They left the big splashy miracles to senior management. Very senior.

	Hepatitus admired his handiwork as he looked at the cars piled up in the middle of the highway. One, two three, four… twenty three. There were twenty three cars crashed together, with at least two dozen inhabitants in various states of living, or dying. Not bad for thirty seconds of work.

	Of course, this was nothing but a morsel for Hepatitus. That was the problem with perpetuating the greatest genocides in history. It became increasingly harder and harder to top oneself. Hepatitus had helped cause the death of six million Jews in the Holocaust, the death of more than fifty million people in Mao's Great Leap Forward (how Hepatitus loved that name! How he so ruefully wished he had thought of it himself!), and another fifty million deaths (or so) in the Black Plague (which, if it happened today, certainly could never be called black!).

	Hepatitus hadn't actually murdered the Jews himself; nor had he actually starved the peasants of China, nor caused the rats to breed during the Black Plague. But he had whispered in Hitler's ear about how Jews would make the perfect scapegoats for the newly empowered Reich; and he had whispered in Mao's ears how socialist paradises didn't come on the cheap and you couldn't make an omelet without breaking a few eggs; and he had encouraged merchant ships to trade far and wide, spreading their wares all over the world… as well as the Black Plague.

	But those days of easily committing mass murder were behind him. Society had become more civilized, less outwardly aggressive, and yet… the fundamental nature of man (and woman!) had not changed. It never did. Humanity dressed itself up and made itself look more presentable, but it never fundamentally changed. And so Hepatitus was able to find other means to achieve his ends.

	Hepatitus looked at the scene of the massive car crash and noticed one woman who had been half thrown through the windshield of her car. She was a slender blonde, in her mid thirties, with small but shapely titties. Quite attractive, really. Her face was bruised and bloody. Dead, surely dead.

	The woman moaned.

	Not dead.

	She opened her eyes painfully.

	"Help… help me," she murmured, groaning again.

	Hepatitus smiled at her.

	"Win… Winston," she gasped, and closed her eyes and lay still.

	Hepatitus touched her neck. She really was dead this time.

	Winston. That must have been her husband. The dying often spoke of the ones they loved. Love seemed to be the last thing they grasped before they tumbled over the edge.

	Hepatitus casually kicked one of the car doors, making a dent in it, which was not a surprise, since cars were now made of paperite.

	An expert panel of climate scientists in the World Government Science Directorate had determined that the mini-fusion reactors in grav cars were contributing to man-made Temperature Change. Man-made Temperature Change, an idea which had not been created by Hepatitus but which had been fostered and nurtured by him, was the theory that industrialization  was causing the temperature to change. Naturally, this was utter foolishness. The waxing and waning of the ice ages had produced much more radical temperature changes than anything the Earth had experienced since industrialization began. 

	The first step, then, was to rewrite history. Hepatitus whispered in the ear of influential educators, politicians, and media figures. Before long the climate history of the planet was rewritten. It became an accepted fact that before industrialization, the temperature on the planet was a near constant 72 degrees. Anyone who challenged that was labeled a "temperature denier".

	The next step was to create a more sinister explanation for the natural variations in weather. Attention needed to be diverted from the most logical explanation for variations in the temperature, perfectly natural variations in the heat that emanated from the Sun. In fact until the population was reeducated it was a widely accepted fact that variations in the Sun's caloric output was the cause of all temperature variations on the Earth. But the truth would not do, not for what Hepatitus had in mind. 

	And so, in an astonishingly short period of time, history and climatology was completely rewritten, and it became an established fact that industrialization was the major cause of temperature change. No coherent theory was ever established to explain this connection, and in fact none was needed. All people needed to know was that "99%" of "climate experts"  all agreed that industrialization was the cause of Temperature Change, and that radical action was needed to fix it--taxes, regulations, and restrictions of freedoms, all of which served Hepatitus's ends.

	One of those regulations had been a requirement that gravcar minifusion reactors emit less and less heat in the generation of energy used to propel them. In order for the minifusion reactors to generate less heat, they had to generate less energy. In order to generate less energy, cars had to weigh less and less. Metal came to be replaced by plastic and then plastizine; and as the restrictions by the World Government Climate Commissars became ever more stringent, plastizine was replaced by paperite.

	Paperite. A remarkably lightweight substance, and ideal for reducing the weight of gravcars. Unfortunately, when gravcars crashed into something solid, like a tree or a truck, they tended to crumble. In fact, they were so pliable that they could crumble just by pushing on them, which pleased auto body repair workers to no end. But that also meant that the number of deaths on the road quadrupled within the first three years after the new mileage standards were put into place. 

	Hepatitus smiled. But it was all for a good cause. Creating a healthier and cleaner environment. 

	Among other things.

	Hepatitus was still admiring his handiwork when two people appeared out of thin air. One of them was a voluptuous redhead with large breasts. She was wearing a sheer white body suit which revealed all. The other was a young man with dark hair, wearing a brown shirt and pants.

	The woman got down on bended knee in front of Hepatitus and bowed her head, followed a second later by the young man. "My Lord," she said.

	"Rise, Tish," said Hepatitus. 

	The young woman stood up, followed by the man. "Your apprentice?" Hepatitus inquired.

	"Yes," said Tish, smiling nervously. "His name is Crosis."

	"It's an honor to meet you, sir," said the young man.

	"My Lord," said Tish, her eyes narrowing.

	"My Lord," Crosis repeated.

	Hepatitis looked from one to the other without expression. "What news do you have for me?"

	"One of the upper level supervisors is Moving On," said Tish, barely restraining the enthusiasm in her voice.

	"Wilfred?" said Hepatitus. It was about time.

	"Abigail Franks."

	"Abigail," said Hepatitus, looking distant.

	"My Lord, you have been nominated to take her place!" said Tish.

	"Have I?" said Hepatitus.

	"Yes!" said Tish. "My Lord," she quickly added.

	Hepatitus looked back at the car crashes, and the bodies. He sensed something. He turned to Crosis. "What do you think of my handiwork?"

	Crosis swallowed heavily. "It… it is impressive… My Lord."

	"Impressive," said Hepatitus. He stared at Crosis coldly. "No. That's not what you're thinking. You're appalled, aren't you?"

	"I… I just don't understand why people have to die to achieve progress," said Crosis nervously. He risked a glance at Tish, but she was carefully looking away.

	Hepatitus put a friendly arm around Crosis. "People are always dying and progress, my friend, always requires sacrifices. Without it, there can be no progress." He started walking with Crosis, and suddenly the environment changed. They were walking in the air among dark, swirling clouds. In the distance they could see stars, galaxies. And in the center of it was a swirling black hole. It could only be made out by the various shades of blackness, and the lights just beyond the event horizon. The black hole was oh so very far away, but even at this distance, it looked awesomely majestic.

	But blocking their view of the center of the black hole was a door. A plain wooden door.

	Crosis panicked as Hepatitus walked him to it. "I did everything she said!"

	"You did everything she said," Hepatitus repeated, as he kept walking with his arm around him.

	"I completed my training!"

	"You completed your training," Hepatitus agreed, opening the door. They were briefly buffeted by a cold wind. And then, beyond it, they could see the eye of the black hole. Dark, malevolent, cold and waiting.

	"Please, show mercy!" said Crosis.

	"Mercy… of course, said Hepatitus. There was a cold pause, and then Hepatitus leaned forward and kissed Crosis on the lips. Crosis struggled for a moment before giving into it. When Hepatitus pulled back, Crosis seemed more relaxed.

	"Better?" Hepatitus asked.

	 Crosis nodded.

	"Good," said Hepatitus, kicking Crosis in the ass and sending him sprawling through the doorway. Crosis screamed, and his body rapidly became a diminishing dot, and he was gone. 

	Crosis turned to Tish, who made sure to stand absolutely still, her arms at her sides. "You'll have to train another."

	"Of course, My Lord."

	"Choose more wisely, next time."

	"Y-yes, My Lord."

	Hepatitus closed the door with a slam, and Tish breathed a sigh of relief.

	"Tell me," said Hepatitus, putting an arm around Tish's shoulder. "Are there any other candidates for the supervisorship?"

	"One," said Tish. "Someone named Miles Collins."

	"Miles Collins?" Hepatitus stopped and looked at her. "I don't believe I know that name."

	"You wouldn't. He isn't dead," said Tish.

	"Not yet," Hepatitus smiled.

	 

	 


Chapter One: The End

	 

	"Miles!"

	"Ow!"

	Miles Collins bumped his head on the console above him. He had gone underneath it to check out some of the duotronic circuitry, and had gotten so focused on his work that he had forgotten the panel above.

	He sat up, rubbing the back of his head ruefully.

	"Miles, are you all right?" his coworker Linda asked anxiously. Her shapely titties stuck out of her tight white shirt, her erect nipples betraying the depths of her concern for him.

	Miles got up slowly and rubbed the sore spot on his curly head. "I'm fine," he smiled tightly. He saw the way that Linda was looking at him, and he blushed.

	No one in the World Government's Office of Data Point Collection in the Inspector General's Office of the Committee on Committees thought that Miles was the most handsome male specimen in their Designated Work Unit. The 39 year old senior programmer had chestnut curly hair, kind of a round face, and a bit of a belly, though he was by no means fat. Nor was he ugly. But neither was he a muscular bodybuilder type. The word most people who didn't know Miles would probably describe him was…. average.

	But not the women in Designated Work Unit 22a. Miles attracted women like flies, even though he didn't intend to. Miles was happily married to his wife Jessica, and had two darling children, his 16 year old daughter Susan and his 17 year old son Jack.  But women, at least the ones who didn't hate or despise or secretly fear men, all swooned over Miles. He was so… relatable. Understanding. Kind. He made the perfect work-husband… and Linda McAdams claimed him for her very own.

	Like Miles, Linda was also happily married, in her case to a tall, bald, bearded Nigerian manly specimen named Jamal. She has met him at a World Government social racial mixer and had fallen in love with his easy smile and big hands, and quickly grew to crave his noble African rod.  Jamal also worked for the World Government, as a sodomy instructor at area high schools. Jamal loved working with kids and was very gentle with them. Linda hoped to have children with Jamal soon, but hoped they would look more like him than her, as the World Government gave greater diversity bonuses to African African Americans than African American Americans. 

	Linda herself was a blonde beauty at the ripe age of 28, and whenever she smiled at Miles or flirted with him the entire female contingent within Work Unit 22a would be abuzz. She shamelessly used whatever excuse she could to spend time around him. Some people suspected she even manufactured problems with her programming code in order to get Miles to "help" her. 

	If Miles suspected what she was doing, he didn't let on. He always greeted her with a smile and usually dropped everything to help her with her latest problem. But that's just the way Miles was. He'd help anyone in need.

	"What's up, Linda?" Miles asked, rubbing his head.

	"Miles, I can't get the feedback loop to debug properly. Can you take a look at it?" Linda casually thrust out her chest at him. Her breasts were somewhat smaller than Jessica's, but they were also perkier, so much so that she didn't really need a breast control collar to keep them upright, as most women her age did. Sometime she "accidently" rubbed them against Miles as they walked together. 

	Miles looked at his chrono. "I was supposed to be home an hour ago."

	"Oh, I just remembered! You're taking Friday off to spend a long weekend with Jessica and the kids, aren't you? I'm sorry, Miles, I'll go-"

	"Wait." That single word was like cool rainwater on her back. 

	"You'll look over my code?"

	"We'll look it over, together," said Miles.

	Linda restrained a smile. But the two dots sticking out of her shirt said it all.

	 

	**********

	 

	As they reviewed the feedback loop, Linda said, "So it's not only your wedding anniversary, but also Jessica's 20th high school anniversary?"

	"How did you know that?" Miles asked.

	"You talk. I listen," said Linda, casually putting a hand on his arm. "Don't you remember? You told me over lunch last week."

	"Oh. Oh yeah," said Miles. He stared at the holographic computer code. "I think you need a pause there," he said, rapidly typing into the air with his hand.

	"Oh? Oh, yes."

	The code started to scroll once more. As they stared at it, Linda said, "So, what is it, your 15th wedding anniversary?"

	"18th," said Miles. 

	"18?" Linda made a wide eyed expression of shock and touched his arm again. "Miles Collins, have you been married for 18 years?"

	"Looks that way," said Miles. He paused the code. "You forgot a comma there." He inserted it.

	"Oh. How thoughtless of me," said Linda. The code started to scroll again. "So, what did you get her?"

	"Get who?" Miles asked, as he studied the code.

	"Your wife," said Linda, in a sarcastic tone. "For your anniversary."

	"Virtuous gemstones, made by black women in Africa," said Miles. 

	"You got your wife gemstones, just for an 18th anniversary? You must have spent a fortune!"

	"She's worth it," said Miles.

	Linda squeezed his arm. "So are you, Miles."

	Miles smiled, reddened, sucked his lips in, looked down, and then looked up again as the code started to scroll.

	 

	**********

	 

	Miles' wife Jessica was also desperately trying to separate herself from work. Miles had been working such long hours that she had had to use all her persuasive ability to get him to agree to take a long three day weekend to spend more time with her and the kids. Last Sunday she had woken up early and realized that she wasn't going to see much of her husband again for five long days. She whipped the blanket aside and saw her husband's penis. Even flaccid, it was of a good thickness and size.

	And so Miles awoke to the sensation his wife fellating him.  He gasped. It was not only the sensation of being pleasured, but the sight of it. His wife had thick, silky red hair that cascaded down her shoulders. At 38, her breasts didn't have the buoyancy they once had, but they were large heavy handfuls, like slightly overripe melons, and Jessie had the largest areolas Miles had ever seen. 

	Miles' penis slid out of Jessie's mouth with a pop. "Don't stop!" he cried.

	"Why should I continue?" Jessica asked idly, playing with her thumb and forefinger. "You're just going to disappear on me all week. And next weekend is our 18th anniversary."

	"I'll make it up to you, I promise!" 

	"Promises, promises." Jessica briefly slid her thick blowjob lips over Miles's now stiff shaft once more. He gasped but then it slid out with a pop once again. "I want next weekend to be special, Miles."

	She edged him relentlessly for more than 20 minutes before he agreed. Jessica wanted a four day weekend, but in the end Miles bargained her down to three. She finished him off orally to consummate their agreement.

	But now Jessie was the one having trouble separating herself from work. It was already six o'clock, and she was supposed to be home preparing dinner. She sighed, causing her heavy titties to heave inside her breast control collar. 

	"Something wrong dear?"

	Jessie stiffened as her supervisor Melly Jones put a hand on her shoulder. Melly was six feet tall and had a muscular body like an assball linebacker. She had a square jaw, dark wavy hair, piercing green eyes, and a deep voice that Jessie simultaneously found reassuring and troubling, for reasons she was not really sure of. Her best friend Erin said that Melly was interested in her, but Jessie knew that was impossible because Melly was married to Douglas and-

	"How's that statistical analysis coming, deary?" Melly asked, in her characteristically deep voice. 

	"I… I'm having trouble configuring the new compiler," said Jessie. She looked up at Melly. Melly was her boss, but also her friend. "I was supposed to be home an hour ago. Can't this wait until Monday?"

	"What's the rush? Oh, wait, you were planning to take Friday off, weren't you? Something about a little wedding anniversary?" Melly grinned, her square jaw widening. "Are you and Miles doing anything special?"

	"We're going to my 20th high school reunion," said Jessica.

	"And after that?" Melly asked. She rubbed Linda's shoulder's playfully. "You're going to give him the fucking of his life, aren't you?"

	"Melly!" Jessica reddened. "I don't talk about those kinds of thing!"

	"We're all girls here, dear," said Melly, in that deep, almost manly voice of hers. "There's nothing you can say that I haven't heard a hundred times before. " She sighed, causing her own breasts, which were even bigger than Jessie's, to heave in turn. "All right… Your analysis was supposed to be on Miss Okuba's virtual desk today." She sighed again even more dramatically, causing her mountains to heave once more. "But… I suppose I can tell her we are still working on some anomalies. Sure, dearie, go home to your husband."

	"Thank you, Melly!" Jessie. She jumped up and hugged her friend briefly, before pulling away. "I'll get it done on Monday, I promise!"

	"I know you will," said Melly, rubbing her chest softly as Jessie left the room.

	 

	**********

	 

	Jessica rushed home. When she got to the kitchen, she was surprised to find Miles chopping up some carrots with a laser knife. "Miles!" She said, giving him a hug. "What are you doing?"

	"Preparing dinner," said Miles.

	"I… I was going to do that!"

	Miles smiled at his wife. "Why don't we do it together?"

	"I'd like that, Miles!"

	It was so wonderful to have Miles home for dinner. Jack and Susan loved having him home too. Typically Miles worked so late that he barely got home before the kids went to bed. But here he was, chatting with the kids! The evening floated along on dreamy legs. 

	When it came time for bed, Miles dutifully gave his wife a kiss, the kind of kiss Jessica knew full well. She felt his passion, his ardor, but she was exhausted. "Later," she mumbled. "We have the entire weekend, right, Miles?"

	"Of course," said Miles. 

	 

	*********

	 

	Miles promised to spend the next day, which was Friday, with his 17 year old son Jack. Jack was a high school senior who was going to college in the fall. The problem was that Jack hadn't decided where to go to college. Even more importantly, he didn't know what he wanted to major in.

	Jack had been accepted by two schools, Minneapolis Inclusive & Diverse College and Woke Forest University in North Carolina. Neither were top tier schools, but it was something of a small miracle that Jack had been accepted by any school at all.

	For Jack was a recovering holoaddict.

	 

	*********

	 

	Two years earlier, Jessica had been the first to notice something was wrong when Jack spent all his time in his room, only coming out for meals, and when he did, he had a glazed look on his face. Then she received notifications from school that Jack was doing poorly in his classes. Finally the truth came out; Jack was addicted to online hologames. He spent so much time in fantasy worlds that he was uninterested in reality.

	They sent Jack to not one but three different therapists, but each one reported failure. The last one, Ruthie Sulzberger, suggested that Jack voluntarily check himself into a World Government rehabilitation center in Pakistan. She said the WG had a wonderful record of rehabilitating holoabusers-

	But Jessica would hear nothing of it. There was no way she was going to ship off her only son to Pakistan! She implored Miles to help their son. 

	"What can I do? I'm a programmer, not a therapist!" Miles had said.

	"And you're also his father!" And then Jessica had used the only weapon she had available: she withheld sex from Miles, to encourage him to find a way to help their son.

	It worked. Miles grew so frustrated that he couldn't relieve himself inside of his gorgeous wife's tight, slick vagina that he worked his brains overtime to find a way to help Jack.

	And so four days after Jessica's vagina was embargoed, Miles piled Jack into his gravcar and took him to Wilson Island, in the middle of nowhere, more than 30 miles north of Omaha. He took Jack to a cabin he had rented for the entire week.

	"What are we going to do here, Dad?" Jack asked. He was already jittery from not playing holograms for the past few hours.

	"Whatever we like," said Miles.

	The first day was incredibly difficult. Jack whined, he cried, he demanded access to his holocomm. Miles told him that not only did he not have Jack's holocomm, but he hadn't even brought his own. They were totally cut off from civilization. Jack went into a rage and ran off into the forest. Miles, after some hesitation, sat down on the banks of a wide stream and started fishing.

	Two hours later Jack came back. "What're you doing?"

	"Fishing. Like to try it?"

	"All right."

	A week later Jack was "cured", at least as cured as anyone who was a holoaddict could ever be. Jack agreed to submit to strict supervision and limits on his use of his holocomm, and vowed to try harder in school. Jessica was so happy when she saw the work Miles had done with Jack that she pulled him into the bedroom, locked the door, and made passionate love to him, doing all the work herself, working herself up and down on his shaft until he exploded inside her. 

	 

	***********

	 

	Friday was Jack's time with his father. And so after breakfast, Miles went into Jack's typically messy bedroom. Holoposters adorned the wall of social justice warriors wielding power swords. Jack was sitting by his holoterminal. The lad was thin and tall, taller than Miles, and had straight dark hair, which neither Miles nor Jessica had; he had joked more than once that Jack must have had a different father, which had earned him playful rebukes beneath the sheets. 

	"Are you ready, Son?"

	Jack's morose expression immediately brightened, as if the sun was peeking through the clouds. "Am I, Dad!"

	Jack loved playing Justiceworld with his father, on the rare times that Miles was available. That had been part of the Bargain; as long as Jack kept up his grades in school, he was allowed an hour of holo time during the weekday, and three hours each weekend day, and Miles promised to play along with his son when he had the time… which had been increasingly hard to find, lately. Suddenly he was glad for Jessica's painful/pleasurable edging which had gotten him to agree to this.

	They went down into the basement and Jack activated the holoprojector, and suddenly the basement turned into a world filled with forests and rivers and mountains, and Jack and his father each had a power sword in his hand. Jack made the first kill swiftly, slaying a racist giant. Miles got into the act quickly enough, joining with his son to kill a trio of sexist goblins.

	As they played they talked, which was Jack's favorite part. Jack found himself easily unburdening himself on his father as they fought a pair of assophobic trolls under a large apple tree. "I just don't know what I'm going to do, Dad. I just can't decide."

	Miles, distracted by the large, juicy apples hanging from the tree, just barely parried a blow from an assophobic troll wielding a large ax. Trolls were strong but slow. Of course, neither he nor Jack were in any danger; if he were "hit"; he would feel a bit of warmth, and his overall virtue rating would go down. If his virtue rating went down to zero, his character would die, be stripped of all his gold and treasure, and have to be revived in a rehabilitation center in Pakistan. 

	"Be glad you have a choice," said Miles, grunting as he chopped at the troll again, his head bobbing against a hanging apple. "I'm proud of you, Son. Back when you were having trouble I wasn't sure you'd get into any college. But Minneapolis Inclusion & Diversity and Woke Forest are good schools."

	That wasn't exactly true; Minneapolis Inclusion & Diversity College and Woke Forest University weren't even in the top twenty, nowhere near Harvardmumumba University or Princesston  College or the Berkeley Absolute Equality Collective. But Miles was proud that Jack had turned his life around and would be pleased to see him graduate from either school.

	"But what am I going to do when I go there?" Jack asked, as he struck down his troll. It immediately vanished, its carbon footprint instantly erased from the simulation. 

	"Do? You'll study. You'll get a degree. You'll meet a pretty girl. Maybe more than one," Miles grinned, as he struck down his own troll, who also promptly vanished. He looked around at the apples hanging from the tree. They looked so red, so firm! They reminded him of Jessica's areolas and titties when the first got married. They were a little looser now, of course, but Miles still enjoyed having healthy handfuls.

	"That's not what I mean," Jack said, wiping sweat from his brow. "I mean after college."

	Miles shrugged. "You'll probably get a job with the World Government."

	"The World Government?" Jack made a face.

	"It's good enough for me and your mother," Miles said. "Most people work for the World Government, now that Capitalism has been put in the proper place," he added, only vaguely aware that he was repeating the WG holovid he had seen seventeen times word for word. He put his hands on his hips. "Why, what else would you want to do?"

	"I… I don't know," said Jack.

	"You'll figure it out, son," said Miles, noticing the apples were shining brightly in the simulated sunlight. Suddenly he saw a pack of diversity-intolerant dwarves. "Son, look out!"

	 

	**********

	 

	Miles and Jack were battling halflings who refused to believe in man-made Temperature Change when suddenly a sweet voice boomed, "Boys!"

	Suddenly the holoimage disappeared and they were in the basement again. Jessica was standing there with her hands on her hips, which made her heavy breasts thrust out even more. "Do you know what time it is?"

	Miles and Jack looked at each other and shrugged. 

	"It's dinner time!" She folded her arms under her ample titties. 

	"Dinner?" Miles looked confounded.

	"You played your silly game so long that you forgot about lunch," said Jessica.

	"Mom, it wasn't silly," said Jack. "Dad and I fought our way into the castle of Caucasian Ogres and recovered the rare Wand of Diversity."

	"It sounds wonderful, dear. Why don't you tell me over dinner?"

	Jessica wasn't upset, not really, and Miles knew it. She gave him furtive smiles over dinner as she served him his favorite, T bone. She rubbed against him suggestively communicating a world of desires as she served him dessert. Miles grabbed her and kissed her, causing Jack to role his eyes and Susan to groan. 

	"You two get a room!" Susan cried.

	"We will, dear," Jessica said, but her smile was directed at Miles.

	Miles smiled back at her. In his mind his 38 year old red-headed wife was as gorgeous as the day he married her. But then his gaze was caught by the centerpiece on the dinner table. A bowl of apples.

	"Apples?" said Miles. Jessica didn't usually buy apples this time of year, as they were usually tart.

	"I know," said Jessica, rubbing his shoulder and looking wistfully down at him. "But they looked so beautiful. Have one."

	Miles didn't usually eat apples. But these did look tempting. "Maybe later."

	"Later," she smirked.

	 

	********

	 

	They were kissing and hugging on the bed even while their clothes were still on. But Jessica sensed a lack of enthusiasm. "What's wrong Miles?"

	"I… uh… I'm just a little tired." He saw the disappointed look in her face. "Jessie, I've been working hard all week, and I just spent the entire day fighting racist monsters with Jack."

	"And tomorrow you're going to spend all day with Susan."

	"Yes," Miles grabbed her hand and squeezed it. "And tomorrow night we go to your school reunion, and celebrate our anniversary, and Sunday we'll spend all day together."

	"In bed?" Jessica gave a mischievous grin.

	"I suppose I could use the extra sleep," said Miles.

	"Miles!" She punched him playfully. Then they kissed.

	It was good. It was always good.

	 

	*********

	 

	Miles woke much more rested Saturday morning. He vaguely remembered having disturbing dreams, something about a door hanging in space, but he couldn't recall any specifics. In any event, he felt recharged and resolved to spend the day with Susan.

	At 16, Susan was already a beauty. Her sun-colored hair attracted more than a few stares from the boys, and she was rapidly filling out her breast control collar with young, firm titties that some lucky boy would someday enjoy fondling and claiming as his own.  Miles sometimes wondered if Susan had already been taken; she had clearly developed an attachment with that boy Kyle Riddenhaus. But Jessica assured him that their youngest one had not yet experienced the exquisite joys of penis. 

	Susan loved the outdoors, as did her mother and father. But Jessica wisely hung back so father and daughter could have some precious bonding time. Miles asked Susan what she wanted to do, and her response was immediate: kayaking!

	So they went to Homosexual State Park, just on the northwestern edges of Omaha, with a picnic lunch.

	Miles loved Homosexual State Park. He had grown up in Omaha and had come there constantly, and when the kids were old enough, he and Jessica took them there too.  The park had originally been named John Hancock State Park, but like most parks, roads, and places, had been slated to be renamed for a Person of Color, either for the first African African American Secretary of the Interior or the first Spanishy woman to build a computer.  But then someone on the County Committee pointed out that parks were always been renamed for People of Color but never for Assosexuals, and wouldn't it be nice just once to do something for the QRSTUV+ community? No one on the committee, not even the African African Americans, could resist such a barbed passive-aggressive plea.

	Unfortunately, the Committee couldn't agree on a name, splitting evenly between Owen Woodcock, the award winning author of the bestselling children's book "Romeo and Julian", or Hillary Rodham Clinton, the first openly bisexual Secretary of State. And so, as a placeholder, the Committee had compromised on the name Homosexual State Park. Twenty three years later, the name stuck like an oversized erection inside an underage lover.

	Miles knew Homosexual State Park as well as the back of his hand. Every part of it brought back some memory. He remembered taking romantic walks with Jessica around Sodomy Lake when he was courting her. He remembered the specific tree hanging over Bone Smuggler's Run where he had proposed to her. He remembered the first time he and Susan climbed the tortuous Tight End path up into the Glistening Cheeks. It was there, in a narrow crevice, that he and Susan went spelunking for the first time in Ass Pirate's Grotto. It had been an scary but also exciting experience which had helped the two of them bond together.

	They rented a kayak from the dock on Sodomy Lake just as Rick Glascock, the resident Rump Ranger, came walking by. "Hey Miles, Susan."

	"Hi Rick," said Miles. Of course, having come there so many times, the two were well acquainted. 

	"Lovely day for a ride," said Rick.

	Indeed it was. It was a partially cloudy day in the low 70's, and the clouds were big and puffy, a wonderful contrast to the curved green hills of the lower Glistening Cheeks. Miles and Susan got on the lake and started paddling. The fresh air was infectious. It wasn't long before Susan started to unburden herself, just as Jack had the previous day.

	"Everything is about the new history, and the new math. It's all being watered down," said Susan, making a face. She was a sophomore at James Earl Jones High in central Omaha, along with Jack, who was a senior. Susan had gotten into trouble more than once for being outspoken about her views. Miles respected her for having her own mind, but there was such a thing as being too outspoken. With the World Government taking more and more direct control over the education system, speaking out too loudly could be hazardous to one's career.

	"It's just material to be learned. Learned, and repeated," said Miles. "You'll do your real learning in college."

	"Will I? From what I hear, college isn't much better," said Susan.

	"Susan, you can have your own views, but school isn't the place to air them. They aren't free speech zones, you know," said Miles. He abruptly changed the subject. "How are things with you and Kyle?"

	"Kyle?"

	"The tall boy. The one who sniffs around you."

	"Kyle doesn't sniff, Daddy," said Susan. She still called him Daddy at 16, but Miles found it endearing.

	"What does he do, then?"

	"Daddy!" That earned him a splash with her paddle and an embarrassed grin.

	Susan paddled in silence for a moment. Then she said, "Ms. Schmaltzenberg is still trying to persuade me that I'm a lesbian."

	"That's your school psychiatrist?" Miles said.

	Susan nodded. Miles knew that Susan had been classified as "likely lesbian" when her sexual orientation had been tested in kindergarten, but he also knew that the World Government, in its efforts to promote sexual diversity, put its thumb on the scales to "encourage" young people to try more "progressive" sexual orientations. 

	Susan gave Miles a wide-eyed look and a mischievous grin. "Would you be upset if I became a lesbian, Daddy?"

	"Not at all," said Miles. "Who do you have in mind? Tabitha?"

	That earned him another splash. Tabitha a friend of Susan's, and in fact they had kissed once… but just the once. It had been playful, and hadn't meant anything.

	"If Tabitha makes you happy, I wouldn't stand in the way," said Miles. "Of course, it would be a shame not to have children. Unless you'd enjoy standing by and watching some man fill Tabby with his seed. Why, she could have the child, and you could raise it together-"

	"I'm not a lesbian, Daddy!" Susan said. "I want a man!"

	"A man like Kyle?"

	Susan didn't splash him this time. She just made a face. "Kyle is a boy. I need a real man."

	"What kind of man?" Miles asked.

	"Oh, I don't know." Susan shrugged her shoulders. But in point of fact, she did know. "Someone kind. Gentle. Understanding. Know anyone like that, Daddy?"

	Miles thought a moment. "No. But if I come across someone like that, you'll be the first to know."

	That earned him another splash.

	 

	*********

	 

	They had lunch on the banks of Sodomy Lake. There was a gentle current and sunlight kissed the water with brilliant freckles of yellow light. As they talked and ate, Miles noticed Susan holding up an apple.

	"I thought you didn't like apples."

	"I… I don’t." Susan looked uncertain for a moment. "But the ones Mom bought looked so tempting. Would you like it, Daddy?" She proffered it.

	Miles looked at the apple. It did look tempting. Then he smiled. "No, Honey, you take it."

	Susan smiled and bit into it with a crunch.

	"Good?"

	"Very good," she smiled back at him, with her mother's face.

	 

	*********

	 

	"Miles, is the dress too much?" 

	Miles immediately picked up on the tone of worry in Jessica's voice. She was clad in a bright red dress, even redder than her hair. The dress was beautiful on her, accentuating every curve, and showing off the tops of her marvelous melon shaped titties. 

	Miles took her in his arms. "Too much? It's not enough." He kissed her.

	"Miles." Her joy filled tone filled him with pleasure. "But it's a reunion. Should I be… showing off like this? What if men stare at me?"

	"Let them," Miles grinned. He looked so handsome in his dark suit. Jessica would have taken him right then and there for some lusty P into V action… but they were already late for the reunion. And there would be time for that later tonight, when they celebrated their anniversary.

	 

	*********

	 

	Marissa Forescin was a little drunk.

	Perhaps more than a little.

	Miles could smell the Bolivian Justice Whiskey on her breath.

	"Miles, so good to see you!" Marissa said, just a shade loudly. She rubbed his arm possessively, even as Jessica's eyes widened. "You're still looking fit after all these years."

	"Thank you, Marissa," said Miles. "You look good too."

	"Do I?" Marissa swirled around in her blue dress, which sparkled. "I tried to keep my figure. Do you like my dress? My husband Tom paid a fortune for it. He's a four dimensional investment banker, you know." Before Miles could reply she spoke again, "What do you do? Wait, don't tell me." She made a face. "Something with machines, right?"

	"Yes, I'm a programmer," said Miles.

	"Oh, that's so nice, you were always so mechanically minded," said Marissa, wrapping an arm around Miles. "Still, working with machines, it must get so lonely sometimes."

	"I try to keep him from getting lonely," said Jessica, pulling Miles away from her.

	Marissa looked at Jessica as if recognizing her for the first time. "Jessie! So good to see you? How are you? I'm fine."

	"How are you, I'm fine," Jessica replied, showing the proper concern.

	"That's good. Really good." Marissa licked her lips as if she looked thirsty. "You stole Miles away from me, if I recall."

	"Did I?" said Jessica, ignoring Miles warning look.

	"You did," said Marissa. "We were a steady couple before you came waltzing in with… those…." She cast a hand with a flourish at Jessica's half exposed titties. Marissa was much more modestly endowed. "Miles was always a mammary man, weren't you, Miles? No need to answer, I didn't mean to embarrass you, we all know. Tell me, Miles, have you ever wondered what it could have been like, if we had stayed together? We could have made the most maaaarvelous babies together." She looked up into his eyes. Suddenly the band struck up a song. "Care to dance, Mister?"

	Miles didn't look at Jessica. He didn't have to. "I'd love to Marissa… but I promised this dance to someone else."

	"Who?" Marissa looked genuinely puzzled.

	Miles smiled enigmatically and took Jessica by the hand.

	 

	*********

	 

	"I love you, Miles Collins," Jessica said, looking into his eyes with pure joy as they danced.

	"I love you too," said Miles. He cleared his throat. "You know, Marissa was never my girlfriend. We just had the one date-"

	"I know, Miles," she said in a deep, sexy voice. "You don't have to explain. Just dance, handsome." She moved cheek to cheek against him.

	Miles enjoyed the sensation of his lovely wife pressed against him. But his eyes went beyond her.   He frowned as he stared at the snack table. 

	Apples? There was a stack of apples in a bowl. What an odd thing to have at a fancy dress banquet!

	Jessica hugged him tightly as they swayed together. He felt the warmth of her titties through her dress and her breast control collar. "I'm sure half the women here would love to be in my place right now."

	"I'm sure that more than half the men here would love to be in mine," said Miles.

	"Really?" Jessica beamed.

	"Jessica, you're so gorgeous you… you kill me," said Miles.

	The crowd gasped as they watched Miles and Jessica kissed.

	 

	************

	 

	"Do you like it?" Jessica asked anxiously. They were sitting in their bedroom together, Jessica on the bed with a leg splayed between her ass cheeks.

	Miles raised his brand new nuclear golf club. "I love it."

	"Really?"

	"I do!"

	They hugged and kissed for a long moment. Then Miles gently disengaged. "My turn."

	He took a small package out of the closet.

	"What is it?"

	"Open it."

	Jessica gasped. It was a necklace, embedded with electrum gemstones… "Miles! Are these what I think they are?"

	"Yes," said Miles. "Virtue stones. They were mined and forged by black women. Black women in Africa."

	Jessica's eyes widened. "This must have cost you a fortune! Miles, we can't afford-"

	"I'd buy you ten necklaces if I thought that would make you happy," said Miles.

	"Oh, Miles, I am happy!" Jessica whimpered as she hugged him tightly. Miles felt her warm titties pressed against him through her gown and her breast control collar. When she pulled back, though, she looked conflicted. "And all I got you was that lousy nuclear golf club for an anniversary gift. Miles-"

	"Shhhh," he said, putting a finger on her lips. "This isn't a competition. I'd love you if all you got me was an apple."

	Jessica gave an odd laugh. "Like the apple of temptation, from the Garden of Eden?" As she spoke, she started to slip the gown off her shoulders, first the left, then her right. She let her expensive dress drop to the floor with a crump and stepped out of it. She looked so beautiful with her thick, wavy red hair. Her breast control collar barely restrained her lovely melon shaped titties. Miles could tell she was wearing one a half size too tight, as she sometimes did, to make them look even bigger. She stood there, in her control collar and panties, looking so tremendously fuckable.

	She drew him into her. "Make love to me, Miles," she said between passionate kisses. "Make love to me like it's your last night on Earth."

	 

	*********

	 

	Miles pumped lovingly into Jessie's vagina. He loved the space between her legs. Her triangle of pubic hair was brown, unlike the hair on her head, as brown as her labial lips, but he loved them all the same. He felt the warmth of moving inside her.

	Too long. It's been too long since we've done this, he realized.

	The best part was looking into Jessie's dark eyes. He could see her love for him so clearly reflected in her eyes. He loved the tight, wet slickness of her vagina; the wonderful softness and warmth of her titties; and the glorious feel of her body; but it was Jessie's eyes, framed by sexy dark eye shadow, which inflamed Miles the most. It was her pretty eyes which brought him to climax, her pretty eyes he stared into as he pumped her with his seed. As he climaxed, so did she, at nearly the same time, as if capping his shuddering conclusion with an exclamation point of her own.

	"I love you so much," he whispered, collapsing in her arms.

	They lay together for some time in the dark. Jessica stroked his body possessively. Marissa Forescin had awoken something in her, something she had trouble dispelling. She looked down at her husband. "What are you thinking?"

	"About Carmen," said Miles.

	"Carmen?"

	"You know, your mother, Carmen."

	"I know my mother's name, Miles! Why are you thinking of her now?" Jessica asked.

	"I just thought… maybe we could invite her over next weekend. It's her birthday, isn't it?'

	"Yes, and I'm surprised you remember it!" Or maybe she shouldn't have been surprised. Jessica  had been nervous when she first introduced her mother to Miles nearly 20 years ago, but her mother had taken one look at Miles and given Jessica a steely nod. After that they were inseparable. Whenever Mother would come over to visit she would be sure to sit by Miles and take his arm, and announce to everyone in hearing range that Miles was her new boyfriend. After Father died, it only became even more endearing.

	"Miles Collins," said Jessica sternly.

	"What?" said Miles, sitting up in bed.

	"You spent a day with your son, taking care of his needs. You spent a day with your daughter, taking care of her needs. You spent a tremendous evening with me, seeing to my needs--in every way--and now, your next thought is what to do for my mother? While we're still in bed together? During our anniversary?"

	"Dear, I just-"

	"I love you so much, Miles!" she said, hugging and kissing him fiercely. "You're an angel, do you know that?"

	 

	***********

	 

	Miles felt sore the following morning. But pleasantly sore. Jessica had demanded a rematch, but this time she had mounted him. She had moved so aggressively up and down on him that the skin of his penis hurt even as she brought him to climax. But he didn't say a word of complaint. He saw how much pleasure she felt, how she felt the tremendous need to show her love in an aggressive way. When Jessica finally climaxed on top of him with gritted teeth, it was as much a relief to Miles as it was to her.

	Today was Sunday. His last day before he had to go back to work. Miles had promised to spend it with Jesse--doing what, he didn't know, he would leave that up to her--but had requested a small boon.

	"Assball," said Jesse grimly.

	"It's just for two hours, in the morning," said Miles. 

	"You can record it, Miles!"

	"It's not the same as watching it live," said Miles. He saw the expression on her face. "One hour. I'll record the rest."

	Jessie's breasts heaved pleasantly. She kissed him on the lips. "Two hours, Miles. But not a minute more."

	And so after breakfast Miles sat at the holocom watching the assball playoffs. The San Francisco Bone Smugglers were playing the Cleveland Ass Pirates. Miles was fixated on Reginald Washington, the tight end for the Bone Smugglers. Washington had a tight, firm African African American ass, one that clenched and unclenched pleasantly as he ran with the ball. 

	If there was one thing Miles loved better than watching a good game of assball, it was watching a good game of assball while eating wieners. Miles loved eating a good juicy footlong while watching the assball players bend over, clenching their asses as they prepared for the next round of assplay.

	But there were no footlongs in the house, Jessica had forgotten to buy them.

	Miles looked at the coffee table. There were a pile of apples there.

	Those apples again.

	They sparkled in the light of the living room, as if they were magical. Miles, who had never particularly enjoyed apples, found himself reaching for one. It felt firm in his hand. He looked at it for a long moment, as if lost in thought. Then he put it in his mouth and took a bite. It was crisp and firm. Then he took another, and another.

	And then Miles gasped as his third bite suddenly went down the wrong way. He gasped, and gasped again, and tried to cry out, but his oxygen supply was cut off.

	Jessie! He mouthed wordlessly as his throat felt tight and he gasped for breath.

	The room spun about, and there was an intense pounding in his head. 

	Just before everything went black, Miles thought he saw a shining light in the distance…. 
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