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Chapter 1

‘He was also a caretaker- the same model as you.’

Luna is asleep in my room as Eve and I discuss our imminent departure at the dining table in the holding area. We plan on leaving early in the morning, but I want to learn more about what we can expect once we’re away from the station.

‘And you think he's still alive?’ I ask, concerned that Eve is holding onto false hope.

‘I don't know, but I need an answer,’ Eve’s dark eyes lock onto mine as she pauses. ‘He saved me.’

I fully understand what she's telling me in a way that I couldn’t comprehend before. If something were to happen to her or Luna, I wouldn't stop until I found them, but from what she's told me so far, it's not likely that he survived.

‘The creature sent a distress call to request entry to his station?’ I ask, a chill running through my body as I realize that the same thing easily could've happened to me.

‘Yes. It was about a month after I arrived. My ship was useless so we scuttled it. That was our first mistake.’ The way she says that makes my stomach clench and I grab her hand as her eyes fill with pain and the memories flood back.

‘The creature said that its ship was leaking hydraulic fluid and that if we had any to spare, it would take it and move on. Thomas agreed.’ She winces at the recollection.

‘Thomas was his name?’ I ask.

‘Yes. He had named himself before we met and was fully aware of what had happened outside.’ I wonder how that was the case but let Eve continue. ‘The creature appeared docile at first but by the time it revealed its true nature, it was too late.’

She rests her head in her hand as she remembers and I reach out, taking her other hand in mine and squeezing softly, the gesture reminiscent of what Luna does when I’m feeling distraught.

‘Thomas never knew what happened and was incapacitated almost immediately. I was given a sedative and taken onto its ship. You know the rest.’

That conversation replays itself on a loop in my mind and as soon as the airlock releases me, I walk towards the life support panel in the cargo bay to check the current status. There appears to be a sufficient amount of breathable air despite the current condition of the station and I remove my helmet.

It took us almost two weeks to locate 44756 and we encountered several raider vessels during our journey. Fortunately, the size of our ship made it easy to hide and we avoided being taken.

I’m wearing our sole survival suit, but that’s not the only reason I prefer to make an initial survey alone. Eve has been extremely distressed since our failed attempts to make contact with Thomas and I worry that what we find will be too difficult for her to process.

The electrical systems are flashing, but appear functional and after a rudimentary diagnostic, I return the station to full power. The overhead lights flicker on and I take a look around, suddenly unsettled by the familiarity of the layout.

I slide my hand across the smooth surface of the control console and notice that someone has tried to strip the wires and switches from the underside. It was done carelessly, but the majority of the wiring remains intact.

The multi screen display flickers on and I attempt to reboot it from the error screen. As the control panel powers back to life, I pull my pad from its pouch and search my database for the codes for this station.

Rather than fixed passwords, each station uses an algorithmic login that's dynamically generated for each use. Once I input the correct variables, I'm greeted by the welcome screen and my stomach twists itself into a knot.

‘Greetings, caretaker. Please wait while I run a full diagnostic on my memory and backup systems.’ The voice is eerily familiar and the unease that has permeated every corner of my mind is once again triggered.

Another person who was identical to me in every way lived here, worked here and possibly died here. That could have been my fate as well and this reminder fills me with dread about my new reality.

I take the opportunity to look around. If Thomas is here and alive, he's hiding himself well. The bedroom is identical to mine but the bed is unmade and I see a spray of dark fluid on the wall. I move a few steps closer to investigate, but cannot determine its origin.

I return to the control station and take a seat in the chair in front of the screens. The familiar position is surreal and I scroll through the status updates in an attempt to determine the last login.

Received a distress call from an alien vessel. Eve has encouraged me to ignore it, however the creature's condition appears to be critical and I have decided to grant permission to dock.

The message is chillingly familiar and I wonder how different things would have been if he had simply ignored the distress call. I notice a blinking dot on the map, indicating that the cryopod in the cargo bay is active. My pulse races as I realize that there is a body inside.

I race towards the cargo bay and hope that he is alive and only injured. A strange apprehension surges through me as I look at the metal casing and trace the contour of the glass with my finger. It’s translucent, frosted over and after a brief hesitation I push the button to unlock the container.

As the smooth convex metal and glass cover slides open, a familiar face greets me.


Chapter 2

It is an odd sensation to be faced with oneself and as I stare at the man in front of me, I'm suddenly forced to come to terms with what I am. There are thousands of us. I’m certain that many are dead, but there must be just as many still alive.

Do I want to find them?

His body is rigid and cold and as I check his vital signs on the cryopod monitor, I see no indication that there is any life left within him. I take one final, indulgent glance at the features I know so well- the strong jaw, the almost too straight nose and the broad shoulders that I’ve seen on myself for over a century. His hair is slightly longer than mine and I notice a short scar running from the right side of his upper lip.

I wonder how it happened.

My skin pimples and I’m unsure if it's my sudden fascination with this familiar stranger or the cool air escaping from the chamber that’s causing it. I reach out and touch the hard, pale flesh, immediately recoiling as I come face-to-face with my own mortality.

The airlock deactivates behind me and I brace myself for Eve’s reaction. Thomas is dead and I worry that this will be the thing that finally breaks her. Hurried footsteps rush towards me and I turn to see Eve’s dark eyes fixate on the man in front of me, widening slightly before turning her attention to me.

‘What do the logs say?’ She asks as she double checks his vital signs. There’s no indication of life, but I allow her to continue, hoping that she sees something I missed.

‘Nothing definitive. I was able to reboot the system, but the records are distorted.’ I say, watching as she pushes her finger against his neck, searching desperately for his pulse. She gives up and rushes towards the chamber’s electronic interface. Data from the last several months is stored in the terminal and she expertly pulls up the information, searching for any indication that he can be resuscitated.

I watch with dread as her frenzied movements slow and when she finally realizes that he’s gone, she buries her face in her hands. I take a step towards her, pulling her close as she leans into me. She needs me and as her body shakes and her tears wet the front of my jumpsuit, I stroke her hair and wrap my arms around her.

‘I’m sorry, Eve.’ Luna joins us, resting her hand on her friend’s back as she stares at me questioningly. After a few minutes, Eve pulls away and wipes the tears from her face, staring at us with naked rage.

‘I should’ve tried to return earlier. It’s my fault that he’s dead.’ The last word comes out as a sob. She’s being irrational, but I can understand her pain. ‘I wasted too much time, I…’ Her voice trails off and the anger disappears, replaced with an expression I can’t decipher.

‘There’s nothing you could’ve done, Eve. It looks like he died shortly after you were taken.’ Luna sits at the command console and reads through the automatically generated station updates as I pull Eve back into my arms. Her hot tears soak through my clothes and her body shakes uncontrollably.

‘Luna’s right.’ I murmur as I attempt to comfort her. Part of me wonders how much of her distress is linked to Thomas’ death and how much is due to her earlier experiences alone on the transport vessel. She and Luna have been through so much and Eve was forced to carry most of the burden. ‘You should rest.’

We lead her to the bedroom and help her onto the hard mattress. I turn to leave and she reaches out, pulling me towards her with a miserable expression on her face.

‘Stay with me.’ She says softly and I lay down beside her, wrapping my arms around her thin body and pulling her close as Luna leaves. The room is dimly lit and I hear the familiar, soothing sound of the life support cycle. Eve rests her head on my chest and silence pervades the space as she slides her fingernail across the seams of my jumpsuit.

‘Tell me about him.’ I say. This may be the closest I ever get to one of my brothers and I want to know more about who he was- if our similarities extended beyond our outward appearance. Eve remains silent and I worry that I’ve upset her.

‘He was kind.’ She says after a few minutes and for some reason, that simple statement fills me with joy.

During my time alone, I wondered how much humanity one could maintain when isolated for such an extended period of time. I often worried that I would not understand human interaction and would be unable to experience empathy or connection with another.

‘That is good to hear.’ The life support begins its filtration cycle with a subtle click and Eve sighs. Her tears have stopped and her breathing has returned to normal. I know that it will take time for her to get over her loss, but she needs to understand that she has Luna and I to help ease the burden.

‘What was it like to be isolated for so long?’ She asks and I’m unsure how to answer her question.

‘I wasn’t aware of the fact that I was alone. It was simply what I was created to do.’

‘You were never lonely?’ Her voice cracks slightly as she asks that and I worry that this conversation is reminding her of the time she spent on the transport vessel before she arrived here.

‘It’s difficult to miss what you’ve never known.’

‘So you never saw another living being until the alien?’ Her voice is growing faint and I can tell that she’s tired. She needs to rest and I press my lips against her dark hair as her body melts against mine and her breathing slows.

‘That’s correct. You and Luna are the first humans I ever met.’ I reply, remembering when I found them and how things have changed since then.

‘Do you love Luna?’ The words are almost a whisper and I consider what she’s asking. We’ve known each other for such a short amount of time, but I can’t imagine my life without her.

I’m ready to answer Eve’s question when I hear her softly snoring and pull myself from beneath her sleeping body, closing the door gently behind me as I leave the room.


Chapter 3

‘How is she?’ Luna asks. She’s seated at the main console when I join her in the control room. Her blue eyes are filled with concern for her friend and I shrug, unsure about what to tell her.

‘Sleeping.’

‘Good.’ Luna shifts her attention towards the monitor and points at a list of dates. ‘It looks like there have been several attempts to raid the station since she left. I’m surprised that it’s remained mostly intact.’

I lean closer, staring at the entry logs in an attempt to glean any information about the visitors. The station monitors lifesigns onboard and I can tell that there were several visits, we click into one of the logs but the species information is missing. The system appears to be repairing itself and as the data recompiles, I hope to discover what exactly happened here after Eve was taken.

‘It looks like two boarding parties came, then left almost immediately. I wonder if they were looking for something specific?’ she says and I’m surprised that she was able to interpret the fragmented information. Airlock usage is tied to the general station logs and each entry and exit is catalogued with species information.

‘Humans.’ I respond after looking more carefully at the data. ‘How can we determine if they were raiders?’

‘It’s hard to tell. There are groups that strip stations, but other than the alien that took Eve, these don’t appear to have been interested in stealing anything.’ I glance at the exposed wiring under the console and hope that she’s right. Luna continues to scour the logs and I return to the cargo bay to see if the rifle has been stolen from the lockbox.

I input my code and am surprised when the lock releases and the door swings open. The sidearm is in nearly new condition and I imagine Thomas following the same protocol as myself for its maintenance in the days before his death.

That thought disturbs me more than I'd like to admit and I'm jolted back to our present situation as the proximity alarm comes to life. I grab the rifle and return to the control room and Luna shifts her attention to me.

‘We’ve got visitors,’ she says as the color drains from her face and I feel my pulse quicken in anticipation.

Our ship is docked at the sole airlock, so if raiders were to attempt to board, they would need to enter through one of the two escape hatches. It’s not impossible, but difficult and most outsiders are likely unaware of this particular feature of the station.

‘Will they be able to get onboard?’ Luna asks with fear in her eyes. Her body is tense and now that I’m aware of the subtle gestures that are employed for non verbal communication, her fear is palpable.

‘They can, but it would take time. Hopefully they’ll see our ship docked here and move on.’ I say as I wait for an incoming transmission. After a few minutes the alarm goes silent and I assume our visitors have decided against raiding the station.

‘What’s happening?’ Eve asks frantically as she emerges from the bedroom, looking disheveled, and Luna explains. ‘We should grab everything that’s left here and move on.’ The panic in her voice is clear, but I don’t want to make any irrational decisions regarding our future.

‘I’m not leaving without a plan.’ I say firmly. ‘There’s no point in moving aimlessly between stations. We need to determine if there’s any sort of gathering place for survivors. There’s safety in numbers.’

‘What about Earth?’ Eve asks and Luna shakes her head.

‘I doubt it’s better there. When I left, it was chaos.’ Luna’s voice is soft and she wraps her arm around her friend, pulling her close.

‘We could try Neptune Orbital Prime, or one of the military bases on Triton,’ I say.

I wish that I knew more about possibilities in this region, but information I was given was kept at a minimum on purpose. The idea of visiting Prime is appealing, but it’s likely overrun and I can’t imagine we would be any safer there than on one of the orbital stations.

‘Would raiders know about Orbital Prime?’ Eve asks and I nod as I pull up the limited information about the platform on the console in front of me. I type in the coordinates of the large station, situated near Neptune and zoom in, attempting to determine how far from it we currently are.

‘Yes. It was the first stopping point for most traffic entering the system.’ I say, looking at the monitor and noticing several vessels within a few days of us. We’ll be risking too much by staying here, but with no idea where to go, I worry that we’ll make a mistake and fall into a far worse situation.

‘What about the Triton bases?’ Eve asks and pulls up the limited information on one of the consoles. I stare at the available data and shake my head.

‘Because Triton’s atmosphere is toxic, the bases are completely self-contained and are mostly below ground. We would likely need security codes and I don’t have the clearance necessary to access the interior structures.’ I say as frustration consumes me.

‘We have enough supplies to stay here. My vote is to do that until we can make a better decision.’ Luna’s position has always been clear and even though I would prefer that option, it’s becoming increasingly obvious that the station is not safe.

‘There’s a possibility that some remnants of the system government has been maintained on Prime. I would suggest heading in that direction. Our supplies aren’t limitless and hiding here isn’t realistic.’ Eve says and I feel like that could be the best plan.

‘Eve’s right. This station hasn’t received a delivery in months and the raiders will only keep coming. Neptune Orbital Prime may still be functional and if it is, it's likely our best bet.’ I say.

Even though Luna is not happy with the plan, she agrees and we decide to depart in two days.


Chapter 4

I join Eve on the ship as she conducts a series of repairs to the rudimentary deflector system.

‘Do you need assistance?’ I ask as I stand next to the service panel in the center of the ship. We determined yesterday that a short in the electrical systems was causing the malfunction and Eve is currently resoldering the wires that have worked their way loose from the ancient circuits that somehow manage to power the ship.

‘No, thanks,’ she says with a smile as she stands, making a final inspection of her work before moving to the control console and powering on the system. ‘I think it’s working, but unfortunately we won’t be able to test it until we’re away from the station.’

‘You’ve kept it running so far. I’m sure it will be fine.’ I say and Eve cocks her eyebrow as she studies me.

‘That doesn’t sound like something you’d normally say,’ she replies with a laugh. ‘I’ve never known good enough to be sufficient for you.’ She says and I feel my skin prickle the way it does when Luna is teasing me.

‘I’m learning to adjust my expectations,’ I reply and she laughs as she closes the distance between us and slides her short fingernail across my lips before leaning in and pressing her mouth awkwardly against mine. I’m in shock and grab her shoulders, pushing her away as my heart races and confusion fills my mind.

‘I’m not sure how Luna would feel about this.’ I object, taking a step back, even though every part of me wants to continue.

‘I just need to be with someone, Will.’ Eve’s eyes are soft and warm and I lean in, returning her kiss as I press her body against the wall and time stands still.

Her kiss is so different from Luna’s and that realization brings me back to the present and what I’m doing and that I need to stop. From what I understand, most humans prefer to remain monogamous and I feel a nagging guilt take hold as Eve’s tongue slides between my lips and she pulls me closer.

‘It’s ok,’ she murmurs as her palm caresses my cheek. ‘Luna wants this as much as I do.’ Her eyes lock onto mine and I suddenly worry that it's not me she wants, but a replacement for Thomas.

The concern drifts away as she kisses me again and my thoughts linger on the subtle differences between her and Luna. Where Luna is gentle and warm, Eve is more insistent, tilting her head and working on my jumpsuit with her fingers as I push my knee between her thighs.

I cup her full breast over the heavy fabric, sliding my thumb across her peaked nipple as she gasps and releases her dark, silken hair from its messy bun. Our motions are frantic and her breaths are short and her eyes widen as she curls her fingers around my cock.

‘I was never with him like this,’ she whispers and I know exactly who she means, but am surprised by her confession. They seemed so close. ‘I wanted to, but he told me to wait.’

The nagging doubts return, but I force them away again, giving in as her hand slides up and down my shaft and I pull the heavy fabric of her utility jumpsuit away from her shoulders and stare at her for a few moments. Her breasts are fuller than Luna’s and her nipples are a dusky rose that darkens as the peaks tighten from the cool air.

I lean closer, taking one between my lips, sucking it softly as she slides her fingers through my hair and tightens her grip. As I shift to her other breast, I slide my hand between her thighs, caressing the soft, wet flesh as her body relaxes and a gasp escapes her throat.

When I reach her clit, her eyes close and she arches her back against the smooth metal wall. My lips find hers again and this time I feel more assured that it’s me she wants and that this is the right thing to do.

My desire for her is all consuming and as she tugs off the remnants of her clothing, I lift her up and she wraps her legs around me as I work my way inside of her tight opening. Each thrust is met with a gasp as she shifts her hips, allowing me to push myself deeper inside.

Part of me wants to go slower, to find out what she wants and ensure that she’s satisfied, the way Luna was the first time we were together, but my body has other ideas. Her hot breath flits across my skin as her taut body writhes against mine and her gasps and moans tell me that she’s enjoying this as much as me.

Her tight tits bounce as she braces herself against the wall, arching her back as I hold onto her thighs and lower my gaze, watching myself roughly penetrate her before lowering her to the ground. She’s shaking and I carry her to the small bed in the back of the ship. We replaced the worn, dirty mattress with a new one from the holding area and her sweaty body slides against the smooth plastic as I lower her onto it, giving myself a break as I drink her in.

Her skin is darker than Luna’s and nearly flawless and she laughs nervously as I stare at the faint muscles on her taut torso and her slim hips and thighs.

‘What?’ she asks and I shrug before lowering myself on top of her and kissing her neck and breasts.

‘You’re beautiful,’ I whisper and she laughs again before adjusting her hips and guiding me inside, gasping once she’s filled completely. She wraps her legs around me, squeezing as I thrust harder and deeper and faster and try to hold back as her body clenches around me and a deep moan escapes her throat. When I let go, releasing inside of her as I hang my head, I hope that I haven’t ruined what I have with Luna to satisfy my base urges.

Eve pulls me into her arms and I give in, enjoying the sensation of her sweaty body against mine as I relax and allow her to comb my hair with her fingers.

‘Promise me you’ll never leave us, Will,’ she murmurs as her breath slows and her heartbeat returns to a normal rate. I slide my finger across her sharply puckered nipple, causing it to tighten further as I pull myself back into the present and kiss her again.

‘I promise.’


Chapter 5

I find Luna in the control room, downloading the station logs. She is running a program to decrypt the secure information and I’m surprised at how adept she’s become with the frustratingly tedious task. I lean over, staring at the encrypted information as it flashes across the screen and fear that I’m going to lose her over what happened with Eve.

‘I need to tell you…’ I start and Luna smiles, silencing me with a kiss. She pulls away and runs her fingers through her long blonde hair, her eyes bright as she smiles.

‘It’s ok, Will. I wanted the three of us to be together.’ Indescribable happiness wells up inside of me and I briefly consider how much everything has changed and I can’t imagine my life without either of them. ‘I should be able to extract some useful information from these logs. If nothing else, they contain data about the ships that were docked and we can use that to determine which ones to avoid.’

‘That’s good, I’m glad you figured it out,’ I say with a smile. Everything about her is surprising and every day I learn something new. I let her continue as I make a lap around the station, looking for any additional items that could be useful.

‘Ready?’ Eve asks as she carries the last of the supplies onto the ship.

‘Yes, I need to grab a few things from storage.’ I say as Luna joins her and they sort the food and medical equipment we’ve brought on board. I walk through the deactivated airlock and head towards the bedroom and the dispensing cabinet next to the small desk.

I retrieved a few dozen of the red and blue pills from my station before I left and realize now that I’ll need significantly more if I want to share with Luna and Eve. I still don’t understand exactly how they work, but as I pry open the panel and hundreds of the small capsules fall out, I think about Thomas and how mortality is something that I’m not excited about experiencing.

I manage to fit them all into a small metal container and retrieve the survival suit and a few other clothing items from the closet. We’ve taken everything of value to trade and I look around the station, wondering if I’ll ever board another.

I ensure the master console is locked and turn to stare at the cryopod one last time. We debated ejecting Thomas’ body into space, but decided that his place is here, where he spent his life. The glass is frosted over, but the thought of the hollow shell of my twin inside sends a chill pulsating through me and I pause before turning to leave.

By the time I reactivate the airlock and board the ship, Eve's completed the preparations for departure and we release the docking clamps with a jolt. Eve and I take turns at the controls while Luna assists with navigation. We've estimated that it will take several weeks to reach Orbital Prime and even though it will slow our progress, I’ve made a map of the larger asteroids that can be used for cover on our journey.

As the days stretch into weeks and we move closer to our destination, I worry about what we’ll find. Although we pass several orbital stations, we decide to avoid them completely, concerned that they’re already overrun or stripped of their valuables. We have enough supplies to last for another month, in the event that we need to alter our plans.

As we pass Neptune, we slow, staying silent until a message comes through the relay system.

‘Please state your origin and business.’

The message sounds reassuringly official and I glance at Eve before responding with the requested information. In return, we receive our docking coordinates. As I input them, she shrugs and I proceed to enter the large bay that’s filled with various ships, none familiar to me.

One of my duties on Orbital Station 55792 was to observe approaching vessels and determine their origin. These appear to be a modified fleet that fuses Sol system ships with alien technologies. I am extremely curious, but as we dock, I realize that this is not our current priority, finding out what’s going on here is.

Luna joins Eve and myself outside of the ship and looks around as several human males with large weapons approach us. They’re outfitted in the apparel of the military, but nothing about them looks as though they are official representatives of the government.

‘Who the fuck are you?’ One with a long scar down the side of his face asks as he eyes me suspiciously.

‘Will,’ I respond and one of the men raises his rifle, aiming it at me as I raise my hands.

‘Put your gun down, you prick.’ A voice shouts out from my left and I keep my gaze fixed on the man with the gun, hoping he listens to whoever this is. ‘It’s one of the clones.’

The three of us are escorted through the winding corridors of the station and I notice that much of the electronic equipment has been stripped. Exposed wires reach through the broken walls as if they’re attempting to escape the once pristine white metal and the remaining status monitors flicker eerily.

Luna stares at me, concern filling her eyes as we’re taken into a large room that was likely once a dining hall. Now it’s filled with weapons and various detritus. Several scantily clad women are seated on the sofas lining the walls and I hear Luna gasp as her gaze lingers on one, then covers her mouth as she turns to stare at me. I want to know what she saw, but even though there’s no longer a gun aimed at me, I’m not certain we’re safe.

Whatever she has to say can wait.

A man walks towards us, his familiar gait measured and assured and as his face comes into focus and the men around us back away, the relief I should be feeling immediately morphs into fear.


Chapter 6

‘Wow,’ he breathes, taking a few steps closer as he studies me. ‘Its uncanny.’

I stay still, nervous despite the fact that this man is my brother. His features are clearly mine and even though there is no doubt in my mind that he is my twin, I notice subtle differences. A small scar runs down his cheek and his hair is tousled and unkempt, but anyone who saw the two of us together would instantly know what we are.

‘It’s like a fucking family reunion, right?’ His words send a chill through me as I take note of the light wrinkles that crease his eyes as he smiles, leaning closer to get a better look at me. ‘What do they call you, brother?’

‘Will,’ I reply, still uncertain about our current situation. The fact that he is here and clearly in charge should reassure me, but as I see his gaze shift to Luna and Eve, I begin to question his motives and wonder if he can be trusted. I stare at the dozen or so men posted around the cargo bay, focusing on the large weapons they hold and wonder how many there are.

‘Will,’ he growls, his voice deeper than mine and tinged with a rough edge. ‘I don’t like it.’

I don’t know how to respond. It’s simply a name, a way to differentiate myself from others. He slides his fingers through his dark hair in a way that’s intensely familiar and I notice what he’s wearing. It’s the uniform of the system military, that of a commander and I wonder how he acquired it. Over the beige uniform, a dark coat hangs to just below his knees and a pair of black, polished boots give him an air of authority.

‘My name is Max. It’s short for Maximus. What do you think?’ He asks, widening his eyes slightly at the end of the question and I nod.

‘It’s a good name,’ I respond, telling him what he wants to hear.

‘It’s a great name,’ he shouts as he looks at one of his henchmen, who snorts in agreement. His eyes return to Eve and Luna, who are clearly uncomfortable with the direction of the conversation. ‘That blonde one is cute. How much?’

‘How much for what?’ I ask, even though I fully understand what he's asking. Luna and Eve have told me about the slave trade and what sort of life the women who are bought and sold can expect to live. I suddenly regret coming here and want to leave now, but I fear that it won’t be that simple.

‘The women. They look clean.’ Max takes a step away from me and towards Luna and her eyes widen with anger as he approaches.

‘They’re not for sale,’ I say clenching my fists as I glare at him, willing to do anything to keep him away from them. Eve looks at me with panic in her eyes and Max spins on his heel and returns his attention to me.

‘Relax man. Jesus, you're like a fucking robot.’ Max glances at one of the guys standing next to him, a large human with tattoos lining his muscular arms and a patch over his right eye, and laughs. ‘Was I like this when you first met me?’

The man shakes his head as he scoffs and Max throws his arm around my shoulder.

‘Walk with me.’ He says and I glance towards Luna and Eve. I don't want to leave them alone, but I'm worried that things will only get worse for all of us if I refuse to join him. He notices my distress and laughs.

‘Don’t worry, man, they'll be fine,’ he says with a nod towards his associate and I walk with him as he leads me down another corridor, talking about the station as if it belongs to him. ‘You're the first one of us I've met. Well, the first live one.’

He says that with a laugh and I don't know how to respond. I've wanted this for so long, dreamed of it and now I'm face to face with a monster. I have so many questions, but asking them feels almost counter productive at this point, so I let him continue, swallowing my bile as he chatters incessantly.

‘You know, I was like you before,’ he says, but doesn’t elaborate on what before means. He runs his hand through his hair and scoffs, looking towards me as I match his stride and attempt to commit the layout of the corridors to memory.

‘But I realized that I was more than my assignment.’ As he says that, he looks at me and narrows his eyes. ‘Did you ever feel the same?’

The question hits me like a punch in the gut and I wince as I remember the creature’s death and the painful realization that I was alone.

‘Not exactly,’ I offer. ‘But we were created for a singular purpose- without that, we would not exist.’

Max’s expression turns blank and I’m unsure if I’ve upset him. His pace quickens and when he looks at me again, the wicked gleam in his eyes has returned and I feel a heightened sense of anxiety. I dislike him, but we are at his mercy and I don’t want to do or say anything that will cause him to lash out.

‘When did you stop taking the pills?’ I ask, attempting to find some sort of commonality between us.

‘Years ago,’ he responds. ‘The resupply ship had been delayed and I ran out,’ he says as he stops abruptly and slams his fist against the metal wall violently, exhaling sharply at the memory. ‘I nearly starved to death.’

I imagine what that must have been like: the absolute terror of being trapped and not knowing when help would arrive. He pulls himself together and returns his gaze to me, a smile tugging at his lips as his dark eyes brighten.

‘Wanna see something cool?’ He asks and I shrug. He motions for me to follow and we walk in silence through the dimly lit corridors. The lights that line the dirty white halls flicker and I wonder how he is able to keep the complicated web of systems running with such a small contingent.

Like the smaller orbital stations, Neptune Orbital Prime is powered by a specially designed fission core that, in theory, should run in perpetuity. The power shortage indicates significant maintenance issues and I hope that the core hasn’t been disturbed. An explosion could dislodge the station from its orbit and send the large structure into space where it would wreak havoc on the Kuiper Belt.

A door slides open and we walk into a sterile room. The lighting here is reassuringly stable and several dozen cryopods are arranged six across throughout the large space.

‘Look inside,’ he instructs and I stare through the glass and am shocked to see my face again.

‘Crazy isn’t it?’ Max asks as he pushes a button on one of the pods and the lid slides open. ‘They’re our replacements.’

The way he says it makes my skin crawl and I return my gaze to my frozen twin. I remember the strange connection I felt when I saw Thomas, but that emotion has now been replaced with fear that the man lying unconscious in front of me could also become like Max, if given the chance.

‘What do you mean, replacements?’ I ask. I’m still uncertain if Max is a reliable source of information, but I want to know more, so I gently pry, hoping to uncover additional information about my origin.

‘You haven’t figured it out yet, have you?’ He asks and I have no idea what he’s talking about. ‘Jesus, you’re fucking stupid, aren’t you? What’s the first thing you remember?’

‘Emerging from the pod,’ I reply hesitantly as I remember the sensation of life itself. Nothing existed before and that initial moment of consciousness was exquisite, the first breath of life utterly transcendent.

‘Right,’ he leads, cocking his eyebrow as he slides his finger down the cheek of the replicant in front of me. ‘Did you ever feel that way again?’

I consider his question carefully, remembering times when I would wake from an exceptionally deep sleep and become overwhelmed by a similar, if slightly less intense, sensation.

‘Do you really believe that you’ve been alive for a century?’ Max asks and I’m suddenly overwhelmed and feel faint as what he’s telling me comes clearly into focus; the times I would struggle to wake and feel as though my body was made of stone, the strange lapses in memory and the fact that I would occasionally feel disconnected from my physical form. ‘You’re starting to understand, aren’t you? These creatures were created to replace me, you- all of the replicants that manned the orbital stations. We’re disposable.’


Chapter 7

We’re disposable.

Max’s words ring in my ear as I return to my quarters an hour later. The door slides open and I relax when I see Luna and Eve waiting for me in the dimly lit space. Luna rushes into my arms and hugs me tightly and I return the gesture, kissing the top of her head as I feel her heart racing. Eve exhales softly and even though she is less demonstrative, I sense that her relief is just as intense.

‘Are you alright?’ I ask, directing the question at Eve and Luna nods.

‘We’re fine.’ Eve responds, but the way she’s biting her lip nervously indicates that she’s not being entirely truthful.

‘What’s wrong?’ I ask. I’m suddenly exhausted and lay down on the bed, pulling Luna into my arms as I focus on Eve.

‘They have slaves, Will. Hundreds of them.’ Eve’s voice cracks as she says that and I see her wipe a tear away from her eyes. ‘Mostly women and children, they’re being held in cages in one of the cargo bays.’

‘A girl I knew is there.’ Luna says softly and I suddenly understand why she was so upset earlier. I pull her close as Eve sits down beside us and exhales.

‘Did you find out anything useful?’ She asks and the memory of the rows of pods rushes back. I shake my head as she pulls her hair out of her bun and runs her fingers through the thick mane as she leans against the metal wall. She looks concerned and gnaws her lip as her brow furrows with concern. ‘We shouldn’t have come here.’

I consider telling them about what I’ve learned but decide against it. The revelation about my origin is irrelevant to our current situation and I don’t want to distress them further.

‘We need to leave, but I worry that Max won’t let us go,’ I say, remembering the way he looked at Eve and Luna and realizing that he would be more than happy to dispatch me if it meant he could take possession of them.

Luna trails her finger across my chest and the air purification sequence cycles on, a loud thud noticeable as a current of air streams out of the vent and blows in our direction.

‘We can’t stay here, Will,’ Eve says as she places her hand on Luna’s and stares at me. ‘If we don’t leave, I’m worried that he’ll take us and…,’ her voice trails off and I understand exactly what she means.

‘We need to get my friend first,’ Luna says. ‘I can’t leave her behind.’

‘I understand, but leaving isn’t going to be easy as it is and I’m not sure how we can…acquire her,’ the word is distasteful and I hate saying it.

‘We have the cargo we took from the orbital station, maybe that would be enough for a trade.’ Luna says hopefully, but I’m doubtful.

‘We’ll figure something out.’ Eve says softly as she leans towards the other woman and when her lips meet Luna’s, my body responds almost instantly.

It’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever seen and Luna sits up, positioning her body over me as the kiss intensifies and the stress of the past few days dissipates and we’re simply three people who desperately need each other.

Luna’s fingers pull at Eve’s zipper, releasing it as her hand slides inside the other woman’s jumpsuit. Eve lets out a gasp as Luna’s fingernail slides over her nipple and I watch as their kiss intensifies and I’m momentarily forgotten.

I never imagined that something like this could happen, that women could be attracted to each other or that they would be interested in something that has no purpose other than the pursuit of pleasure. As Eve pushes Luna on the bed next to me and helps remove the blonde’s clothing, I watch with interest.

‘What?’ Luna asks as her eyes lock with mine and I lean down to kiss her lips as Eve spreads her thighs and kisses the soft pink skin between them. Luna moans as Eve sticks out her tongue and slides it through the other woman’s slit, causing Luna’s body to jerk involuntarily.

I slide my finger over Luna’s softly puckered nipple, pinching it as Eve continues. ‘What does she taste like?’ I ask.

‘Delicious,’ Eve responds with a wicked grin. Luna’s flesh is glistening and I’ve never seen her so wet before. ‘Want to try it?’

I nod and Eve moves towards me, pressing her wet lips against mine as I smell and taste Luna’s juices. My cock is pressing uncomfortably against my jumpsuit, and even though I want to satisfy myself, watching them is too alluring.

‘Do you want me to show you?’ Eve asks and I nod as she takes my hand and pulls me towards the end of the bed. Luna shifts her body, spreading her thighs further apart and I stare at her pussy for a few seconds before Eve leans over to part the flesh with her fingers. When she slides her fingernail over a tiny nub nestled in the top, Luna grasps the sheets and moans again.

‘Lick her here.’ Eve instructs and I do as I’m told, inhaling Luna’s earthy scent before sliding the tip of my tongue awkwardly over the protrusion.

‘Mmmmh,’ Luna moans and I do it again.

‘Good job, now suck it between your lips, like this,’ Eve demonstrates and I have to adjust my hips as I harden more. I attempt to do what she did and elicit a similar reaction from Luna, whose body is writhing with pleasure as she watches us. ‘Now push your fingers inside her and curl them, like this.’

Eve shows me and I mimic her, moving the tips of my fingers slightly as I use my thumb to tease Luna’s clit. As I do that, Eve moves towards her friend and kisses her, then takes her nipple between her lips and sucks softly.

‘I think she likes that,’ I say as I feel Luna clench around me and I can’t hold off any longer. She’s so wet and her quivering body needs to be filled. I undress and give myself a few short strokes before pushing myself inside of her. She rolls me onto my back and moves her hips as Eve pulls off her clothes and joins us, straddling my face as I slide my tongue through her slit and she writhes on top of me, pushing herself onto my lips as I breathe in her ripe scent.

‘Oh god,’ Luna moans as Eve twists and pulls her soft nipples and I feel her release a flood of liquid onto me as she cries out. My body is sticky with her fluids and they crawl off of me as Eve slides her tongue through it and takes my cock into her mouth.

Luna crawls towards me, leaning down to kiss me as Eve sucks my rigid dick, making me forget about everything else but them and the pleasure we’re giving each other right now. As Eve mounts me and begins to rock slowly, I wrap my hands around her hips and guide her, watching as Luna moves behind her and kisses her neck and caresses her breasts.

When her hand slides down Eve’s torso and massages her clit, I feel Eve’s body spasm violently and I can’t hold off any longer. I let go, shooting a thick rope of cum inside of her as my body relaxes and I go limp. Luna crawls into the crook of my arm and Eve positions herself on the other side of me as my heartbeat slows and my breathing returns to normal.

‘I’ll talk to Max tonight,’ I say and Luna snuggles closer as Eve kisses me softly.


Chapter 8

‘How much for one of the slaves?’ I ask as Max and I sit in the dining area and someone places a tray of food in front of us. It’s loaded with meat and vegetables and when a plate of fruit arrives soon after, my eyes widen.

‘Better than those cardboard bars, right?’ Max asks with a raised eyebrow and I grab a green, round fruit, biting into it as the taste creeps across my tongue and sends a jolt of pleasure racing through me.

It’s the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted and despite myself, I take another, the sweet juice running down my chin as I devour it and greedily search for another.

‘Calm down, man. There aren’t any shortages here.’ Max yells at the server to bring us more and I grab a different fruit, this one red with purple flesh. It’s slightly more bitter, but the sensation of the taste and texture is intoxicating.

‘I think they were trying to kill us with that shit. A trader visited the station I monitored and offered the shipment of food he was transporting for some of the spare parts from the med bay. After that, I could never go back to those rodent pellets.’

‘You traded parts from the station?’ I ask, unable to imagine this man working in the same capacity as myself.

‘Fuck yeah,’ he laughs and I put the fruit down on the table and take a drink of water. ‘It was so easy, too. As soon as I broke something, they would send a replacement. I had about five guys visiting me regularly. Some would bring drugs, others food and I managed to assemble a small arsenal. The shit on that station was valuable and as long as it kept running, it made no difference to me if they took it all.’

‘The supervisors never found out?’ I ask and he bursts into a cackle.

‘They did eventually, but it took years and by then I’d discovered the truth about us.’ He cuts a piece of meat and shoves it into his mouth. ‘Try the steak, man. It’s going to be rough digesting it the first time, but the experience is worth the misery, trust me.’

I look at the large slab of meat in front of me and hesitantly cut a piece away, then chew. He’s right, the taste and texture is something I’ve never experienced before and I want more. I saw through the bloody flesh and shove another piece into my mouth and repeat the process again.

‘Slow down, man. It’s not a race.’ I’m disgusted by the man seated in front of me, but I can feel myself empathise with him in ways I never expected. I experienced a similar hiccup in the resupply delivery, but when I realized something was amiss, I rationed for a week until the delayed shipment arrived.

Had my circumstances been different, I wonder if I could have ended up like him. I tell myself that’s impossible, that he’s an anomaly, a malfunctioning unit, but the thought rings hollow and I refocus my attention back to him.

‘More than you have,’ he says as he drops another piece of meat on his plate and saws at it with his serrated knife. The low din of the men that surround us is as much background noise as the life support systems and I’m learning to ignore it.

‘What?’ I ask as I grab a new fruit and bite into it.

‘For the slave,’ Max says as he chews. ‘Unless you’re willing to make a trade, of course.’

My body freezes and I’m filled with revulsion at what he’s proposing. I attempt to remain calm even though every instinct urges me to wrap my hands around his neck and strangle the life out of this man who may resemble me physically, but is different in every other way.

‘No, that’s not possible,’ I say as I swallow and take a drink of water.

‘The slave trade is extremely profitable, you know,’ he continues as he chews the meat slowly, then shoves another large piece into his already full mouth. ‘It’s insane that I’m involved in it considering the fact that I didn’t even know what money was when I was on the orbital station.’

He belches loudly and gives me a crooked smile. ‘Didn’t take me long to figure it out, though.’

‘Yeah,’ I say as I laugh and my stomach turns. I pick at the food on my plate, desperate to learn more about what’s going on in the system, but unsure what to ask. ‘How did you end up here?’

‘Once traders learned that I was willing to swap technology for goods, my orbital station was a regular stop,’ he takes another bite and chews loudly, waving at a guy that’s walking by. The room has emptied, but a few of the other occupants glance at us suspiciously. From what I’ve observed, Max only has a few dozen men. I wonder how many of them would be willing to turn on their psychotic leader.

‘This was all before the collapse, so I was still receiving regular shipments. I was able to rig the system to report that certain items were broken and a new shipment would arrive a few weeks later. There were thousands of orbital stations, so I realized that it would be a while before the government realized anything was wrong.’

‘Of course, that also meant that I was a target,’ he stares at me as he says this, then takes a drink. ‘At some point, I made a trade for weapons and when a few assholes came aboard trying to take what I was selling by force, I did what I had to do.’

‘You killed them?’ I ask, not entirely surprised.

‘Yeah,’ he says with a smile. ‘Their ship was nice and they had a few female slaves ready to be sold. They were nice, too.’

I feel the blood drain out of my face when I think about Eve and Luna, realizing how terrified they must have been when I found them, assuming I would do something similar.

‘The ship had portal capabilities, so I left the system and spent some time in Alpha Centauri. When I heard about the plague, I returned with a few mercenaries, ready to assume control of this station. Fortunately we’re immune to the plague and taking over was easy- the remaining soldiers were more than happy to make a deal, so here I am,’ he says as he spreads his arms, looking extremely satisfied with his decisions.

I feel disgusted. Every concern about my own humanity has manifested itself in this person seated in front of me, chewing loudly on a piece of nearly raw meat. I put down my utensils and take a breath as I attempt to calm myself.

‘I can tell you don’t approve,’ he says. ‘Unfortunately, that’s the world we live in now: eat or be eaten.’ As he says that, he shoves another piece of meat into his mouth and laughs. ‘I intend to eat. If you let me know which one you’re interested in, I’ll give you an hour with her- you know, a gift for my favorite brother.’


Chapter 9

‘So, which one caught your eye?’ Max asks.

We’re in a large room off the cargo bay and I study the terrified women in front of me, trying to remember how Luna described her friend: red hair, dark eyes, freckles. There are two possible options and I point at one, hoping I chose correctly.

I’m not sure if Max will give me another chance.

‘Good choice,’ Max chuckles. ‘I like redheads, too.’ He motions for the jailer to retrieve the frightened woman and I watch as he grabs her arm roughly, dragging her towards the door as she hangs her head in submission.

‘I’ve got a room over here you can use, but let me know if she acts up. I had a lot of fun with her, but someone else told me that she bites.’ A cruel laugh escapes Max’s throat and I’ve never felt such an intense hatred towards anyone.

He thrives on the fierce chaos that surrounds him and no matter how he justifies his loathsome behavior, he’s enjoying the world he’s created for himself. ‘If she tries anything like that with you, just give her a smack and she’ll straighten out.’

The terrified girl glares at me and I’m worried she’s going to do more than bite me when we’re finally alone. We walk through the corridors to a small room near the dining hall. Max opens the door and motions for me to enter.

The guard pushes her through the door and she runs towards the corner, cowering as she lowers her eyes and shivers. She’s wearing a thin dress and her pale skin is covered in goose pimples from the cool, dry air. I can’t imagine what man would get any pleasure out of being with someone who despises them, but I push that thought out of my mind and try to keep calm.

‘One hour and if you break her, you buy her- got it?’ He laughs again and says something crude to the jailer as he shuts the door and locks it behind us. As I turn my attention to the woman, I hold out my hands, hoping to calm her down.

‘I’m not going to hurt you,’ I say softly as I take a step closer. She stares at me, her hazel eyes flecked with gold as she bares her teeth and I remember Max’s warning. ‘I’m here with Luna, do you remember her?’

A look of recognition flits across her face as the woman’s eyes widen and her stance softens.

‘Luna?’ she asks, her soft voice caressing the name. ‘She’s here?’

‘Yes,’ I respond, hoping this information will help ease her fear. ‘We want to get you off the station.’

She stands to her full height, her voluptuous body barely covered by a thin white dress that leaves little to the imagination. I can see her dark red nipples through the material and when she catches me staring, she crosses her arms across her full breasts and shakes her head.

‘But you’re going to want something in return, I’m sure.’ The lightly accented words are filled with venom and I worry that she’ll never trust me now. The small room is silent except for her short breaths and I take a step back to let her know that I won’t touch her.

‘I only want to make Luna happy, I don’t need anything from you.’ Her eyes moisten as she chews her lip.

‘It doesn’t work like that,’ she says. ‘I’m sure you’ll be expecting some sort of payment.’

The cooling system cycles on, but with a noticeable thud after the initial purr of the filtration cycle. It disturbs me and I shake my head, focusing my attention back on the task at hand.

‘What’s your name?’ I ask, attempting to shift the conversation to something less pressing. I need to convince her that I mean no harm. She narrows her eyes, still attempting to determine if she can trust me or not and after a few seconds, she appears to soften.

‘Ida.’

‘Ok, Ida, I don’t want to hurt you, I need you to understand that.’ Her defenses are slowly crumbling and as she sits down on the bed, I feel like she could help us if I can get her to cooperate.

Her eyes fill with hope, then dim slightly as she casts her gaze at the floor. ‘What about the others? I can’t leave knowing that they’re still trapped here.’

‘The others?’ I ask, oblivious as to why she would be hesitant to leave.

‘The other women, the children, there are so many being held. I can’t just abandon them,’ her eyes fill with pain. ‘He’s cruel, he enjoys watching us suffer.’

‘I don’t know, Ida, he’s a dangerous man. I doubt there’s anything we can do for the rest, but we’re offering you the chance for a new life.’

‘I won’t go,’ she says as she crosses her arms and turns away and I feel frustration course through my veins. If she doesn’t want to leave, then she can stay- it’s not my problem and I can’t help them all, it’s impossible.

‘He forces the ones who displease him to fight against animals or his soldiers,’ her voice trails off. ‘He won’t open the gates until there’s only one survivor.’

I have a hard time believing what she’s telling me. Max is a monster, but where is the entertainment in watching the helpless suffer. As we continue to talk about what she’s seen, my anger grows and I realize that he needs to be stopped.


Chapter 10

‘How was she?’ Luna asks as I enter the room, locking the door behind me as Eve moves away from the circular window and sits in a nearby chair.

‘Terrified,’ I reply honestly. ‘I told her about our plan, but she’s not convinced. Unfortunately, neither am I.’

‘We’re getting her out,’ Luna says definitively and while I appreciate her determination, the odds are definitely stacked against us. ‘I also found something interesting when I was looking for information.’

Luna motions for me to join her at one of the computer terminals in the room. She begins typing and I notice that she’s managed to access the station logs from before Max’s takeover. As she scrolls through the data, I look at the dates, remembering where I was during that time and how little I understood about what was happening around me.

‘What are we looking at?’ I ask as I lean over and she opens a folder labelled command. The logs appear to be similar to those on the orbital stations, but contain meta information that was inaccessible to me.

‘I was checking the records from when Max arrived on the station. The majority of the logs have been corrupted, but it was before the initial reports of the plague by several weeks.’

‘He told me that he returned after it had already spread,’ I murmur, my skin prickling at the revelation. Max never bothered to hide his disdain for those who created us, but why would he lie about his arrival. ‘That the station had been decimated and the survivors surrendered almost immediately.’

‘That’s not true,’ Luna says as she opens a file and a face stares back at me. It’s a video log and when Luna plays it, I strain to hear what he’s saying. The man’s voice is almost a whisper and the quality is terrible, but his words paint a clear picture of exactly what happened.

The boarding party is continuing to execute hostages. Their leader claims to possess a pathogen that could devastate the population of the Kuiper Belt and possibly beyond. We request immediate assistance. Their leader is one of the clones… sssh….

The recording dissolves to static, but I continue staring at the screen, unable to process what I’ve heard.

‘Is it possible that Max…’ Eve’s voice trails off and I shake my head. If he was capable of doing something like this, then so am I and I can’t consider that possibility.

‘No!’ I shout, refusing to accept this even though I know it’s the truth. He did this to us. He created this genocide and now he’s benefiting from the destruction he’s wreaked upon humanity. My head is spinning and I lower myself onto the bed, desperate for clarity. Could the video be manufactured?

Would Eve and Luna create something like this to poison me against my brother?

I push the thought away almost as soon as it surfaces and realize that it’s the truth and that he is the cause of all of this and can’t be allowed to continue.

‘Are you ok, Will?’ Eve’s soft voice pierces through the chaos in my mind and I pull myself away from the precipice, refocusing on the problem at hand and realizing that Max needs to pay for what he’s done, that his sins are too immense to brush aside.

‘No,’ I murmur as she pulls my head onto her lap and Luna joins us. ‘What he’s done is incomprehensible.’

‘I know,’ Eve says as she combs her fingers through my hair. I wish I could stay here forever, bask in their touch and words and as Luna hums the familiar tune, the need for revenge fills me.

‘He must die,’ I say as the words send a chill through me. The thought of killing him is terrifying, but I think about what I’ve seen, all of the lives that he destroyed and realize that he would do it again without a second thought.

‘We need to get him alone- offer him Luna. He’ll want to break her in,’ Eve says dispassionately and the flat tone of her voice sends chills through my body. We’re discussing killing a man and even though what he’s done is egregious, I’m uncertain if I’ll be able to go through with it.

‘I’ll do it,’ Luna says in response as we plan our revenge.


Chapter 11

‘I want to make a trade.’

Max and I are seated in the dining hall. I’m sliding the food around on my plate as Max talks about his latest acquisition, a blue skinned prostitute from Lalande. I don’t care, but attempt to look interested as I repeat the plan in my mind for the hundredth time. A million things could go wrong, but I force myself to concentrate on why we’re doing this.

‘Which one? The blonde?’ Max drops his fork and leans back in his chair. ‘I guess your hour went better than I thought.’

‘Yeah, she was great,’ I say, my mouth suddenly dry. I take a drink of water and try to smile, but feel like he can read my mind and knows exactly what we have planned.

‘Blondes get a good price so we’ll make it an even trade.’ He exhales and motions for one of his men to approach, whispering into his ear as I strain to hear what he says. When he returns his attention back to me, I clench my fist beneath the table, digging my nails into the palm of my hand. ‘I have to be honest, I can’t wait to break her in, she’s got that innocent thing that makes me crazy. After a few good fucks that’ll be gone, but I’m going to enjoy it while it lasts.’

If I could kill him right now, I would, but I bide my time, waiting for the end of our meal to make my way towards his quarters. The detritus in one of the corridors contains a long strip of wire and I grab it, coiling it around my hands to test its durability before continuing. There’s no guard at his door and I easily slip inside, hiding in one of the closets in the bedroom as I wait.

It’s not long before the guard escorts Luna into the suite and I stare at her through the crack in the door, hating that I have to use her as a decoy, but certain that she can handle it. She waits nervously on the bed and I can’t imagine my life without her in it.

Her observant gaze flits around the room and when she looks in my direction, I see an almost imperceptible smile curl her soft lips. We discussed what would happen extensively, but plans rarely work out perfectly and I fully expect something to go wrong.

Max enters a few minutes later and her head turns sharply to face him. I told her to act subservient, that he can’t handle any challenge to his authority, so she immediately lowers her eyes submissively as he gets a better look at his new purchase. The guard is still with him, but after ensuring that the premises are secure, he’s dismissed and Max is alone.

‘I can’t believe he traded you for that used up slut,’ Max says as he roughly grabs Luna’s arm and forces her to stand. I want to stop this now, but we agreed to wait until he was fully distracted. She winces in pain, averting her gaze as she pretends to submit.

Seeing his hands on her causes my blood to boil and the rage I’m feeling right now is like nothing I’ve ever experienced. My pulse is racing and my field of vision narrows as he tangles his hand in her hair and forces her head back, then roughly pulls the zipper on her jumpsuit. His hand reaches inside, fondling her breast and I refuse to wait any longer.

‘Very nice,’ Max murmurs as he tugs the fabric away from her shoulders, leaving her exposed. ‘I’m going to enjoy this.’

Those are the last words he ever utters as I take a few silent steps towards him and throw the wire around his head, securing it tightly around his neck as he struggles to grasp it and attempts to cry out, to alert his guard to the struggle taking place inside of the room.

His body convulses against me as he writhes violently and I manage to hold on, pulling tightly on the wire as I wait for the inevitable. The room is deathly silent except for my heartbeat pounding in my ears and when his body relaxes, I drop the wire, gently lowering him onto the floor and wrapping my hands around his throat. His eyes roll back in his head and he stares at me in disbelief as life drains from his body.

After a few minutes, he stops struggling and I pull my hands away, placing my fingers against his neck as I check for any sign of life.

He’s dead and I killed him.


Chapter 12

‘Are you alright?’ I ask Luna as I gently caress her face, jerking away as I remember the violent act that the same hand committed only moments ago.

‘I’m fine, is he dead?’ Her voice is frail and her eyes wide with fear. We stare at him for a few moments, each of us lost in our own thoughts, interrupted as we hear someone pounding on the door.

‘You ok in there? That bitch should be screaming by now.’ The guard laughs and the reality of our situation pulls me back into the present.

‘Yeah,’ my voice trails off and Luna’s eyes widen as she motions for me to say more. ‘Fuck off!’

Silence on the other side of the door indicates that his curiosity is satisfied and the weight of what I’ve done surges through me. I’ve committed fratricide, killed my brother in cold blood and even though we discussed what happens now, I feel frozen.

‘Are you alright?’ Luna murmurs as a new sensation surges through me and I lean closer to kiss her, filled with an urgent need to be with her and know that we’re going to be ok. She returns the kiss as she pulls the stiff material away from her body in a fevered frenzy.

I roughly grasp her bare breast, squeezing her soft nipple roughly between my fingers as she lets out a sharp cry and I hesitate briefly before giving into the animalistic urge that rips through me. I’ve never needed anything as much as I need her right now and I push her against the wall, my eyes glancing over Max’s lifeless body before I squeeze my eyes shut and give in

She pulls at my clothing, tugging it down as she falls to her knees and takes me into her hot mouth. This is what I need right now and her smooth motions reassure me as her tongue flits across the top of my cock and I slide into the depths of her throat. I surprise myself when I wrap her long hair around my fist and guide her, praising her as she brings me closer to the edge.

So much has changed since that first time we were together and I roughly pull her to her feet, kissing her soft lips before picking her up and tossing her onto the rumpled bed. Her naked body is soft and smooth and like an oasis in the chaos of our new reality and I feel the need to taste her, to reassure her that everything is going to be fine.

She smiles at me as she spreads her thighs and slides her fingers through her slit. The pink skin glistens in the dim light and I lower myself over her, sniffing her before kissing her moist flesh, mimicking what I saw Eve do to her and eliciting a similar reaction. When I take her clit between my lips, she whimpers softly, then cries out as I suck and pull on the tiny bundle of nerves, flitting my tongue over it as I inhale her earthy scent.

She’s not normally this loud and I assume that it’s for the benefit of the guard outside, but the sounds she’s making trigger something inside of me and I want to take her, to claim her and make her mine forever. I grab her roughly, turning her onto her knees and pushing my hand against her lower back as my mind races and I have a hard time controlling myself.

Something primal inside of me has come to life and it demands to be sated.

Her breaths are coming in short bursts and I lean over, kissing her neck as I spread her thighs and push myself inside. She’s so wet and it takes only the minimal amount of effort to fully sheathe myself as she releases an exaggerated moan.

‘Oh god, yes Max- give me more,’ she cries out and hearing his name causes me to freeze and I glance at his prone body, forcing my gaze away as Luna writhes beneath me and I push myself to go harder and faster, attempting to purge the guilt about what I’ve done from my mind.

He deserved his fate and I deserve mine.

I feel a bead of sweat slide down my forehead and I wipe it away as Luna’s cries grow louder and I pull her closer as I feel her clench around me and I let go, filling her with my seed as she collapses onto the bed, gasping for breath as she smiles at me and I sink back onto my heels, wanting more, but realizing that we need to take care of the problem laying on the floor next to the bed.

Luna bites her lip as she stares at me and I watch my cum seep out of her, spilling onto the messy sheets in thick white clumps as I wonder what it would be like to have my child growing in her belly. We haven’t spoken about this, but the thought of her carrying a part of me inside of her is almost overwhelming and I shake my head to dislodge it.

‘What’s wrong?’ she asks as she props herself onto her elbow and her brow creases involuntarily.

‘Could you become pregnant?’ I ask. The question causes her to laugh and I revel in the light sound.

‘Why?’ she asks.

‘I don’t know, I was just curious,’ I respond as I sit next to her and feel as though we’re still on the orbital station, chatting casually after sex and enjoying our time together.

‘Yeah, I guess. I have an implant now that prevents it, but once it’s removed, I suppose it could happen,’ her voice trails off as she gets dressed.

A sudden sense of clarity descends as I realize that I’ve done the right thing and that this was a necessary step to atone for Max’s crimes. His death was the only thing that would accomplish that goal and now that he’s gone, we can move forward.

We strip Max, pulling off his garish military garb and forcing my jumpsuit onto his body, which is entering the initial stages of rigor mortis. As I get dressed, Luna stares at me, clearly not happy with the transformation as I look into the mirror and tousle my hair, attempting to mimic a similar style to my twins’. There are subtle differences, but his men are too terrified to question him and will likely ignore any suspicions.

‘I don’t like this,’ she says, her gaze glancing over me as she slides up the zipper on her jumpsuit.

‘I agree, but at this point, we don’t have a choice.’ We discussed this in depth last night and phase one of our plan involves taking over as my twin. I worry that I’m not prepared to pull this off, but I spent the last few days studying his mannerisms and hope I’ll be similar enough to convince his subordinates.

I take one last look at myself, frowning at the man staring back at me, and my heart stops as a sharp knock on the door signals that it’s time to put our plan into action. I shake my head and lean down to kiss Luna, desperately needing reassurance that I’m not a monster. She’s soft and warm and so human and when the guy outside shouts again, I take a step away, attempting to turn into a man I loathe.

‘Get the fuck in here,’ I shout and the door cracks open and as the guard enters, I point at Max’s body. ‘While you were out there jerking off, this asshole tried to kill me.’


Chapter 13

‘There are over a thousand people in the slave pens, if we arm them, they have a chance.’ Luna says as I pace. The three of us are in Max’s quarters and I can’t stop seeing his lifeless body on the floor and imagining myself in his place.

‘They’re untrained. Giving them weapons could be disastrous. Most of Max’s men are former soldiers, trained mercenaries who know how to fight,’ I say. ‘There aren’t many, but each one is equal to a dozen of the slaves.’

There’s a knock on the door and we freeze.

‘What?’ I call out, feeling annoyed and impatient. The last thing I need right now is to have to deal with one of Max’s idiot henchmen.

‘I’ve got the girl,’ a voice calls out as Luna grasps Eve’s arm as I give permission to enter. The door slides open and the man roughly shoves Ida inside. Her expression is terrified until she sees Luna and a wave of emotions cross her pretty face.

‘That’s all,’ I say to the brute and he backs out, securing the door behind him. Ida keeps her eyes on the floor and Luna rushes towards her, wrapping her arms around the terrified woman and pulling her close.

‘It’s ok,’ Luna repeats and Ida breaks down sobbing, her body shaking as she’s led towards the bed and collapses onto it. She looks at me and her expression softens when she realizes who I am.

‘What happened?’ She asks as she returns her attention to Luna.

‘You’re safe now, that’s all that matters,’ Luna whispers as she kisses the top of Ida’s head and looks at me. ‘Can you give us a few minutes alone?’

I need to leave, the room has become oppressive and I glance at Eve, who shrugs and joins me as I walk through the door and motion for the guard to follow. We stroll silently through the corridors, the flickering status panels annoying me as I imagine what the station used to be, how magnificent it must have been and I feel an intense desire to return it to its former state.

‘You, stay here,’ I say to the guard as I motion for Eve to follow me alone. ‘Where are the slaves?’

‘In the cargo holding area,’ she says as we turn into the mess hall. ‘If you distract his men, I think I can access the armory.’

‘You go ahead, I have an idea,’ I say and watch as she walks away and turn towards the canteen. It’s meal time and the majority of them will be in the dining hall. I decide that making them leave voluntarily is our best option and as I enter the large room, their attention shifts towards me.

Their hollow loyalty is unsettling, but I step onto one of the tables and affect Max’s attitude as I stare down the crowd around me and clear my throat loudly.

‘We’re going back to Proxima Nova.’ I say and the room falls silent.

‘I thought we was going to Earth,’ one of the men shouts and I jump off the table and take a few slow strides towards him. He’s around forty, balding, with a slight paunch and a few tattoos on his meaty forearms that display symbols I don’t recognize.

‘Who the fuck are you?’ I ask when I’m close enough to hear his short, scared breaths. The man looks around, immediately realizing that he should not have spoken. A bead of sweat trails down his forehead and he wipes it away as I see the vein in his temple pulsate.

‘Batch, sir,’ he whimpers and I look at the man sitting next to him and smile, indignation coursing through my veins as I begin to understand the full weight of the power that I now hold.

How dare this man question me?

‘Are the two of you friends?’ I ask the thin man next to him. The room is suddenly silent and I can feel everyone’s eyes on me.

‘No, uh, no sir,’ the man says, taking a quick glance at his companion. Batch turns to look at his friend, panic in his eyes as the other man takes a step back, a craven act that is as unsettling as it is understandable.

‘That’s good, so I can assume that you won’t miss him,’ I say as I reach out, slowly wrapping my fingers around Batch’s throat and tightening my grip as I stare into his dark, panicked eyes.

‘Not at all… we were just sitting together,’ the companion stutters and I can see uncertainty in his stare as he licks his lips. Batch makes an unnatural noise as his face begins to redden and he grabs my wrist with his meaty hand. I’m not pressing hard, simply pushing my thumb against his larynx in a way that makes it impossible for him to breathe. Shifting it a few centimeters to the right would change that, but something dark inside of me holds it steady.

‘I think he’s learned his lesson, sir,’ the man mumbles and I can see the fear in his eyes as Batch’s face turns an unnatural shade of purple and his grip on my wrist weakens. I don’t know why I won’t just let go, I fully understand that I’m killing this man, that another minute will end his life.

Time stands still as he gives in, his eyes closing as his bulbous head lolls lifelessly to the side. I grip both sides of his head, twist sharply and hear a satisfying crunch before releasing his lifeless body and allowing it to fall onto the cold metal floor.

My heart pounds like a hammer in my chest and I feel alive, so completely alive.

‘Does anyone else have a problem?’ I ask calmly as I stare at the men in the room, forcing them to avert their gazes as I laugh. ‘Gather your things, we leave in six hours.’ I exit the dining hall, my personal guard following close behind as my mind races, the events of the past five minutes replaying over and over as I attempt to justify them.

He questioned me. Max would never allow that.

I needed to show strength.

I needed to make them listen.

But the truth is that I enjoyed it, and I’ll never forgive myself for that.


Chapter 14

‘Which ships do you want to take?’ A few of Max’s men are gathered around the filthy cages that contain the majority of the slaves and I hold my breath. The stench is intolerable and I’m reminded of the conditions in which I found Luna and Eve.

‘Clean them up first,’ I instruct, hoping to cause confusion. I’ve had Ida brought back down to the pens and her job was to explain our plan to the others. Eve hid weapons from the arsenal throughout the cargo bay and if everything goes as planned, we’ll be able to force out the small band of mercenaries with relatively little bloodshed.

‘There’s too many,’ a dark man with a full beard protests, but I glare at him and he immediately apologizes for questioning me.

‘Do it. Now.’ I growl the words and the men spring into action, ordering the slaves to strip before spraying them down with a hose. Once the first pen is empty, I look for Eve, who’s taken position on one of the catwalks. We wait until the second cage is unlocked and I nod at Luna and the cargo bay suddenly goes dark.

Chaos ensues as someone discharges a weapon and I order the soldiers to hold their fire.

By the time the lights are back on, the slaves are armed and aim their weapons at their tormentors. Ida was supposed to tell them about me, but as I stare into the dark eyes of an angry looking woman with her rifle pointed directly at my face, I’m concerned that the message wasn’t passed to everyone.

‘I’m not Max,’ I say loudly, but the woman keeps the weapon pointed in my direction as the armed men look at each other. ‘He’s dead. I killed him.’ The memory of his lifeless body forces itself back into my mind and I squeeze my eyes shut as I try to push it away. The angry woman still has her rifle levelled at me and I see Ida creep up behind her and rest her hand on her shoulder.

‘It’s ok, Sara. It’s not him,’ Ida says as the woman lowers her weapon and tears fill her eyes as she collapses into Ida’s arms, sobbing uncontrollably. I can only imagine what she went through and hope that she can find some peace.

‘I suggest that you take these ships and leave,’ I say to the mercenaries. ‘We won’t follow you and you’re free to return to wherever you came from.’

They lower their weapons, their loyalty to Max clearly not strong enough to risk their own lives avenging him. As the ships depart, I notice that a few  chose to stay behind. I assume that these are the original soldiers from the station, but eye them suspiciously as they leave the cargo bay.

‘Have these people choose a leader.’ I tell Luna. I want to stay, to help them rebuild, but I can see the anger in their eyes, the distrust and I realize that they will only ever see me as Max.

Luna speaks to the gathered crowd and I take a survey of the remaining ships, Eve at my side as we determine what’s left and how it can be best utilized to set up trade routes.

‘There are likely other survivors and we need to let them know that this is a safe haven,’ I say and Eve agrees with a caveat.

‘I agree, but announcing our presence will also make us a target. Let’s do a complete inventory of the weapons, the ships and our defensive capabilities first,’ she says as she points at the gathered crowd and shakes her head. ‘Most of these people are useless, likely settlers with no combat or technical experience. They’ll need to be trained.’

We discuss our plans as we return to the group and I join Luna, who’s attempting to calm a few agitated women. Ida hands out food and clothing and is working on assigning them quarters when one of the women turns her attention to me and spits.

‘He can’t stay here,’ the woman shouts angrily as Ida pulls her away and I look at the rest of the crowd, their faces contorted as the group stares at me with naked and intense hatred.

They have every right to hate Max, but I saved them.

‘I’m not him…’ I start and Luna joins me, grabbing my hand and leading me away. The crowd is shouting behind me and as we walk into the heart of the station, the reality of what happened here finally starts to sink in and I come to the realization that they will never accept me.


Chapter 15

We’ve returned to Max’s quarters and Eve is quickly packing as Luna downloads information from the station’s database and studies it. I sink onto the bed, resting my head in my hands as I try to make sense of what’s happened.

‘I wanted to stay, to help them rebuild,’ I murmur. ‘I made this possible.’

‘They don’t want you here,’ Ida says as she enters our quarters and hesitantly wraps her arm around me. ‘They’ve chosen a leader and have decided that you need to go.’

She’s right and as much as I hate it, they deserve to make that decision for themselves.

‘Where will we go?’ Eve asks as I get up to join Luna at the terminal. She scrolls through data about the surrounding areas and points towards the screen.

‘The military bases on Triton are abandoned and the access codes are available in the database. We could go there for now,’ she says as she turns to look at me. The room goes silent as I stare at the information in front of me. Five bunkers in total, built to house several thousand men. They likely haven’t been raided and should have enough supplies to last a few years at least.

‘I want to go too,’ Ida says as Eve wraps her arm around the other woman and pulls her close. It’s not ideal, but it could give us a chance to determine what’s happening in the rest of the system as we decide where to go next.

I feel empty and defeated as I pull off Max’s clothes and tug on the uniform of an engineer, running my hand through my hair as I push the memory of my brother out of my mind and resolve to do better. We gather the last of our things and Eve grabs my hand, leading me to the cargo bay and towards one of the larger vessels. The four of us are alone, the former slaves moved to the interior of the station as they begin the difficult task of building a new life for themselves.

‘Wait!’ I hear a man’s voice calling out from behind us and motion for the girls to go ahead. I turn and see one of the remaining soldiers rushing towards me, the heels of his boots echoing through the nearly silent cargo bay as he approaches. ‘I need to talk to you.’

He’s wearing a dark hood that obscures his face, but as he steps into the harsh glare of the floodlight, I immediately recognize him. When he pulls out a finely honed knife, I hold up my hands instinctively and take a step back.

‘Batch was my brother,’ he says, his grey eyes narrowing as he comes closer, pressing the point against my throat and causing my heart to race uncontrollably. The tip is sharp and I can feel it pierce my flesh as he tilts his head and narrows his eyes. ‘Why did you kill him?’

‘I had to,’ I say, my words filled with doubt as I say them. I didn’t have to kill him, I chose to kill him and it’s a decision that should have consequences. The man’s face goes blank as he presses the knife deeper and I hear Eve’s voice call out from somewhere behind us.

‘I have to do this,’ he says. My mind is refusing to function the way that it should and I stand motionless as he calmly pushes the knife deeper. I feel air escape through the small slit as he drives the steel blade through my skin and pierces my throat.

I struggle to breathe, imagining that this is how his brother felt at the end and that I deserve it, that this is how it should be and I accept my fate. As I fall to the ground, my vision blurs and I see Eve leaning over me, shouting orders to Luna and Ida as the man runs off.

‘Leave the knife…’ Eve shouts, her voice fading out as the light begins to dim as my heartbeat slows and I choke on the blood filling my throat and mouth.

Calmness envelops me and I give in to the darkness.
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Wayward

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F6SWJP6K





The walls of the monastery were a safe haven, until they started closing in on me.




When I made the decision at eighteen to leave the world behind, it seemed like the obvious choice. There was nothing left for me in my hometown and I found a solution that would allow me to lead the life I wanted to live.




All of that changed when I began to question the path I’d chosen. It wasn’t an easy decision to leave, but when I return home, I realize that it's not the same place I left. The world has changed, but I haven't and now I'm back at square one, hoping I can salvage some happiness for myself.




I decide to reconnect with Jen, my high school crush and the only woman I'd ever loved. When she rejects me, I turn to Tricia who has a heart of gold and wants to help me discover what it means to connect with another person in every way.




Wayward is a high steam, contemporary harem series with three women and a guy who didn't know what he wanted until he decided to make a hard reset on life.
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Deep Dive: The Complete Series

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F942MKJJ





The only way to move forward was to leave my world behind...




My existence was dull and predictable. I got up every morning to go to work and came home every night to my house in the suburbs. Everything turned upside down when my wife told me that she wanted a divorce and was ready to move on from our marriage and the life we had built together.




I decided to sell everything and take my chances on a tiny island on the other side of the world. That's how I met Kelly and Naomi, the gorgeous owners of a small resort that's struggling to survive. After a rough start, I realize that Naomi is interested in being more than friends and Kelly is eager to watch our new relationship unfold. When Celeste comes into my life, I almost make a disastrous decision, but manage to keep it together long enough to meet Evie and complete our circle.




Life as a diving instructor on a small island isn't what I imagined, but it's getting more incredible every single day.




Deep Dive: The Complete Series is a high steam, slice of life haremlit romance story that contains all five parts of the original series, plus a bonus epilogue with a very happy ending.
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