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For every single person that has helped me come this far- my book besties, author friends, beta readers, ARC readers, and every member of the Rathe’s Ratchet Readers group-
This is for you.
Thank you for making 8 year old Becca’s dreams come true. Because of you, I’m a “real” author now.
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Author’s Note
Retribution is the follow-up and last book in the Progeny duology. You will want to read Progeny first to understand what is happening in the story. You can find Progeny here: https://books2read.com/u/bz1aLj
Progeny is a reverse harem story, which means our female lead does not choose between love interests- in this case, she’ll be getting it from five delicious men. It’s a spicy story- be ready for explicit language and graphic sexual situations, including a fair amount of sword crossing because that’s my favorite. Some of the other themes explored include praise, bondage, voyeurism, double penetration, cum play, S&M, and a human centipede type situation that is sexier than it sounds.
Content warnings are important to me, as I think you should know what you’re getting into. This book is not an especially dark story, but there are dark themes. These include mentions of suicide, depression, death, sexual assault, murder, torture, and abuse.
Enjoy ;)




Prologue
The lights blink around me, power flickering as a storm rages outside. With bated breath, I wait for the power to cut out completely, knowing I will have only seconds before the generator kicks on. When it finally happens, the small concrete room plunges into darkness, and I hear the electric door lock release. I turn the handle just as the power revs and the lights come back on.
The little red light on the camera mounted in the hallway isn't blinking, so I take it as a good sign and slip out of my cell. In case I need to come back, I fit a piece of fabric in the door latch so it can't lock behind me, and then tiptoe quickly down the corridor.
Footsteps echo off the concrete walls and floor before I make it around the next corner. I flatten myself against the wall, holding my breath and listening as the steps move closer. It sounds like only one set of footsteps, so I crouch down and get ready. When I hear the footsteps round the corner, I launch myself at the guard.
He doesn't expect me, giving me the opportunity to heave myself onto his back and lock my arm around his throat. He struggles and tries to grab the stun gun at his belt, but I kick at his hands and lean into the choke hold. The guard throws his back against the wall, trying to dislodge my hold, but I squeeze with every bit of strength I have in me until the guard collapses.
Looking down, I recognize the guard. My lip curls as I detach his stun gun from the holster at his waist and press it to his temple. All the different times this sadistic asshole has abused me in the past flash through my brain as I flick the safety and press down on the trigger until it fully releases the charge. The weapon falls from my shaking hands and I give myself exactly two seconds to pull myself together, my body trembling with adrenaline and fear.
There's no time to panic or hesitate.
I have to escape.
The guard's clothes and boots are far too large for me, but I pick his pockets and strip off his jacket and dark grey beanie before I haul ass to the next door. Peeking gingerly through the cut out windows in each set of heavy metal doors, I use the guard's badge to make my way through the corridors, trying to remember all the twists and turns as I make my way to where I believe the entrance of the building will be.
Finally, I spot the door. Two guards are in the security room behind the front desk. They are distracted, working to get the camera system back online. I duck below the cutout window and edge up to the door. Taking a deep breath, I raise my arm above my head, swiping the badge to unlock the door.
The door buzzes loudly and I momentarily freeze, but the guards are too busy dealing with their current problem to notice the door opening. Quickly, I slip out into the night, a heavy rainstorm raging around me. The hurricane ravaging the East Coast has been my saving grace, the near constant power outages giving me my opportunity to escape the lab that I was born in and would eventually die in.
Fumbling with the keys that I stole from the guard, my fingers press the buttons on a key fob to locate whatever vehicle they belong to. The raging storm makes it impossible to hear anything, but there are lights flashing at the back of the parking lot. I run, bare feet splashing through puddles, straight to a dark blue pickup and dive inside.
Out of the many things I have learned and been on in the last year's intelligence experimentations, driving is not one of them. My breaths are heavy, my heart beating wildly, as I look around the console and try to figure things out. The engine roars to life as I put the key in the ignition slot and turn it. I look around to make sure no one heard, but the storm is still providing blessed cover as I play with the instruments and pedals at my feet.
Through the heavy sheets of rain, I see two guards run out of the gate booth as the entire building illuminates with flashing red lights, an alarm sounding so loudly that I can hear it clearly over the sounds of the turbulent weather. A heavily barricaded gate starts to close off the entrance and I panic.
The truck lurches forward as I figure out how to put the truck in drive, hitting another vehicle before I find the brake. My face hits the steering wheel, blood spurts from my nose, and my eyes water. There are car alarms flashing everywhere, setting off a chain reaction as I reverse and then maneuver the vehicle through the parking lot as carefully as I can.
A drenched guard hits the side of the truck as I stomp on the gas pedal, tearing through the gate arm as the back window shatters and what sounds like bullets hit the back of the truck. I scream as the security gate closes and I barely make it through the opening, the sides of the vehicle scraping against metal and concrete. The blaring alarms and flashing red lights fall into the distance as I speed through the night. Rain is hitting the windshield in heavy sheets, making it almost impossible to see anything in front of or behind me.
Following the road until a larger highway appears ahead in the distance, I nearly turn the vehicle over as I hydroplane through the exit ramp.
 




Six
Jerking awake, the rumble of the road beneath me is a reminder of my fleeting dream. My heart is racing. My eyes blink back flashes of heavy rain and even heavier fear, opening to a wall of disheveled black fabric. Disoriented, my eyes trace the lines of the rumpled cotton.
My gaze follows the wrinkles up to a firm chest, the v of the shirt neck showing off tendrils of dark ink that climb all the way up to a strong jaw and soft lips, turned down in a slight frown. Dark green eyes look down at me with concern.
Luis' hand pushes hair from my forehead and I feel, rather than hear, the rumble of his voice as he asks if I'm okay. Still unsettled from my fading dream, all I can do is nod, the denim of his jeans rough against my cheek. I push my face into the abrasive material, the sensation of it dragging across my skin bringing me back into the present.
It takes me a moment to realize I'm literally nuzzling into Luis' crotch, which becomes apparent when a ridge along his thigh hardens. My eyes widen and Luis clears his throat, reaching down to help me sit up, although I would be perfectly fine right where I am. Thank you very much.
My eyes meet Luis' and he's either very concerned or trying to deflect from his predicament.
“You alright, pretty girl?”
“Is it just me, or do you ask me that a lot?” I deadpan.
He ignores my sass. “Do you remember what you were dreaming about?”
“No. I had flashes of it, but I couldn't hold on to anything. Was I talking again?”
“You didn't say anything really, just made some sounds and moved around a lot.”
“Ugh, sorry. What time is it?” The sky is darkening outside. I must have slept much longer than I realized.
“No need to be sorry. I didn't mind.” I raise my eyebrow, a sarcastic smirk on my face. He rolls his eyes with a small chuckle. “It's almost seven.”
“Only a couple of hours left.” Lukas calls from the driver's seat. He's been driving for ten hours straight. I feel bad for sleeping nearly the entire trip.
We started early this morning, throwing ourselves into the van and speeding away from the Bed & Breakfast that had become our home. We packed all of our bags and more, taking the threat more seriously than even Bennet had suggested.
The way he kissed me before he left told me more than his reassurances that everything was likely to be fine. He kissed me with an intensity that said he didn't think he'd get the chance again. It left me anxious and aching, and I could barely do more than collapse into a puddle when he walked away.
He walked away, right into a monster's den. To keep me safe. To keep us safe.
Please be okay.
After nearly half an hour of panic, Jackson finally called us back and told us what happened. He'd followed Bennet to his meeting, waiting outside. Bennet was probably pissed that he strayed from his carefully made plan, but thank goodness he did. Otherwise, we would have never known how much danger he was truly in.
We had dressed, gotten everything ready, and packed into the van just as Bennet instructed, prepared for whatever came next. Luis and Micah were helping the Coolsons pack their car. Lukas' phone chimed, and he jumped up.
“It's time to go,” he said, pulling me from the couch and leaving our tea sitting on the coffee table.
Running out the door, we waved off Mr. and Mrs. Coolson as they pulled out of the driveway. We were hot on their heels, speeding down the dirt road as I watched the estate shrink into the distance.
The guys were frantic, trying to call Jackson and find out what was happening. The longer he didn't call back, the more my chest cracked, panic and fear filling my rib cage. There was so much of  it I could barely fit enough air into my lungs.
When Micah's phone finally rang and he confirmed it was Jackson, it was like taking a breath after being underwater for too long.
“Jackson, what's going on? Are you alright?” Micah said into the phone, switching it over to speaker.
“They took Bennet, man. He was unconscious, and they took him.”
“Where did they take him?”
Jackson sounded worried, bordering on panicked. “I don't know, I don't know. I followed them to an airfield, and they got on a private jet.”
“He was unconscious?” I cried, my chest filling up again.
“Yeah, that's all I know, though. I didn't see any blood or anything. They threw him in the trunk until they got to the plane and then carried him on board like a sack of damn potatoes.”
“Oh my god.” A whimper released from the back of my throat, tears streaming from my eyes. Luis pulled me into his body, my tears soaking into his shirt.
“Do you think he was…?” Micah couldn't even finish the sentence.
“No,” said Lukas. “I don’t think they would have bothered taking him with them if he was dead.”
My mouth felt dry, the thought that Bennet could be dead sitting like sawdust on my tongue. My head shook, trying to let go of the despair that burrowed into my heart. Focusing on what I could control rather than succumb to worry and despair, I turned my attention to getting the rest of my men back with me.
“Jackson, where are you now? Are you safe?” I asked him, fear in my voice.
“One of Adley’s lackeys dropped off a card and made some threats, but then drove off. I've been driving all around town trying to see if anyone's following me. Where are you all?”
“We're maybe fifteen miles down the highway heading west,” Lukas answered.
“You're coming up on that truck stop.” He pointed out.
My mind was bursting with questions, but I knew we needed to focus on getting to the next destination safely.
Lukas met my eyes in the mirror. Micah looked back at me and then at Lukas. Luis seemed tense, but gave a sharp nod. I really wanted to see it in person, to find out if it could trigger any memories, but I also understood that there were more important things at stake.
“Looks like we're going to stop,” Micah said into the phone. “Do you want to meet us there?”
“I'm going to keep driving and meet you at the cabin. I don't think anyone's following me, but I don't want to risk it so close to town. And hey—keep an eye out. That guy said something about Adley wanting “the Progeny” or something like that. I don't know for sure, but I think he might have been talking about Six.”
Progeny? I rolled the word around on my tongue, but it didn't feel familiar.
“Good call. We'll see you in about twelve hours, I guess.”
“Stay safe and stay in touch!” I called out, trying to sound brave.
“I'll see you soon, babe, I promise,” he said before ending the call.
That truck stop is one of the few physical locations that we know for sure I was at before I lost my memory. As uncertain as the guys seemed, I felt confident  that I could handle whatever pain might come. There is no telling when or if we’d get another chance. With the mounting danger and Bennet's life at stake, we would need whatever memories I could drudge up.
“We'll need to make it quick and be extra vigilant, maybe drive around first to make sure it's clear,” Lukas says seriously. Everyone nods and agrees, but the rest of the drive is silent.
My view of the passing landscape clouded, my eyes watery. Luis had his arm around me like he could keep me safe from my own overwhelming anxiety. Micah bounced his knee in the passenger seat. I watched as Lukas reached over and held his hand, lacing their fingers together. That minor act made me feel brave again because of the love I know we all share.
He's alive, Bennet is alive, he can't be dead. The mantra repeated over and over in my mind and I sent up a silent prayer to deities that I don't really believe in. 
Please let him be okay.
The truck stop seemed pretty busy when we pulled in. Lukas circled the parking lot three times before we were all satisfied that there were no obvious threats, and then pulled up to a gas pump. As everyone climbed out, Lukas set the pump to top off the tank and we walked up to the main building.
Micah went inside to grab some road snacks while Luis volunteered to monitor the van and look out for anything suspicious. Lukas took my hand in his and let me lead him around the building. Nothing was striking me as particularly familiar except for what we’d seen in the CCTV footage.
I paused, looking around at our surroundings before letting go of Lukas' hand and walking towards the small fenced off area that held the dumpsters. Lukas followed close behind, there for support but giving me space.
Lost in thought, a haze of unreachable familiarity clouding my mind, I circled the dumpsters. My eyes caught on a small space between two of the dumpsters, my forehead wrinkling with something that wasn't quite a memory.
Walking out of the fenced space, we followed the same path we saw in the CCTV footage. There was nothing but brush and thick woods here. Stepping over the curb, we left the parking lot and stepped through the thick foliage.
My body walked an unfamiliar path, almost trancelike, as I plunged through the thicket of trees. The brush thinned as we walked farther into the woods, the tall trees spaced out enough that we could move easily. The sounds and smells of the truck stop were no longer obvious from this distance. Compared to the truck stop, the silence of the woods was almost deafening, only the whistles of birds chirping and the rustle of small animals scurrying away as our steps crunched through the overgrowth.
I felt numb, trudging ahead purely on instinct, as if my subconscious knew where to go. I walked until I came to a stop in front of a wide oak tree. My hand ran over the bark, not finding the importance of this tree but knowing somehow that it was significant. Pressing my forehead against the trunk, I let the abrasive texture of the bark rouse me from the hazy state that pulled me into these woods.
There’s nothing here. A feeling of loss and disappointment settled in my gut.
“Six,” Lukas called my name gently, pulling my attention to him. My gaze followed his to a small bundle laying at the base of the tree. Bending at the knees, he used a stick to lift a thin grey zip up hoodie, the same one I was wearing in the CCTV footage. It smelled terrible, having been left here in the heat and rain. The majority of the fabric was nearly blackened with old blood.
Numbness overtook me as I watched Lukas pull his phone out and snap a few pictures.
Putting the bundle back down, he stood and reached out for me, pulling my body into his chest as tears spilled over my cheeks. He wrapped his arms around me and held me tight as I cried. Like he was holding me together. The frustration of seeing the physical evidence that I was here and still not being able to conjure any sort of clear memory was overwhelming me, making it harder to breathe.
We stayed like that for a while, wrapped in a tight embrace while I let out all the emotion of the day so far. My fear and anxiety, my frustration that my memories couldn't just magically return to me, all of it spilled from my body as sobs racked through me. My grief poured out, muffled in the fabric of Lukas' shirt. No other sounds but the wind rustling the branches and birds chirping around us, oblivious to the pain below.
My tears spent, I looked up at Lukas. Understanding the heaviness of my heart, he leaned down to kiss my tears before laying gentle kisses on my lips. Without another word, he took my hand and picked up the stick, the sweater hanging limp and rank as he led me back to the truck stop. We threw the sweater in the dumpster before heading back to the van.
Luis and Micah were waiting for us at the pump, curious but patient, as I gave them each a hug and a slow kiss before climbing back into the van. I wanted to let them know how thankful I was that they indulged in this pit stop, however fruitless it was.
Once we pulled back onto the highway, we filled them in on what we found. I vented my frustration of not understanding how I could walk through the woods to find a sweater and yet still not truly remember anything at all. The only thing accomplished by finding the sweater was confirming that I was there, which we already knew.  It was a wasted effort, and we're no better off than we were before.
The road trip proceeded mostly in silence. I tried to play some of the puzzle games Bennet set up on the tablet, but the pressure in my head was making it difficult to concentrate.
Luis took pity on my obvious restlessness. “You know, it seems like a good sign that your brain is obviously processing some form of memory. It might not be happening the way you want it to, or as quickly as you want it to, but something is obviously working.”
“Maybe,” I shrugged. My head was pounding, the pressure increasing by the minute.
Perhaps mistaking my discomfort for sadness, Luis pulled me against his chest, tucking my head beneath his chin. Wearily, I sighed and leaned into him, closing my eyes.
Micah asked how I was feeling, so I admitted I had a bit of a headache. He talked me into taking one of the pain pills that we still have, since I haven't been taking them for days. Wanting to stay alert, I was going to decline, but the pounding worsened.
“It's going to be a long ride, and there's nothing any of us can do about anything right now. Take it and rest so you'll be ready to get to work when we get there, yeah?”
Taking the pill and swallowing it down with half a bottle of water, I settled in to try and rest my head.
I’m not sure how long it’s been since then, but Luis’ voice rouses me from a drowsy daze.
“How far is Raleigh from Asheville?” He asks.
Micah types it into his phone and answers. “Looks like about four hours.”
“Are you thinking that might be where Adley took Bennet?” Lukas asks, glancing back through the rearview.
“It would make sense, but we have no real way of knowing.”
I sit up too quickly, an idea flashing through my mind. “What if we call Brenda?”
“Bennet’s secretary?”
“Yes. She might not tell us anything. Bennet is big on secrecy, but maybe she can at least confirm where Adley went.”
“You're a genius, Six,” Lukas calls back as Luis digs through The Adley Corporation website on his phone to find a number. The first number he dials connects him to a main reception desk for the company, so he asks for Bennet Adley's office.
“Mr. Bennet Adley's office, this is Brenda. How can I help you?”
A small tendril of hope pounds in my chest.
“Yes, hi Brenda, my name is Luis and I am a friend of Bennet's. I was wondering if you might know where I can find him.”
“I'm sorry, sir, he's working remotely this week. Can I take a message for you?”
“No, thank you, um…I don't really know how to say this, but Bennet is missing. We are concerned that his father might have…done something or taken him somewhere. He may need help.”
There's silence on the other end. I'm half expecting her to hang up on us, but Luis keeps trying.
“If there's any way you can confirm for us where Jackson Adley is, we think we can track down Bennet. We have reason to believe that he is hurt, and Adley took him somewhere on a jet.”
She hesitates for a long moment and I think she might come around, but she sticks to her guns. “I'm sorry, sir, I really can't di—”
“Hello, Brenda?” I say into the phone, cutting her off. “My name is Six, and I'm the reason that Bennet has been working remotely. That warehouse in Raleigh that no one is supposed to know about? Bennet has been keeping me safe from whatever they are doing there.”
My voice chokes as tears threaten to overtake me again. “Please, I need to know if he's okay.”
“You're her then?” Brenda finally answers. “The girl from the hospital?”
“Yes, I am. Can you help us, please?”
A glance towards the guys confirms they are as shocked and fearful as I am. It's a risk telling anyone who I am, especially anyone that might be connected to Bennet’s father.  Jackson Adley is a powerful and dangerous man, who will even stoop to hurting and kidnapping his own son to get to me. But we need information, and Bennet seems to trust Brenda, at least somewhat, so it's probably our only course of action.
Brenda lets out a heavy breath. “Let me see what I can find out.”
There is another silence, but we can hear the soft clicking of a keyboard.
“Mr. Adley is definitely in Raleigh, but there's nothing here to confirm if Bennet is with him or what they are doing. Mr. Adley's itinerary is blank, and there are no meetings scheduled. Bennet hasn't been reachable today and missed several calls.”
“Thank you, Brenda. Thank you so much. If you see or hear anything, please call us back?”
“I will, and actually I know someone that might be able to help. If it's okay with you, I'd like to give your number to Bennet's cyber security specialist. His name is Tony. He's been working with Bennet for longer than I have, and he might be able to help locate him.”
“That would be amazing. Thank you so much.”
“It's my pleasure. I know Bennet thinks the world of you. Please stay safe and let me know if I can help in any way.  And when you find him, please tell him to check in with me.”
My heart swells. “We will.”
The call ends and we sit in silence. We might have a lead. But there’s also the chance I might have put us all a little deeper into the hole we're already in.
Luis nudges my shoulder. “Hey, you did good, pretty girl.”
“Do you think she's really on our side?”
“I think you made a calculated decision that might pay off in a big way. If anything else, we know he's in Raleigh.” Lukas says.
“Yeah, and if that Tony guy calls us, he could really help,” Micah chimes in. “Bennet said he can hack anything.”
Luis nods his agreement. “Worst-case scenario, Adley gets confirmation that you're definitely with us, which he already suspects.”
Exhaustion takes over as I hold in a deep breath, trying to cleanse myself of the negative thoughts and focusing on the positive—we know where he is, and we won't be far away. That should at least give us a start.
Luis helps me lay across the seats with my head in his lap, stroking the fuzz of the shaved part of my hair. “Sleep, pretty girl. It'll make the trip go by faster.”
My eyes close as I drift into my dream filled sleep, my last thoughts a prayer, sent into the empty void.
Please be okay, Bennet. I need you.
 




Bennet
Bright fluorescent lights blind me when I try to open my eyes. A splitting pain throbs in my head and my mouth feels like a desert, rough and dry. The surface beneath my bruised body is hard, smooth, and cold to the touch. There's an acrid smell of ammonia that stings my nostrils.
Hoping to lessen the intensity of the harsh lights, I turn my head to the side and try cracking one eye open at a time. The lights are like knives in my brain, but my vision clears and I take stock of my surroundings.
I'm lying on a cold concrete floor in a small, sterile room. There is a metal bed frame against one white cinderblock wall, a barely there mattress with threadbare coverings. There's a locker or thin cabinet with a door at the end of the bed. Past my feet, there is a heavy door with a small reinforced window. Behind me is a metal toilet with a sink.
My first thought is that I'm in a prison, but I can't think of how I got here.
The forced visit with my father, being held at gunpoint…. The injection. My hand raises to my neck, running my fingers over where the needle pierced my skin.
Fuck.
Six. The guys. I couldn't warn them.
Jackson. Maybe he saw something or at least noticed I didn't make it back to my vehicle. Hopefully, they are far away from Barnaby Falls and heading to somewhere safe. Even if I never see her again, I need to know they made it out.
I take a few minutes to sit up and even longer to try to stand. My body aches all over and my head is pounding furiously from whatever they drugged me with. Then again, it could be a concussion. Based on the pains all over my body, it doesn't seem like they treated my unconscious body with care.
I knew my father was a crazed monster, but this was not something I expected. My mind races, going over every piece of the puzzle that he put together with that file. The sick experiments they ran on Six from the time she was a small child, treating her like some kind of lab animal.
Fuming, I make it to the small toilet/sink combo and turn the water on. Letting it fill my hands, I drink heavily and splash the cold water over my face.
My watch is still on my wrist, and I'm still wearing my suit and shoes. Whoever brought me here clearly dumped my body in the room and left, not even bothering to put me on the bed.
I walk around the room, getting my bearings and stretching out my tight muscles. The door is locked, unsurprising. Looking through the small window, I see a hallway, but there doesn't seem to be anyone out there. The bed, which is bolted to the floor, barely has any covers. The ones that are here are rumpled from use. The locker is unlocked, so I open it and see a few articles of white clothing and a couple of extra rolls of toilet paper.
The clothing is in two stacks. It looks like two shirts and two pairs of pants. They look like scrubs, but thinner fabric. When I pull out one of the shirts, I notice how small it is. The pants are small too. Clearly, they aren't meant for me.
Looking back at the bed, I'm thinking this entire room wasn't meant for me. Despite how empty and sterile it is, it seems someone else lives here, or did at one time. I find it strangely comforting.
A loud buzzing sounds before the door handle turns and a guard comes in. He gestures to me with his rifle, wordlessly herding me into the hallway. There's another armed guard waiting for us, and he follows behind me as the first guy takes the lead.
They take me down a labyrinth of hallways that I do my best to remember, making a mental map of the layout as we go. I'm not sure how effective it is, given my condition, but I fight to stay sharp.
The guards lead me through a wide hallway with frosted glass rooms lining either side. As we pass by, doors slide open on one of the rooms and I can see monitors and a long metal table before they close behind a man wearing a white coat.
The lab. I'm in Raleigh.
I'm led through another set of heavy metal doors that require badge entry, and then into a small sitting room with three doors. One door is ajar, a voice coming from inside.
“Bring him in.” It's my father.
This room is a lot less ostentatious than his office back home, but the furniture is still expensive. There is a window to the outside, the first one I've seen so far, showing the colorful bands of a sunset.
How long have I been out? In my haze it didn’t occur to me to check my watch. It’s been nearly twelve hours.
Sitting on the small sofa instead of the chair directly in front of the desk, I wait for my father to lose his temper again. Although he's obviously unhinged and I know how dangerous he is, I need him to rant. Only then will I know if he found them. If he found her.
“Why am I here?” I don't bother putting on a show of respect. Not only do I want him to lose his cool, but I'm also beyond the ability to pretend. This man, my father, had me drugged and kidnapped so he can do who-knows-what to me in an attempt to get information about the girl I will die to protect.
His eyebrow lifts incredulously, which makes me think of Luis. He stands and walks around the desk, straightening and buttoning his suit jacket. Sitting on the edge of a seat across from me, he leans down to put his elbows on his knees, his green eyes dark and menacing.
“I've decided that since you are deliberately hiding my most expensive investment, you will continue in her place until you come to your senses and help me get her back.”
My heart rate increases, but I refuse to show any weakness by reacting. Now that I have the most important information, I couldn't care less what he does to me. She is safe. That's all that matters.
“You might want to order some of those scrubs in my size. I don't think the ones in my cell will fit me.”
His gaze levels with mine, staring me down hard, but I won't look away.
“Even if I wanted to tell you where she is, I couldn't. I don't know where she is now, or how to get in touch with her.”
This is only a partial lie. My phone will wipe itself if it's lost or stolen, so none of my numbers or information can be retrieved unless I call Tony. A fact that I don't plan on telling my father, not that he is likely to let me make outside calls. Even if the numbers were tortured out of me, the guys' phones can't be tracked and they would never turn her over.
His eyes go from menacing to ominous in a flash, wetting his lips as he struggles to contain his rage.
He takes a deep breath. “Very well.”
Standing again, he gestures abruptly. One guard grabs my arm roughly and unnecessarily, seeing as I can't exactly escape. They guide me out of the office and back down the hallways to the frosted glass rooms.
“Remove your shirt, please,” my father requests casually, standing on one side of the room as I am directed towards an adjustable chair similar to what would be found in a dentist's office.
Maintaining eye contact, I remove my jacket and unbutton my shirt. Although I'm sure whatever I'm about to be subjected to will be horrific, I am determined to show no weakness. It will take a lot to break me, but even then, he'll never get what he wants from me.
Pushing me into the chair, a woman in burgundy scrubs sticks electrodes to my chest. A blood pressure cuff is wrapped around my bicep, a pulse oximeter clipped to my middle finger. Finally, a white plastic cap is pulled over my head and strapped beneath my chin.
Once the nurse and another man in a white coat strap me securely to the chair and step away, my father finally speaks again.
“We are going to start by getting some baseline measurements. Then you will be subjected to a series of tests. These tests will range from simple recall to reactions to stimuli such as photos, questions, and physical stimulation.”
I was wondering how long it would take to get to the torture.
Everything starts off easy enough, but instead of relaxing and letting my guard down, I find myself more tense. Once they get their baselines, I'm asked to do simple math questions and identify stupid pictures, like rubber ducks and a groundhog of all things. But then the pictures switch to something much more sinister.
Flashing in front of me are projected images of Six. There are photos of her as a young girl, with her head shaved and bandaged from when they inserted the chip. Various pictures of her strapped to machines, dazed and nonreactive, and even more pictures where she is screaming, eyes wide with pain. More pictures of her slumped over with blood dripping from her nose.
Try as I might, there is no possible way for me to not react. My entire body tenses, my head pounds harder than before, heat rising to my face as I grip the arms of the chair.
Without warning, a jolt of electricity hits me from behind. My already tense body jerks, a sharp pain radiating from whatever hit me. My father stalks around the chair holding a cattle prod. My eyes narrow at him as he prods me twice in the stomach, the sharp ends of the electrodes cutting through my skin.
He nods curtly to someone behind me, and the worst part of the torture begins. Screams, blood-curdling cries of agony fill the room, and I know without a doubt that these are recordings of Six.
The throbbing in my head becomes almost unbearable as my blood pressure rapidly increases, the beeping of the monitors betraying my calm performance. Nausea threatens, as does the rising need to release my rage. I do everything I can to swallow my visceral reaction to seeing and hearing some of the atrocities they committed against her.
“Do you think you have feelings for her, son?” He taunts me, slowly walking around the chair, intermittently hitting me with the cattle prod. A quick jab to the neck makes me bite my tongue, my mouth filling with the coppery taste of blood.
I spit at him. “You'll never hear those screams again.”
His face appears inches in front of mine, a sheen of sweat betraying his cool demeanor.
“Your so-called feelings are no more than a biological reaction to the serum you were injected with as an infant. She only wants you because we made her want you. The DNA we made her with is in your veins. Admittedly, it wasn't an intentional outcome of the original experiment, but it's interesting nonetheless, is it not?”
My gaze freezes on the wall across from me, refusing to look this man in the eye as he bends down even closer to my ear.
“We're so grateful that you have volunteered to test this connection. We have years of these recordings in her entire file to work with, and then when we bring her in, the real fun can begin.”
He stabs the cattle prod hard into my inner thigh. The pain radiates all the way into my bones, nearly making me lose control of my bladder. My teeth clamp together and my eyes squeeze shut, fighting to hold back my reactions.
“And son, we will find her. I promise you that.”
 




Jackson
Packing away some supplies I picked up on my way in, I look around the cabin. It's quite a bit smaller than the B&B, but hopefully we can manage a tight space for a while. There's only one bedroom with a queen sized bed, a standard bathroom, a good sized living room, and an eat-in kitchen.
They should be here any minute. I texted the guys when I made it to the nearest town to see how far out they were. I had enough time to run into a store, so I stopped into one of those big box stores to stock up. Food was going to be necessary, of course, but I also picked up a few air mattresses, sheets and blankets, pillows, and towels. Whatever we needed to make sure we'd be comfortable for a couple of days at least.
Tires crunch over the gravel outside the cabin. Shaking out my limbs, I try to loosen some of my pent up tension. We're all here, safe.
All of us, except Bennet. Fuck, what are we going to do?
Throwing open the cabin door, I make it to the van in all of three seconds. My arms immediately seize Six as she steps out, lifting her into my arms in a tight embrace. I might never admit it out loud, but for a moment, when Adley's minion pulled up next to me, I never thought I'd see her again.
She hugs me tightly, tears streaming down her face. Her legs wrap around me, face buried in my neck, and I hold her against me and breathe her in for a moment.
“I was so worried about you, but I'm thankful that you were there,” she says tearfully. “We would have never known…”
She trails off, choking on thoughts of what happened to Bennet.
“Let's get inside so you can tell us everything. We have some new info too,” Lukas says.
We grab all the bags and head inside.
“Go ahead and throw your bags in that back bedroom, we’ll figure out sleeping arrangements after we eat and catch up,” I announce while pulling out some easily prepared foods.
Once we're all settled around the table with paper plates filled with rotisserie chicken, mac and cheese, and green beans, we get caught up. I relay every second of what I saw this morning. Six gasps as I describe how they carried Bennet out of the building, dumped him in the trunk, and then lugged him into the private jet like he was nothing more than a bag of dirty laundry.
The guys catch me up on their phone call with Brenda and Six's quick thinking that might have gotten us in touch with Tony. Hopefully, he calls us and agrees to help, because I know he has capabilities beyond what we can imagine. With his help, we might be able to confirm where Bennet is and if he’s alive. Maybe he can even help us figure out how to get him home.
For now though, it's a waiting game. Lukas and Luis want to get the computers set up so that they can go through all the files they brought, hoping for another lead on how we can help Bennet.
None of us wants to speak, or even think about, the worst possibility. We are placing all of our hope in him still being alive. Wherever he is, we will think of a way to save him. We will. We have to.
Micah, Six, and I work on getting all the air mattresses blown up. We decide to move the couch and use the living room as one big bedroom. We store all of our luggage in the actual bedroom.
There's enough space between the three queen-sized air mattresses for us all to sleep comfortably. Micah and Lukas always end up next to each other anyway, and one of us is always with Six. Plus, there is still a bedroom if anyone gets uncomfortable. Not that I'm expecting anything that could make anyone uncomfortable…
Now that we’re looking down at one gigantic bed, I can't pretend the thought of group activities hasn't crossed my mind. I pointedly do not make eye contact with Six in case she can read my thoughts. I don't want her knowing where my thoughts have strayed, in case there’s any chance she’d feel pressured. I’m expecting some heavy energy with five of us in one bed though.
Luis and Lukas set up the kitchen table similarly to the dining room back at the B&B. My heart clenches a little, imagining the future I'd dreamed up for us all back in Barnaby Falls. A perfect little fantasy life with my four brothers and the most amazing woman, all together, forever. Call me a sap for believing we could make it work after only knowing each other for a week, but it feels right.
We barely speak to each other as we go through the motions of doing what needs to be done. I think we’re all in a bit of a daze, and I notice that I’m not the only one tip-toeing around Six, unsure of the best way to comfort her.
Everyone takes turns taking quick showers and getting dressed for bed while we look through all the files and try to guess Bennet's passwords. Unsurprisingly, we don't come up with anything, and I say a silent prayer that Tony comes through.
Fed, showered, and conceding to the fact that there isn't much we can do right now, we all climb onto the giant makeshift bed. Micah and Lukas take one of the outside mattresses. I lay next to Six in the middle, and Luis lies on the other side of her on the third mattress. There's some shuffling as everyone gets comfortable, but otherwise it's just restless silence.
It takes my eyes a while to adjust to the darkness, but once they do, I can see Six's face in the faint glow of the moonlight filtering through the window. Her eyes are wide open, tracing the wooden beams of the ceiling, her forehead creased with worry.
“Hey,” I whisper. “What are you thinking right now?”
I know this is something Bennet usually says to her. I'm hoping it will be comforting and not upset her.
She turns her body to face mine, her lips quivering slightly.
“I'm not tired. I slept a good bit of the drive here. Even if I were, I don't think I could get my brain to shut up long enough to fall asleep. All I can think about is if he's okay.”
“He will be. We're going to figure this out,” I promise her, praying that we can deliver.
“If there's one thing we know, it's that Bennet is tough, and he's always one step ahead. Even if we weren't working on a solution, I think Bennet could probably figure it out from his end.” Luis says, his low rumbling voice penetrating the darkness as he pulls up closer to Six's body to hug her.
The gesture was likely meant to be comforting, but it's immediately apparent that Six interprets his closeness in a different way. As she leans back into his embrace, a tiny moan escapes with an exhale. Tilting her head back, she captures his mouth in a kiss.
Despite how much I’d like to be a part of this, I don't want Six to feel overwhelmed, so I try to quietly give them a little bit of space. She notices me pulling away, however, and grabs my bicep, pulling me closer.
Still kissing Luis, her hand slides down my arm to place my hand on her body. My thumping heartbeat fills my ears as I watch them, my hand skimming over her hip and waist.
She releases Luis and he pushes her slightly towards me. Pushing me back so she can roll over my body, she kisses me slowly. Sitting up, she looks over to the other two guys who are both laying slightly propped up, Lukas behind Micah.
Straddling me, she reaches for Micah, who sits up and kisses her next. His mouth moves to graze over her neck as Lukas takes her lips. Her thighs clench my hips, a moan releasing into Lukas' mouth. I barely suppress my own moan, my station beneath her causing my hardening dick to strain against my sleep pants in an effort to get closer to her.
I look over at Luis, partly to see his reaction to what's happening, but also to keep everyone involved. However far she wants to take this, it's clear she wants us all to participate. 
In the faint moonlight, it's hard to see where everyone is or what they're doing. Lifting one hand from her thigh, I point to the candles above the fireplace mantle. Luis looks up and understands my silent memo, standing up to light the candles, a warm glow filling the room.
Once the candles are all lit, Luis kneels behind Six, pulling her shirt over her head and kissing her shoulder. One hand snakes around her body to cup her breast, the tattooed fingers rolling her nipple.
Six is now only wearing a pair of silk shorts. Her hips roll as Micah sucks her other nipple into his mouth. My hands, which have been holding and caressing her thighs, move up under her shorts to grip her ass, pulling her firmly against my erection.
She gasps. “Kiss him,” she instructs Lukas in a husky whisper, nodding towards Micah.
He doesn't hesitate, pulling Micah up to his mouth by the back of his neck, ravaging his mouth as Micah's hand reaches for Six.
Luis helps her up so she can join their kiss. My eyes glaze over at the sight of her tongue licking between the mouths of the two men. As she kisses them, I sit up to help Luis remove her shorts, baring her body.
The slight glow from the moon and the flickering light of the candles make her skin glow. She is all shimmering light and perfection. I can't look away from her.
I'm knocked from my reverie when she reaches over and pushes down my waistband, turning back to Micah and Lukas to lift their shirts. Everyone understands the assignment and starts stripping down.
Well, everyone but Luis. She looks over at him with a questioning expression, but he ignores her, pulling her mouth to his.
“I'm not going anywhere,” he says into her mouth. “Turn around.”
She spins and faces me, Luis using his fingertips to caress her arms. He presses his lips to the shell of her ear.
“What do you want?” He whispers as the rest of us finish disrobing, kneeling before her.
“Everything,” she croaks out in a small voice. “Everything.”
His hands roam down her body, settling on her hips as he guides her down to her knees, still facing Lukas, Micah, and me. Her eyes rake over each of us, hunger and uncertainty in her eyes.
“Hmmm, I think she needs a little more direction,” Lukas says huskily, surprising me with the tone of his voice.
I've never been with a man before, but I'd probably let him do whatever he wanted to me if he instructed me in that voice. It's half sex and half no-nonsense professor. Damn.
“Why don't you lay down, pretty girl? Let us take care of you,” says Luis as he lays her down in the middle of the bed, her forearms perched on his thighs so she can see while we all settle around her.
Lukas directs Micah between her legs and takes his place on one side of her, while I come to her other side. We surround her, eager to satisfy her every whim. She is the heart of our compass, each of us a cardinal direction at her service.
My hand is the first to reach out, caressing the length of her body, settling beneath her breast, my thumb brushing lightly over her nipple. Luis bows his body over her to kiss her mouth while Lukas and I each lick, nip, and suck at her breasts. Micah runs his tongue up the inside of her thigh and over her hip, a tiny smirk on his lips as she squirms.
Six writhes between us, her hips twitching as we tease her mercilessly. Her skin is deliciously warm and smooth beneath my hand as I run it over her stomach towards her sex, touching her everywhere but where I know she wants it most.
“Are you wet for us, pretty girl?” Luis asks her.
My middle finger dips between her folds, running my finger slowly up her center. She whimpers.
“So wet,” I say, adding my index finger and rubbing gentle circles over her clit before dipping them inside her.
Her hips jerk, pressing against my hand in a silent plea.
Removing my fingers from her warm wetness, I move to suck her juices from my fingers, but offer them to Lukas instead. He puts his mouth around them and sucks. A shiver of pleasure runs down my spine, low moans coming from both of us. I don’t think my dick has ever been this hard. 
Six's pupils are blown, her cheeks flushed as she watches Lukas suck my fingers.
“Micah should really get a taste,” suggests Lukas, moving down the bed to get behind Micah, guiding his head down between Six's legs.
Micah runs his tongue along Six's slit. When he hits her clit, she sucks in a breath, biting her lip as she watches Lukas sink his fingers into her. He slowly pumps two fingers in and out while Micah licks her. Her head falls back against Luis as her breaths come in short pants.
The enticing way her chest rises and falls has me licking and nipping at her hardened nipples while Luis whispers dirty things in her ear.
“Do you fantasize about all of us touching you at once, pretty girl? Do you want to see us all cum over your sexy body, filling all your holes and making you cum with us until you can’t breathe?”
“Oh god, yes,” she says, making Luis chuckle.
“Lukas, do you think you'd want to touch Micah while he's licking our girl?”
Her eyes widen as Lukas smiles and moves his hand from her pussy to Micah's thick cock, causing Micah to groan into Six.
“I know what she wants to see,” he says as he moves behind Micah. He positions Micah's ass up in the air, nuzzling his head back to work on Six. As Micah licks and sucks her clit, Lukas bends down and starts going to town on his ass.
Heat washes over my body as I freeze in place, watching Lukas eat Micah while he eats Six. I've all but forgotten how to move. My eyes are locked on the erotic scene in front of me. I've never in my life seen something so fucking hot.
My whole body jerks in surprise when Six's hand wraps around my cock, her little fist working me up and down as we watch the action. It could not possibly get hotter than this.
Of course, then I'm proved wrong as Lukas produces a bottle of lube, working his fingers in Micah's ass. Micah has to come up for air when Lukas lines himself up and thrusts into Micah, seating himself with a shiver. As Lukas sets a steady pace, he pushes Micah back down to Six's pussy.
Her hand tightens as she tenses, her head tossed back and mouth open. She has a death grip on the bottom of my cock that nearly makes me cum with her as I watch her hips grind against Micah's face. Her breathy moans turn into louder cries of pleasure.
Six's body shakes with aftershocks as Lukas stills, grunting his release. When he pulls out, Micah falls back against him, his thick cock leaking.
With a whispered encouragement from Luis, Six sits up and crawls over to Micah, licking the drips of pre-cum off the tip before taking him entirely in her mouth. He lets out a strangled cry, already pushed to the edge.
Six's head bobs up and down on Micah, her ass pushed up in the air right in front of me and Luis. Her pussy is dripping down her thigh and I can't not touch her. My tongue laps up every bit of the wetness running down her leg and sucks at her sopping folds until every drop of her first climax is clean.
Micah shouts his release and Six swallows him down before turning around and crawling over me. She straddles my body, lining me up and then sinking down maddeningly, deliciously slowly as she lets out a low moan.
“Fuuuuuck Six, you feel so good.”
Her hips move, rolling and lifting while she gets comfortable and finds a rhythm. Her climax comes fast, her pussy clenching hard as she cries out. The rippling of her inner walls pulls out my own orgasm and I come hard, thrusting my hips and pulling her down against me almost brutally as she calls out my name.
She collapses against me, breathless and sweaty, for only a moment before she is eyeing Luis. His arousal is obvious, but he shakes his head.
“Luis, don't be shy,” she croons, crawling off of me and over to his lap.
“I'm not shy. I figured you had enough last night.”
“Never. It'll never be enough.”
He growls into her neck. “After what I just watched, you won't be able to walk when I'm through with you.”
She levels him with a stare. “Do your worst.”
Luis snaps into action, spinning her around and bending her over in a flash. He holds her there with one hand on her back while he releases the anaconda, thrusting into her with one swift move that hurts to watch.
Six lets out a strangled gust of air, a look of shock on her face when he doesn't give her a moment to adjust before he pulls out and slams into her again. Her eyes close, her forehead creased in pain. It's almost enough for me to stop him, but as his thrusts increase pace, the noises that come from her are definitely more than pain. Mixed in with the rhythmic slapping of skin against skin are guttural moans and nonsensical cries of pleasure. A sheen of sweat covers Luis' forehead, his eyes glazed as he watches himself piston in and out of her.
Something about the fact that I lubed her up with my cum and the knowledge that he's pushing it back into her is overwhelmingly sexy. The mere thought of it is making me hard again.
The room fills with the sounds of slapping skin, grunts, and moans coming from all around me. Taking my eyes off Six, I notice Lukas is pounding into Micah almost as relentlessly as the assault happening on Six beside me.
I fist my dick, still slick with our cum, and slowly begin to pump as I watch everyone around me.
“Look at your men, pretty girl. Look how hot you make us.”
Luis grabs a handful of her hair, forcing her head up to look around her. Her mouth parts as she watches us, her eyes glazed over with heat, pupils blown. Her gaze locks with mine and I pump faster, watching with rapt attention as her tongue darts out to wet her lips.
“Do you want Jackson to fuck your mouth while I ruin your pussy, pretty girl?” He releases his hold on her hair, making her slump forward.
Six can only whimper, reaching out to me. With the slightest amount of hesitation, I position myself in front of Six. She swallows my cock to the hilt almost immediately. I was worried about hurting her, but she slams her throat against my shaft, spurred on by Luis' sharp thrusts.
Gathering her hair up, I hold her head steady so I can watch my cock disappear between her pouty lips. When I'm positive she's enjoying herself, I move more, thrusting myself into her mouth and finding a comfortable rhythm with Luis' pounding.
My position in front of Six has pushed me close to Micah and Lukas. When Micah's arm brushes against my hip accidentally, I make an involuntary noise of surprise and pleasure. Micah tentatively runs this hand up the inside of my thigh from behind me, testing the waters. His movements are gentle, clearly looking for consent, but the pounding behind him causes his hand to slip and run right across my crack and hit my balls.
I moan loudly, which makes Micah brave. He cups my balls from behind, squeezing them and using his thumb to push into the sensitive skin behind them.
My entire body erupts in heat, fireworks flashing behind my eyes. I'm not even able to give Six a proper warning other than my choked shout before I'm shooting hot cum down her throat, gagging her as she swallows.
Micah moans his release, as Lukas grunts, holding him tightly as they both come. The sounds of the pleasure all around her bring Six to a climax. She is thrown over the edge, screaming out, when Luis reaches down and pinches her clit. Her face falls down into the covers, which muffle her intense screams as Luis grunts.
“Fuck. Fuck. Fuuuck, Six. So… fucking… tight.” He can barely move or breathe as his eyes close and his body convulses a little, mingling his cum with mine as Six milks his giant cock.
Everyone collapses where they are a sticky, sweaty pile of weakened limbs and heavy breathing.
 




Micah
A loud buzzing breaks through my sleep-addled brain, rousing me from perhaps the deepest sleep I've ever experienced. Considering all the stress and craziness that we've been through, I'm surprised I could sleep at all. Last night really took it out of us, because everyone is still passed out.
Everyone except Luis, who runs out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist to answer his phone.
“Hello?”
He puts his hand over the mouthpiece. “It's Tony,” he whispers loudly.
Lukas stirs at the sound of Luis' deep voice, and I push Jackson's shoulder to wake him up before crawling over to nudge Six.
Luis switches the phone over to speaker so we can all hear the conversation.
“Brenda called me yesterday. I wasn't going to call you back—Bennet's big on privacy, you know. But I happened to already be working on hacking the security system at the warehouse in Raleigh. I got in a couple of hours ago and I saw some pretty disturbing shit, so I figured working together on this would be our best bet.”
“Best bet at what?” Asks Luis.
“On getting him out, I hope.”
Once Six is fully awake and realizes what's happening, she runs over to the kitchen island where Luis has set the phone. Her body is trembling beneath Lukas' white t-shirt.
“Did you see him? Is he there? Is he okay?”
“He's alive. I wouldn't say he's okay, though.”
Six lets out a breath of air like someone has kicked her in the gut. I can imagine she is likely feeling something similar to me—relieved to have confirmation that he's alive, but devastated because he's obviously being hurt.
“Should we call the police?” I ask, but as soon as it comes out of my mouth, I realize it would never work. “Never mind, that was dumb.”
Jackson Adley might not have the same pull in Raleigh that he does in Barnaby Falls, but it's still pretty likely that he has the right people in place to make sure he's secure.
“The chain of corruption goes pretty high up, too, so I don't know if I'd feel safe reporting to anyone in case it puts Bennet in more danger. He's been working on pulling together evidence against his father for years. He might have a safe FBI contact, but he's never shared who it is or how he got in touch with them,” Tony says.
“I've been thinking that there might be something on his computer. We have it here, but of course none of us can get into it,” Lukas tells him.
“I can probably help you get into his computer. But knowing Bennet, he likely has all the important stuff locked down. I taught him well. This could take some time.”
Lukas and Jackson take the phone to our makeshift workspace while Luis runs to throw some clothes on. Six sits next to Lukas, asking Tony questions about what they're doing with Bennet in the warehouse. I'm listening in, but I need something to keep me busy. My nerves are making me restless. I bustle around the kitchen to see what I can do about making everyone breakfast.
“There's a huge lab inside the warehouse. I can't tell exactly what they're trying to accomplish there, but I'm working on finding out. They had Bennet strapped to a chair with all kinds of wires and machines attached to him and…and I'm pretty sure they were torturing him. Adley was poking him with what looked like a cattle prod. Eventually he passed out, and they took him to a room with a metal door, but there's no camera in there. I've been watching the hallway camera to see if or when he leaves again.”
Six gasps, tears filling her eyes. Lukas meets my eyes, a mix of anger and sadness furrowing his brow. I thought my dad was bad, but Adley is really out there torturing his own flesh and blood? And for what?
“Do we have any idea why he's doing this?” I ask.
“Because he wants ‘his Progeny,’ remember? Bennet probably isn't giving him the information he wants so he can track her down.” Jackson answers with a sympathetic look at Six.
She's staring at the table, a finger running over an imperfection in the wood. As she opens her mouth to speak, Luis cuts her off with a sharp word.
“Don't.”
Six shakes her head, the tears now spilling over her cheeks. She curls inward, pulling her knees up on the chair and covering her face with her hands.
“I can't just let him—”
“NO, Six. No. Bennet did not put himself in this position so you can run in and hand yourself over. I won't let you. WE won't let you. And Bennet would be pissed if he knew you were even thinking about it.”
“But—”
“NO!” We all yell at once, making her flinch.
“Even if you did, I'm guessing that the chances of Adley actually letting Bennet go are slim to none.” Jackson says softly, pressing a light kiss to her forehead.
“We need to figure out a way to get Bennet out. And then we're going to have to deal with Adley, one way or another. Maybe we run, but I’m sure Bennet has something up his sleeve. He's always one step ahead, always,” says Luis, and we all murmur our agreement.
Tony's voice interjects from the speaker. “Lukas, try now.”
“We're in,” he confirms, and everyone gathers behind the table.
With more help from Tony, we are able to find a lot of information, but nothing that helps us with our current problem. Unsurprisingly, Bennet has files on each one of us. They each contain our various background checks, including transcripts, police reports, photos, and anything else his PI found interesting. They're very thorough.
There are also files with information on Adley, mostly financial records and notes about which accounts are from legitimate operations. There's plenty of proof here of fraud and embezzlement, and even some notes about bribing public officials. The list of senators and congressmen on his payroll is staggering. It's no wonder the man gets away with everything.
“Even if we tried to take this information and the warehouse footage to the FBI, there's no promise that he wouldn't get tipped off and slither out of it. There's a reason Bennet has been sitting on this information, collecting evidence and biding his time,” Tony says.
“So, how do we get him out?” Six asks in a small voice.
“We'll figure something out, baby girl.” I tell her, my arms wrapped around her shoulders and hugging her.
“I should be close to getting into the BioCere files. Hopefully, those will help. Once I do, I'll call you immediately.”
After the line cuts out, we sit in silence for a few seconds. Once again, we're at a standstill, but at least with Tony on our side there is hope for progress. And we know Bennet is alive, which is the most important thing for us to hold on to right now.
“Hey,” I whisper to Six. “How about we take our plates and eat outside? There's a picnic table out there.”
“There's a really pretty view, too.” Jackson chimes in, planting a kiss on her cheek before getting up to grab some breakfast. It’s obvious to me he’s not talking about the scenery, but I’m not sure Six catches it.
I make us both a plate and carry them outside while Six slips some sandals on. We're still in our pajamas. I’m in a pair of sleep pants and she's in an oversized t-shirt. It was the easiest thing for her to put on after getting cleaned up last night. The cabin is remote, so it's not like we have to worry about any neighbors.
Outside, the view is stunning. It was too dark to see much when we pulled in last night, so this is our first time to appreciate our surroundings. There are thick woods all around us except for an opening over a small cliff where you can see for miles. It's beautiful and serene and the picnic table is perfectly placed for us to enjoy the view while we eat. Sitting next to Six, I enjoy the warmth of her thigh close to mine as we look out over the landscape.
“This is great, Micah. Thanks for cooking.”
I give her a wide grin, making her smile back.
“There it is,” I say, pinching her chin a bit. I kiss the almost-dimple on the side of her mouth, and then place another kiss on her lips.
Turning to face her completely, I press my forehead against hers and tell her, “He's going to be okay, baby girl. We're gonna figure this out. Alright?”
A little huff of air escapes her, her eyes closing against tears that are threatening to spill over. She’s cried more today than she has since the day she woke up in the hospital.
“I love him,” she says in a breath. “I love all of you. I never got to tell him because I thought it was silly. I'd only just met you all. It makes no sense. But I do. I love you, Micah.”
My chest aches at her words. I can't even respond other than to capture her mouth and pour it all into a kiss. Her lips part and her tongue twists with mine, deepening the kiss. Wrapping my arms around her, I pull her into my lap.
Before I know it, Six is writhing in my lap, my hands running up her bare legs to knead her ass. It hadn't occurred to me she never put her silk shorts or a pair of panties on, but the realization coaxes a groan out of me that comes out almost like a growl.
My hands run back down her legs and then up again, this time sliding up the inside of her thighs. Her legs automatically spread a little wider for me and I brush a thumb over her slit, a barely there touch but enough to feel that she is soaking wet for me. I break the kiss to lean back a bit, pushing her shirt up over her hips so I can see her.
Her perfect pussy is glistening, and as I run my fingers through the slick lips, she purrs. My fingers play with her, dipping into her center and rubbing circles over her clit until she is panting.
“Micah.”
She says my name like a plea as she reaches down between us to run her hand over my erection. My hips jerk into her hand when she pushes it into the waistband of my sleep pants to wrap around my hard cock. A moan escapes my throat at the pressure of her warm hand squeezing and pumping me.
Six pulls my cock fully from my pants, the movement of her hand pushing my shaft over her wet folds. Her thighs tighten as a shiver passes through her body.
Pushing her chest away gently so I can angle her body away from mine, I run my hard length up and down her pussy. She leans her head back and rocks against me, her wetness coating the entire underside of my cock. Lining myself up to push inside her, I watch as just the head disappears into her wet heat.
Her breathy moans increase as I keep pushing into her bit by bit, playing with her clit until I feel her pussy clench down. Her breath stutters, as if taken by surprise. The rhythmic clenching over the sensitive tip of my cock is like nothing I've ever felt before. I'd wanted to take my time, feeling her encase me inch by inch, but I need more. I want to feel her all the way, until I'm so deep inside her I can feel her organs vibrate.
She winces and lets out a sharp hiss as she slides down, still sore from last night. With my hands on her hips, I guide her as gently as possible to sink down until she is fully seated.
My eyes clench tight. She encases my entire cock in warm, wet, soft velvet. Her walls are fluttering around me, massaging me, as she comes down from her orgasm. My arms tighten while I hold her there, reveling in this fascinating, unfamiliar sensation. She is beautiful, literally inside and out.
“Amazing,” I whisper, as she starts to move.
At first, all I can do is enjoy the view as she rolls her hips against me. She locks her eyes on mine, watching my reactions. She knows this is my first time with a woman and while I think it's sweet that she's being so gentle and accommodating, I'm a quick study. As much as she's been watching me, I've been observing every sigh and flush of her skin as she moves, learning exactly what feels good to her.
My hands grip her thighs and move her body to slide up and down my hard length, grinding her down against me slowly. Sucking her bottom lip into mine, I swallow her gasps as I increase the pace until she is panting for more.
Still buried inside her body, I stand, her legs wrapping around me to hold on. I carry her to the end of the wooden table, away from the bench, and lay her down.
My hands push the loose t-shirt over her stomach and breasts, exposing her to the summer morning as I thrust into her languidly. I bend down to flick my tongue over one of her pink nipples, sucking the stiff peak into my mouth. Her thighs tighten around me, encouraging me to give her more.
I keep my pace slow, running my hand down her sternum and over her stomach to play with her clit while I roll my hips into her. Her hips are lifting, meeting my gentle thrusts as we build toward an explosive crescendo. My fingers slow their movements over her clit, wanting to draw this out as long as I can.
There is no other sensation that could match this. Her warmth enveloping around me, muscles tensing and gripping my cock. It's beautiful and unlike anything I've ever felt before. The only thing that could make this better would be having Lukas here.
A fantasy flashes in my mind of Lukas behind me while I fuck Six, his tongue, fingers, and long cock working me while I thrust into her tight pussy. The mere thought is overwhelming, driving me wild. My hips snap harder and faster into Six.
I love the little sounds she makes as I pick up the pace, her sharp gasps and soft moans spurring me on as much as the fantasy playing out in my head. We are definitely going to give that a try.
My arms link under her knees, spreading her thighs wider and lifting her ass off the table, my thrusts coming harder and faster.
“Yes, oh God, Micah!”
Her breath catches as her walls clench down around me, tighter than I could have ever imagined, squeezing out my climax. My grunts are primal, practically rutting into her as my dick pulses against the tight grip of her pussy and my orgasm erupts like a bomb.
I'm breathing heavily like I ran a marathon, sweat drenching my tank top and dripping from my face. Six wraps her legs tightly around me, holding me inside her as she comes down from the aftershocks. My dick is twitching against the rippling walls of her pussy.
Leaning over her with my elbows propped up on either side of her head, I kiss her deeply.
“I love you too, baby girl.”
She giggles, the movement of her body effectively pushing my softening cock from her body. I pull out and help her sit up, giving her a questioning look but chuckling at her reaction.
“What's so funny?”
“Well, you have to say it now, don't you?” I bark out a laugh in response.
My chest rumbles with laughter as I hug her close. “I thought it would be better to show you.” I drop another kiss on her mouth. “I probably do love you more now though. That was…intense.”
She smiles widely at my admission. “I know exactly what you mean.”
“Come on, let's go get you cleaned up and see if we can help at all.”
Both of us sober at the thought. Not that we could ever forget about Bennet and everything that has been happening, but it's easy to get caught up in the moment and drop your guard. Until there's something we can actually do, the helplessness is suffocating. I imagine she is feeling it even more than I am. I'm glad I could give her something else to focus on for a little while.
As we walk up to the porch hand in hand, I notice the curtains shift. Seems we've had an audience.
 




Lukas
Sighing, I lean back in my chair and run my hands through my hair. We aren't getting anywhere with Bennet's computer.
There's a lot of information in here that should be enough to put Adley in prison for a while, but Tony is right. Bennet wouldn't be sitting on this information if he thought it was ready. And if someone tips him off, he could seriously hurt or potentially kill Bennet. I don't think he's above it, not after watching the security footage that Tony sent over.
My heart clenches even more to think that Micah's father was about to drag him to a meeting with that monster, and who knows what kind of horrific treatment he would have been subjected to. I have a theory that the reason Micah's father has always pushed him so hard has something to do with the serum injection—the “vaccine” we were given.
I have a visceral reaction to the way they marketed their sick experiment. “Vaccine” is a sadistic name to call whatever those shots were. Vaccines save lives. All this drug seems to do is cause destruction.
I huff out a breath. My brain is overwhelmed with processing the same information over and over again, but not getting anywhere.
Twisting my head side to side to stretch out my neck, my eyes register movement through the window behind me. Shocked, I catch a glance of Micah and Six out the kitchen window. She is straddling him, my shirt bunched up around her hips to show her clearly bare ass while she rides his cock. I watch them, saliva pooling in my mouth and pants tenting, leaning back farther in my seat when Micah picks her up to lay her on the table.
Jackson notices my interest and perks up. “What's happening over there?”
My face hot with embarrassment, I consider making excuses for myself. I honestly didn't mean to watch them, but it's not like they're trying to hide anything. In fact, they're being quite loud about it now that Micah has hooked his arms under Six's legs and started going to town.
Damn. He's an animal.
Jackson looks out the window and sees what has caught my attention. “Holy fuck. Luis, come here and look at this.”
Luis, eyeing us both like annoying children, gets up and begrudgingly walks over. We shift slightly to give him enough space to see, all three of us now pressing our faces against the window like kids outside a candy shop.
“Fucking hell,” he rasps.
“How can she even handle that after last night?” I ask in awe.
“Or the night before,” Jackson snickers.
Luis slaps Jackson across his head, but his lips turn up in a smile.
“Because she's perfect for us.” His answer is both matter of fact and awed.
He's right. When this whole thing began, I was such an asshole, my head stuck so far up my ass that I couldn't see what was right in front of me. I was afraid, but Six has only brought me closer to Micah. Not only that, but my relationship with her, separately from Micah, is precious. She is truly something special. I'm usually more of a rational person than spiritual, but I would almost say that Six was made for us.
The three of us are hypnotized. My t-shirt is scrunched way up on her chest, exposing her arched body as her hips meet Micah's thrust for thrust. Micah is working up a sweat, the thick, corded muscles of his thighs and ass on display as he drives into her.
We watch, enraptured, as Six grips the table at her sides, arching further off the table and crying out Micah's name. He pounds into her harder and faster, the speed of his thrusts showing off his impressive athleticism.
Only after Micah comes, grunting and slamming into her like some kind of beast, does it occur to me we've just stood there and watched the entire show like a bunch of pervy voyeurs. Even so, I don't take my eyes off them, completely glued to the scene before me. It's definitely a new kink for me.
I zone out, lost in a fantasy of taking Micah from behind as he thrusts into Six, flinching when I notice them walking back. Quickly, we all retreat and resume our places around the table, Jackson snickering the whole time. His amusement is contagious. The idea of us all getting caught being naughty is pretty funny, although embarrassing. We're all still chuckling when Micah and Six walk in.
Micah looks at me knowingly and Six freezes when she notices us all silently staring at them. Jackson's face, as usual, betrays exactly what he's thinking and he can't hold in his laughter.
“You're all a bunch of dirty creepers!” Six admonishes, but there's amusement in her eyes as she escapes to the bathroom. We wait until the shower cuts on before we all bust into a fit of laughter.
Our moment of fun is cut short, however, when Luis' phone rings.
“It's Tony.” He answers and puts it on speaker.
“I got in,” Tony announces. “You will not believe the crazy shit they have going on in that lab. The files on your girl are  pretty disturbing, man. I already uploaded everything I could get so far. I'm still working on hacking into their mainframe to see if I can take control of their systems. If I can, I might have an idea to get Bennet out.”
He hangs up and we all get to work.
Everyone sits in front of a laptop and pulls the files from the secure cloud Tony set up. The silence is heavy, all of us sifting through the hundreds of pages of files. Proof of just some of the atrocities that have occurred in that warehouse.
Jackson finds the files on all of us and Luis locates a huge file dedicated to Six, who the files refer to as “ProGen6” or as “the Progeny.”
“Well, here's the proof that BioCere Inc. ran a genetics study, but it only lists Micah and Lukas' families and the infertility study officially. The files for the rest of us are separate, and if I'm reading this right, it looks like Adley might have gone rogue to find his own test subjects.” Jackson gives us a synopsis as he scrolls through the files on the five of us. “He tested the serum on Bennet too.”
His lip curls in disgust. “Can you believe he experimented on his own son?”
“Can you believe he purposely impregnated unsuspecting women to use them and their infants as test subjects?” Micah gives Jackson a pointed look. “There's nothing he's done that isn't fucked up.”
There's so much inconceivable information here, it's hard to believe that any of this is real. “It looks to me like the point of the study was to enhance genetic codes to produce some kind of superior offspring.”
“And they used Six to do it.” Luis' voice is dangerously low and angry.
I'm not entirely sure I'm ready to hear whatever he's found. I've seen some of what they’ve done to Bennet in that lab, and who knows how long they subjected Six to the same torture.
“What did they use me for?” Six emerges from the bathroom in a pair of black shorts and a white printed shirt, her hair wet from the shower.
Luis gestures Six over and pulls her into his lap. His eyes meet mine for a moment, silently communicating his worries about whatever is on the screen in front of him. Minimizing the pages that I was sorting through, I find the file in question and pull it up.
At first it's mostly physical reports, regular check-up type exams. There are records of her health and growth from birth until about a month ago, and there are a lot more exams than would be typical. Six was being examined every three months. Her exams, as she gets older, also include a lot of more thorough procedures than would be normal for a regular check-up; including stress tests, MRIs and EEGs, and other extensive evaluations. There are photos attached to each of the reports that show Six's progression from infant to the young woman that we know today. In each of the photos, she is wearing the same uniform of what looks like white linen scrubs.
Looking through the pages, I notice that all the exams were overseen by BioCere physicians and conducted at the lab. My heart sinks low in my stomach, bile rising in my throat, as I come to realize that Six was living in  that lab, not just recently but for her entire life.
Six is still reading through the files, her eyes focused on the photos and reports in front of her. No signs of recognition pass over her features, but it's clear that she's made the same realization I have. Her facial expressions are a mixture of shock and sadness, flipping through the photos and watching herself grow up. In each photo, her stare is blank. Not even the photos of her as a young child show her smiling.
She stops on a particular photo, casting a momentary glance over her shoulder. Luis' eyes darken, and I lean over to see which photo they are looking at. Six is young, no older than ten or eleven, with her head completely shaved.
Abandoning the other files for now, we all dig into Six's records, splitting them up between us to make the most headway. I'm looking through the information about the “ProGen” studies. Luis and Six are digging through her personal records, and Jackson is going through the files that relate to all of us. Micah is focusing on the notes regarding various experiments they subjected her to, Six having decided that she wasn't ready to see those reports. I can't blame her. I'm not entirely sure I'm ready to see them either.
Reading the notes from the “ProGen” study is like reading something out of a science fiction novel. From what I can tell, everything relates back to the “ProGen Series.” The more I read, the more disturbed I am.
Breaking the heavy silence, I say, “I don't think you were just born in that lab, Six. I think that lab was built for you.”
“What do you mean?”
“It looks like the lab was built specifically for this “ProGen Series” study, which you are evidently a product of.” I worry that my words are too direct, but I don't know how else to say it.
Six slides off Luis' lap and comes to stand next to me so she can see what I'm reading. There's a slight tremble in her limbs. Wanting to comfort her, I grab her hand and tug her gently into my lap. Wrapping one arm around her waist and placing a small kiss on her shoulder, I scroll back up and show her the information about her birth.
“If I'm understanding this correctly, they created the Raleigh lab specifically to run a study they refer to as the 'ProGen Series,' which was an attempt to create a 'genetically superior specimen.’ Basically, they used modified DNA and what they refer to as a 'host subject' to produce offspring. Eight fetuses were created in total, but most of those pregnancies resulted in miscarriage. Only two children survived past infancy—numbers six and eight.”
I wonder momentarily if the “host subject” was a willing participant, but as they don't even name her or give any further information about the poor woman who would effectively be Six's mother, I'm assuming not. At least in this file, there are zero notes about the pregnancies or the fate of the woman who carried them. Almost as if she didn't even exist beyond her purpose as an incubator for these test subjects. It's sickening.
Six touches her ear, running a finger over the back where a tiny “6” is tattooed.
“What happened to number eight?”
“There's nothing in this file that I've found so far. But most of these records seem to indicate 'ProGen6'—you, as the only successful outcome of the study. Which is, I suppose, why they started referring to you as the 'Progeny'.”
Her gaze settles on her lap, briefly reminding me of her time in the hospital.
“So how is this “ProGen” series connected to your files?” Six asks in a small voice. I think she's afraid to hear the answer.
Jackson raises his eyes to Luis, who gives him a small nod. He looks like he'd rather sink into the ground than face what's right in front of him, but he clears his throat and does it anyway.
“It was your DNA that was used to make the serum that we were each injected with at birth. The shot our parents received was a variation of that same shot, but was made from the same genetic material that they used to…make you.” He cringes at having to use those words to describe her birth.
“That could explain the strong connection we have. I wonder if it was an intended consequence…” I muse out loud, not intending to suggest anything negative.
Six's body stiffens in my lap. I want to shove my foot in my mouth when she quietly slides out of my lap and walks towards the back room.
“I think I need to lie down for a while,” she says softly, not looking any of us in the eye.
The door closes behind her.
“Shit.” I rake my fingers through my hair and over my face roughly.
Why am I such an asshole? I didn't even mean it as a bad thing. My brain is attracted to reason and patterns, and I just spit out the correlation without considering how it might sound.
Both Luis and Jackson stand to go check on her, but I stop them.
“Let me, please. I need to explain and apologize.” I stand, hesitating at the troubled look on Micah's face.
His jaw is tight, eyes haunted and downcast. He looks like he might be sick at any moment. Walking around the table, I place a hand on the back of his neck.
“It's bad, man. The things they did to her… Inhumane doesn't cover it.” He says in a quiet voice so it doesn't carry.
Placing a kiss on his temple, I make my way to the back room, knocking gently. There's no answer, but the door is unlocked, so I let myself in.
“Six?”
It takes my eyes a few moments to adjust to the dark room, but when they do, I see Six lying on her side in the middle of the bed, hugging her knees to her chest. My heart drops and I don't hesitate for even a moment before I am lying next to her, pulling her back into my chest.
She isn't even crying, which is somehow more jarring than if I had found her sobbing. Her eyes stare off into the wall, open but unseeing.
“I'm so sorry, I—”
She cuts me off. “It's okay. You were right.”
“No, it's not okay. I didn’t mean it the way it came out, and I’m sorry that it hurt you. I should learn when to keep my analytical thoughts in my head, because the fact is that none of it matters.”
She turns around to face me. “How does it not matter? You were right. There is an explanation for all of it. None of this is real.”
“Just because there might be an explanation does not mean our connection isn't real. I don't care if someone had put chips in all of our brains and predestined that we would be together. It doesn't change the way we feel about each other… The way I feel about you.”
My hand caresses her face as I look into her eyes, hoping that I can convey my thoughts and feelings appropriately.
“Six…I’m so sorry. I acted like a real asshole in the beginning, trying to deny how I felt because I was worried it wasn't real, the only holdout of the group. I struggled with my brain and my heart not matching up, because I tend to seek objective explanations for everything. But you helped me realize it doesn't matter.”
Her eyes fill with tears, and she tries to look away from me.
“I'll be honest, there is a big part of me that is very satisfied to have an explanation, or at least a working theory. But I still maintain it doesn't change the way I feel about you, Six. That is very real.”
A tear escapes as she absorbs what I'm saying, but rejects it with a shake of her head. She scrunches her brows together, arms wrapped around her body.
“I'm a genetic experiment, Lukas. I'm not real. I shouldn't exist.”
“Well then, that's one thing we have to be thankful for, one good thing that they gave us. Because whether or not you think you shouldn’t exist, I'm fucking glad you do. You make everything better, Six. You're perfect.”
I look into her wide eyes, dropping my gaze to her lips, and then her body.
“You look real to me.”
My hand caresses over the curve of her hip and grasps her waist, pulling her slightly closer to my body.
“And you feel real to me.”
My nose runs along the side of her jaw, hovering over her mouth. Her lips part slightly to let in a deep breath, and I take advantage, running my tongue along the inside of her lips.
“You smell and taste real.”
Her chin tips up and her lips meet mine. I kiss her slowly, deeply, until a tiny moan escapes.
“Hmm, that sounded real to me,” I whisper.
Lifting her hand and placing it against my chest, letting her feel the erratic beating of my heart. “This is real.”
I place my hand on her chest just above her breast, her heart pounding against my hand.
“Real,” I say again.
Lifting her head to meet my lips again, she holds my hand over her heart, slowly moving it down onto her breast. My hand cups her breast, running my thumb over the hardened nipple that pokes through her thin shirt.
“Definitely real,” I smirk against her mouth.
Six presses her body closer to mine, wrapping one leg around my hips. I kiss her slowly. Deeply. Pouring all of my sorrow, affection, and resolve into every movement of my lips. A sigh parts her lips, my tongue gaining entry and dipping into her mouth. I lick her tongue the way I licked her pussy back at the estate.
My arousal has become embarrassingly apparent, my erection trying to escape through the fly of my sleep pants. I roll my hips away from her, not wanting her to think I expect anything. Not only is she going through a lot right now, mentally and emotionally, but her body has been through a lot. With five of us pining after her all the time, she's got to be tired. Even if she could physically keep up with us all, she'd never be able to leave or get anything done.
Six makes a frustrated sound and tries to pull me back. The sound coaxes out a chuckle that turns into a groan.
Coming close to her again, my hips against hers, I ask, “Aren't you tired? Or…you know, sore?”
“A little, but I don't mind it. I kind of like it, actually. And when I'm with you all, that's the only time I can stop focusing on all the negative thoughts in my head. I…need you. And I want you.”
It's not for me to decide how she deals with her trauma. I'm glad that she's found a way to help her relieve stress. And obviously I'm willing to help in any way.
She doesn't wait for me to make certain she's sure, instead rolling onto her back and pulling me with her. I cover her body with mine, my knee pushing her legs apart and settling my hips between her thighs. Her legs lock around me, pushing me firmly into her body.
My hips pivot into her, pressing my hard length against her core. She groans and writhes against me, chasing the friction.
Her hands grope at the drawstring of my pants, pushing them off my hips. I sit up to pull them the rest of the way off my legs, taking her shirt over her head at the same time.
I don't have to ask her what she wants this time. She removes her shorts and underwear quickly, laying back with her legs spread, reaching for me.
I go to her, but I start from the bottom, kissing my way from her foot, up the inside of her thigh, to her center. My tongue runs languidly up from the bottom of her slit to the top, flicking lightly over the sensitive nub. I lap at her like a dog drinking water, savoring the sweet tangy flavor as she rakes her fingers through my hair.
Inserting a finger, I slide it in and out, soaking it and spreading the wetness down. She gasps when my fingers touch her ass, her cheeks tightening at first, but then relaxing as I massage over her puckered hole. Edging the tip of my finger inside, barely penetrating, her body clenches.
She rocks against my face, my mouth closing around her clit, sucking and flicking my tongue intermittently until her thighs tighten and she inhales shakily. Her hand tightens in my hair, grinding against my face as she cries out my name.
Not waiting for her orgasm to pass, I climb up her body to settle between her thighs. My hands run up her arms, folding my fingers through hers as I slowly slide my length inside her. I groan as the small flutters of her inner muscles massage every inch of my cock in a way I never imagined.
Being inside Six is different from being inside Micah, but it is intensely satisfying in much the same way. It's more than physical. Giving them pleasure, even in little nonsexual ways, is my greatest happiness in this life. Admittedly, being buried to the hilt in any of their tight holes is my favorite.
My hips roll, thrusting into her soft body in long, slow strokes. My hand caresses down her body to grip her thigh, lifting it higher. Six moans at the new angle, so I push it a little farther and hook my arm under her knee. My pace stays slow and steady, stroking into her so that she feels every inch as I pull almost entirely out of her and then sink back to the hilt. Every time my body sinks into hers, my hips roll slightly upwards and her eyes roll back.
Holding onto her leg, I roll us over so that she is on top. She gasps at the change in position, taking a moment to acclimate.
“It feels like you're in my stomach,” she moans.
She moves tentatively, adjusting her stride until she is leaning forward with her hands on my chest, lifting her body and then sliding back down until she is fully seated again. Her movements become quicker and more fluid, until she is rocking up and down, her perky breasts pushed up between her arms.
Eyes closed, mouth parted, she moans as she rides me. She is completely lost in it, almost missing when Jackson pokes his head in the door.
“Hey, I was just checking—Oh shit, I'm sorry.”
Six startles and stops moving, but doesn't get off me or try to hide herself. In fact, she looks a bit excited to have been caught, her cheeks flushed and eyes wide with an almost mischievous gleam. He moves to close the door, but I wave him in. As much as I love having the alone time with her, I have a feeling that Jackson might make our activities even more…diverting.
He closes the door behind him, walking close to the bed.
“Are you sure? Because I can give you some space—”
Six starts rolling her hips again, her body moving like she's riding a bull. Jackson lets out a breath.
“Jesus.” Is all he can say.
Changing her pace , Six looks directly at him over her shoulder as she once again bends forward, using her thighs to lift off my long cock, and then lower slowly back down. She does this a few times until her breaths are quick and heavy.
“Putting on a show, are we? I think Jackson enjoys watching you slide up and down my cock. Do you like it when we watch you?”
“MmmHmm,” she moans.
“The day you rode Luis in the bathtub, I was watching you. I've never been so hard in my entire life. Thankfully Micah was all worked up too, because I had some pent up energy to release.”
Six's eyes are closed, little gasps and mewls falling from her lips. Jackson is still standing in the same spot, enthralled by the show she is putting on for him.
“How would you feel about Jackson coming over to play?”
“God, yes,” she pants as she sits up, grinding against me.
Jackson doesn't waste time undressing, knowing this isn't about him or even about me. He climbs right up on the bed so that he's directly behind her, kneeling between my knees. He starts by bringing both of his hands around her body to cup her breasts, rolling and pinching her already hardened nipples. Six leans her head back on his shoulder and sighs.
Jackson's hands travel down, one settling on her hip while the other dives to her sex, his fingers circling her clit as she grinds down on me. I can feel her inner walls flutter again, right as Jackson removes his hand and gently nudges Six forward against my chest.
“Ride him like you were before,” he whispers.
Six obeys, placing her hands on my chest and rising up on my cock. Just as she is sinking down again, she gasps, momentarily shocked, before a husky moan escapes her throat. I have to tilt my head to see what's happening.
Jackson has his face firmly planted between her ass cheeks. I feel his tongue dip all the way down to where my cock is thrusting in and out of Six's dripping pussy and I nearly lose it right there. He comes up for air, and…
Did he just…spit?
Six's eyebrows shoot up, her face flushed and eyes wide at the sound of Jackson spitting. She gives me a look of disbelief, letting out a heavy pant. But then Jackson inserts a finger into her ass and she moans loudly.
She freezes, her walls pulsing around me. I grab her thighs, helping guide her body until she resumes, riding me in a frenzy with Jackson pumping his finger inside her. Our pace increases, her pussy intermittently squeezing my cock, and I can feel myself getting close.
“Fuck, I'm going to come,” I pant.
“Shit, me too,” Jackson groans and releases his zipper.
Clamping down around me so hard that I can barely move inside her, Six cries out loudly. My spine is tingling. Holding onto her hips, I thrust up into her, moments from coming, when an unfamiliar hand squeezes my balls.
“Jesus!” I shout out my orgasm, the dual sensations of Six's tight muscles and Jackson's hand hitting me so hard, light explodes behind my eyelids.
Behind her, Jackson grunts, eliciting a gasp from Six.
Six collapses on top of me, my cock still pulsing inside her. As my orgasm induced dizziness recedes, I gather her in my arms, my hand landing in the sticky wetness on her back.
Jackson is sitting back on his knees, breathing heavily, with his dick hanging out of his jeans. When he notices my gaze, he winks.
“Well, I guess I need another shower, unless Jackson's kinky ass is going to come over here and lick me clean,” says Six, her body still limp against mine.
“Don't tempt me, darlin',” Jackson growls. “I made most of the mess anyway, but I'd also happily clean every drop of Lukas' cum from your swollen pussy.”
I'll be damned if my cock doesn't twitch a little. Six groans. Surely he's joking.
Whether he noticed my expression of disbelief or he was just really into the idea, Jackson crawls up the bed. His hand slowly caresses over Six's ass before he maneuvers her to roll over so she lays next to me.
In one smooth, slow movement, Jackson laves his tongue up the inside of her thigh and up over her lips. Lifting his head, he makes a show out of tasting the cum he lapped from her body.
“Mmm, not bad,” he says before diving in deep to lick and suck her clean.




Bennet
My eyes try feebly to adjust to blinding light as I am jerked awake by the cell door slamming open. Mouth dry and head pounding, I do my best to get my bearings and focus on the intruder.
In the doorway stands my father, tension radiating off his body as he glares down at me. Not wanting to be in any position of weakness with him around, I sit up, holding back a wince as pain shoots through my body.
This man, who calls himself my father, spent hours torturing me until I finally blacked out after being stabbed in the neck with a cattle prod. My entire body is throbbing. The stench of dried sweat and blood sticks to me. None of it was as bad as listening to Six scream. Even once I figured out that the screams were recordings, the sounds of her pain and torment leached into my brain and will haunt me forever.
But those sounds also helped, in a way. They helped to steel my resolve and remember why I'm here. Because no matter how much torture they put me through, I will never turn her back over to them. I'll suffer here for the rest of my life, however long that may be. She will never, ever, be put in the position to make those sounds again.
The monster standing in the doorway is yelling something at me, but my brain hasn't caught up yet and his voice sounds like a Charlie Brown cartoon through a tunnel. As the fog clears, a specimen cup hits my knee and rolls along the floor.
Shaking myself out of my stupor, I try to focus on the cup and what my father is saying.
“What…what is this for?”
“Fill it up, Romeo.”
He wants me to pee in the cup?
“Let me know if you need a magazine, or I can play the recordings of your girlfriend screaming again. That usually gets me pretty hard.”
Excuse me? Heat engulfs my body as rage flows through me, overshadowing any ache or pain. It isn't pee he wants me to fill the cup with.
“You want me to…”
He taps the cattle prod against his leg. “Do I need to repeat myself?”
This is not happening.
My father seems to notice my reluctance.
“You can either splooge in the cup willingly, or we can tie you down and extract it manually.” He holds up a long needle.
Fuck that.
“Why?”
The look he gives me in response to my audacity is scathing. He never has appreciated being questioned, but right here in the middle of his show of power? I can't even say I'm surprised when he takes three long strides into the room, stabbing the end of the cattle prod into my stomach. My lack of surprise doesn't make it hurt any less.
“I'll be back in twenty minutes. There better be some genetic material in that cup when I get back, or we'll do this the hard way.”
Part of me almost wonders why he didn't just resort to “the hard way” in the first place, but I know him better than that. This is about power, about showing me who's in control. Forcing me to debase myself is psychological warfare. They probably aren't even going to use the specimen for anything. The simple act of forcing me to do it, and then wondering what they would need it for, is the entire game.
Obviously, the only choice here is to comply. It would be a stupid move to refuse and subject myself to a six-inch needle in my scrotum. Though how he expects me to perform is beyond me. I've never felt less capable of an erection in my life.
The fluorescent lights are blinding, the smell of ammonia overwhelming my senses, even overpowering the acrid stench of my own sweat and blood. Every muscle and bone in my body ache, and whenever I move a wave of nausea threatens.
I struggle to pick up the specimen cup from the floor, my eyes darting around the room and towards the cutout window in the door. Just because I don't see any cameras doesn't mean they aren't here, and this situation is impossible enough without the thought of dear old dad or his henchmen watching.
Grabbing the thin blanket from the bed, I drape it over my lap and unbuckle my slacks. I sit there for a few minutes, but I cannot will my flaccid cock to so much as twitch.
Pulling myself to sit back against the wall, I close my eyes and try to breathe slowly—in through the nose, out through the mouth—the way Micah would coach.
Thinking of how Micah coached Six makes me think of how I coached Micah, which finally gets a reaction out of my body. Keeping my eyes closed tight and the blanket over my lap, I run through every tantalizing moment of touching her body.
I had been disappointed in myself for breaking my resolve. Even when it began, I told myself I wasn't going to touch her; I was just going to tell Micah what to do. But her pussy was dripping and I couldn't stop myself from touching her. And once I started, I didn't want to stop. Walking away afterwards has to be at the top of the list of toughest punishments I've ever inflicted on myself.
Looking back now, I'm disappointed in myself for not staying and telling her how I felt. Showing her how I felt. I should have dropped all pretense the moment I realized she wanted us, the way she reacted to being held down and exposed.
My cock is officially hard, picturing the little drop of wetness that I watched roll down her thigh after I tied her up and smacked her ass. With my hand slowly stroking my growing erection, I close my eyes and fantasize about that day, changing the reality to what I should have done, what I would do, if I could go back…
I lean down and whisper, not convinced I can speak without giving away my weakness for this woman, especially all trussed up and turning pink for me. “Do you like that, baby?”
She whimpers, earning another smack. I've already shown her how to use her voice. I need her to be explicit with her consent.
“Yes!” She cries.
“Do you want us to touch you?”
“Yes!…Please.”
“Where?”
She huffs, her face turning redder than her ass. My hand lands another hard smack.
My voice is gruff and husky. “Tell us where you want us to touch you, Six.”
She screws up her eyes, whimpering lightly.
Smack!
Finally, she blurts the words I want to hear. “Touch my pussy! God. Please!”
“Mmm, that's better,” I praise her, gently caressing the glowing pink of her ass.
Moving to my knees, I oblige, diving face first into her warm, wet core. She gasps, shocked at the contact, but quickly recovers as my tongue plunges inside her. Her hips wiggle, but I stop her. I'm still in charge here.
“Micah, hold her down.” He climbs onto the bed, pushing her hair to one side before laying his hands against her back.
With Micah holding the top of her body, I tighten my hands in the bed sheets that are wrapped around her legs, forcing her thighs apart with her ass still in the air. Then I return my face to her deliciously wet pussy, fucking her with my tongue. Reaching for one of Micah's hands, I guide his fingers to her clit, instructing him how to play with the tiny, sensitive nub.
While Micah rubs her in circles, I resume tongue fucking her until her body is trembling for release. Abruptly, I stop, earning a cry of frustration.
My face is coated in her juices as I bend down close to her face, grasping her chin in my hands as I crash my mouth against hers. My tongue roughly lashes against hers, feeding Six her own arousal before straightening up and smacking her again, right over her sopping wet pussy. The mattress muffles her shout.
Grabbing a handful of hair at the nape of her neck, I force her head up. It's no doubt uncomfortable, trussed up as she is, but the way her lips are parted tells me she doesn't mind too much.
“Did you get your fill of Jackson's cock last night, baby? Or do we need to feed you some more?”
Her tongue darts out to lick her lips, pupils blown. She swallows harshly before answering, her voice strained and husky.
“More, please.”
My gaze moves to the man next to me. “Pull it out and show her what you have for her, Micah.”
Without Micah pushing her shoulders down, I pull her head up so she is eye level with the waistband of his sleep pants as he releases himself. Six stares, openmouthed, as Micah's thick cock bobs right in front of her face.
“Sit, Micah.” He doesn't balk in the slightest as he follows my orders, sitting with his legs open right in front of Six's face.
“Do you want Micah's thick cock in your mouth?”
“Yes.” It comes out a whimper, but I hear the consent I’m waiting for.
Pulling her closer to Micah's lap, I guide her head down. “Open up, baby,” I instruct, using my grip on her nape to lower her mouth over Micah's cock.
Micah hisses out a breath as I slowly guide her head all the way down until his cock is in her throat. I hold her there until I can see tiny streams of spit pooling around the base of his cock.
Arousal chokes my voice as I guide her head up and down Micah's shaft.
“Look how well you take Micah's thick cock. You're so beautiful with your lips stretched around him.”
She moans around him, the vibrations pulling a groan from Micah. The strain in his corded neck muscles tells me he's getting close.
“Take him a little harder, baby. That's it, gag on Micah's big cock like a good girl.” Her eyes are watering and she gags a little as I push her harder and faster. Her thighs flex as she tries to clench them, unable to move from her spread position.
“Fuck,” Micah chokes out.
“Hold her, Micah.” I relinquish control of her head, Micah holding her on either side of her face as she continues to bob up and down.
I move to kneel behind her, tracing my fingers up the inside of her drenched thighs. Her pussy is so deliciously wet. She is dripping, a wet spot forming on the sheets below her. She shivers and moans at my touch as I cup her sex, slipping two fingers inside her.
Momentarily, she fights Micah's grasp, releasing his cock. A stream of spit keeps her lips attached to him as she begs.
“Please, Bennet.”
Releasing my impossibly hard cock, I rub the tip over her entrance as she moans and returns to suck Micah's dick. She only pauses when I push inside, her moan muffled around the cock in her mouth.
Fucking hell, she's tight and hot, the heat of her body gripping my cock for all it's worth. I'm not sure I'd be able to move at all if she weren't so slippery.
“Oh fuck, I'm going to come.” Micah shouts out a warning as Six's throat is forced down with each of my slow thrusts. She gags again as Micah's body stiffens.
Reaching forward to grab the back of her hair, I pull her off Micah's cock just in time for the splash of semen to land on her neck and chest. Holding her hair with one hand, I use the other to release her arms. I give her a moment to let the blood rush back through her limbs as I roll my hips, watching my glistening cock slide in and out of her body.
Her moans are like otherworldly music.
Almost involuntarily, my pace increases. “I'm going to take you hard and fast, baby. Are you ready for me?”
“Yes. Fuck. Yes.” Her cries are breathy and staccato from the force of my thrusts.
Keeping a tight grip on her hair with one hand, I speed up my thrusts. The sounds of skin slapping against skin, the wet squelches of my cock moving in and out of her impossibly wet pussy, and the sounds of her sweet cries fill the room.
Sweat covers my body as I pound into her while Micah reaches beneath her to roll her nipples. His fingers come back slick with his own release. He eyes me, communicating a silent idea with the movement of his gaze.
Letting go of Six's hair, I push her shoulder blades down into the mattress, the curve of her spine pushing her ass further into the air. I don't stop moving, gripping her hips and digging my fingers into her skin to pull her against me to meet my thrusts. As I move, Micah spreads his cum along her ass crack, teasing her puckered hole.
When Micah presses his finger to breach her hole, she screams. Her walls clamp around me like a vice, forcing my climax to hit me with the force of a head on collision. The ripples of her orgasm massage against me, milking every drop of cum from my body.
My real orgasm comes so fast that I almost forget to aim for the cup, hot cum splashing against the sides and making a mess. It's unlike me to be so uncontrolled, but that's how Six makes me feel, even when she’s nothing more than a fantasy.
Screwing the lid on the specimen cup and tucking myself back into my pants, I get myself as cleaned up as I can in the little sink. The trauma of the past couple days has left me physically weak, and a wave of dizziness washes over me. My increased heart rate, paired with the activity of standing and bending over the sink, is too much for my battered body. Red-tinged vomit splatters into the stainless steel toilet.
Leaving the cup on the sink, I stumble back to the bed and pass out.
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The buzz of an alarm startles me from a deep sleep. I have no idea how long I've been out, but I don't feel rested at all. My head is heavy, vision fuzzy, as I struggle to open my eyes. The dark shadow of a person looms over me.
A prick of pain in my neck. And then darkness again.
 




Luis
We aren't getting anywhere.
Lukas takes off his glasses, rubbing his eyes. “I don't think there's anything more to be found.”
I sigh, nodding my agreement. With Tony’s help, the five of us have been going through the BioCere files with a fine-tooth comb for two days now. It doesn't feel like we're any closer to getting Bennet to safety and taking Jackson Adley down.
“Tony thinks he might be close to taking control of the security system.” It's the last bit of hope I can cling to.
“And then what? Exactly how does that help us?”
Lukas has a point. The idea that we could somehow reach Bennet and help him sneak out seems far-fetched. But it's the only working plan we have right now.
“It's all we've got right now.” I shrug, feeling defeated. “Our only other choice is to reach out to Bennet's contact with the FBI. But I'm not willing to stake Bennet's life on the likelihood of that working out in our favor. If Adley were tipped off…”
“No, I agree. The FBI isn't a good idea until Bennet is out.”
He rakes his hands through his hair, roughly tugging the ends. I notice he does this a lot when the stress is really getting to him. Micah called it “stimming,” which is apparently medical-speak for coping mechanisms that involve repetitive movements. He said it’s common for everyone to stim, but that it’s more frequent or noticeable in people who are neurodivergent.
The sound of laughter filters in from the outside. Through the window, we see Six run into view, her fists raised victoriously, Micah following shortly behind. Jackson brings up the rear. They're all covered in a sheen of sweat. I know she has been using sex and exercise to distract herself from the pain of missing Bennet. But seeing her be so carefree, even for a moment, is a breath of fresh air.
Momentarily distracted from his distress, Lukas smiles. I think we all probably feel guilty about it, but Six has been our solace. The stolen moments throughout the day, the five of us together at night. It's been helping keep us from losing our minds.
The only good news we've had in days is when the Coolsons checked in from their cruise. They're having a great time. None of us had the heart to tell them what's going on, so they went back to their vacation with no worries.
She opens the door, laughing. “Don't lie! I know you let me win.”
My mouth waters at the sight of her, wearing a pair of shorts and a sports bra. The beads of sweat pouring off her body make me thirsty. Her mouth is stretched in a wide grin, her chest heaving as she catches her breath.
“How's it going in here?” she asks us, her expression sobering a bit.
“Nothing new to report just yet.” I watch as she moves towards Lukas like a magnet, as if she can sense his turmoil. Her hands push through his hair.
Lukas grabs her and pulls her into his lap.
“I'm all sweaty!” she squeals, but her squeal becomes a sigh as Lukas licks a bead of sweat off her neck.
“Well, I guess he'll just need a shower now, won't he?” I wink in their direction, hoping the distraction will help get Lukas back into his right frame of mind.
Six seems to like the sound of that idea, or else senses it's exactly what Lukas needs, because she stands up and pulls him from his laptop. She leads him to the bathroom, shutting the door behind them.
Jackson tosses a water bottle to Micah. “Dude, tell the truth. Did you let her win?”
He cringes. “Seriously? I wish. That woman was in the hospital a week ago, but here she is, beating my ass at everything. I've been teaching her some boxing moves, and honestly, I think she could compete in some circuits and not do too badly.”
Six continues to impress us with her ability to soak in knowledge and skills. She can emulate just about anything she studies. It's amazing and highly impressive to all of us, but we've learned that she doesn't like us to make a big deal out of it.
Finding out that she was genetically engineered and improved was a real blow to her self-esteem. She seems to feel ashamed of her abilities, even going so far as to hide things from us. The other day she cut her hand while helping prep lunch, and continues to bandage it even though I saw this morning that it's nearly healed.
I'm about to suggest a family meeting about it when the bathroom door opens, steam pouring out into the rest of the house.
“Micah…” Six calls in a sing-song voice.
He doesn't need to be called twice, dropping his water bottle and making a beeline for the bathroom. Jackson and I chuckle knowingly. I watch his affectionate expression as his eyes follow Micah to the bathroom, lingering on the closed door.
“So, what's up with you and the guys?” I ask nonchalantly.
They've been getting closer when we're all together at night, the little touches and teasing remarks not going unnoticed. Normally I wouldn't care who does what with who, but I've come to care for these guys. I know Six loves it when the guys play together, and I love how hard she gets off on it. But a small part of me is also worried about drama within the group.
“I dunno, man. All I know is those three make my dick hard.”
He looks wistfully toward the door, and moments later we hear Six cry out, followed by a loud grunt from one of the guys. Jackson's gaze moves to mine, his raised eyebrow seeming to say “see what I mean?"
Laughing, I shake my head as if I find him exasperating. I did, at one point, but he's really grown on me.
My expression sobers as my computer pings, a video chat coming through.
I don’t waste time with pleasantries, getting right to it. “Tony, you got anything?”
“I'm in. I have complete access and control. I've been testing it all day, unlocking doors and deleting security video footage to see what I can get away with.”
Jackson whoops as he runs around the table to stand behind me. “Can we get a message to Bennet?” he asks.
“There doesn’t seem to be any cameras in his cell, which is where he's been for almost two days. When he's out, he is rarely alone. I'm not sure we can get a message to him without putting him in more danger,” Tony answers.
There's a moment of silence where we try to think of our next step. Communicating with Bennet and helping him sneak out seemed unlikely, but it was all we had to work with. What are we going to do?
“We need to go in and get him.” Six's voice startles me from my thoughts.
I shake my head. “It's way too dangerous.”
Tony clears his throat. “I've actually been thinking the same thing. We might be able to make it work.”
Six looks too excited at the prospect.
“So, what, we just play SWAT and bust into the place?” Even Jackson is taking this seriously, and thankfully is thinking reasonably for once.
“Not quite. I was thinking something more covert,” says Tony.
There's a silence while Six, Jackson, and I stare at the screen. All we can see is the door to Bennet's cell, which he hasn't come out of for days. We're assuming he's alive in there. The guards haven't been delivering much in the way of meals, but they also haven't dragged him back out since the last torture session they put him through.
We haven't seen Adley since Bennet was last returned to his room. Tony tracked his expenses and plane to Atlanta.
Lukas' voice breaks the silence. “We should at least hear him out. It's not like we have any other ideas at this point.”
My eyes are probably bugging out of my head right now. Lukas is supposed to be the voice of reason here. Where is Mr. Play-It-Straight when I need him?
How is it that I’m the cautious party in this scenario?
“He's right. What else are we supposed to do? We can't call the cops or even the feds. If we don't do something, he's as good as dead.” Micah is standing in the doorway of the bathroom, a towel wrapped around his waist.
I throw my hands up in surrender. “I'm not suggesting we leave him, but exactly what expertise do we have that we could pull off an operation like this without making things worse?”
Tony interrupts. “If we do this right, there's a chance we could sneak in and out without being detected at all.”
“And if something goes wrong?” I ask. “We're going to need a damn good backup plan.”
“I'll have you all covered on the security cameras, and I'll have control of the gates and doors. As far as backup plans, I can get you ear pieces, armor, weapons—whatever it takes.”
“Does anyone know how to use weapons?” Six asks uncertainly.
“I can shoot,” says Jackson.
Micah holds his fists up to his face and throws a few punches into the air.
“I guess, yeah, I can shoot and fight if needed.” If anything goes wrong and they find us, I'm pretty sure we'll be fucked, but I don't want to say it out loud. They're right, we don't have any other choices if we want to get Bennet out.
“I can drive the minivan,” Lukas deadpans. The light laughter in the room breaks up some of the tension.
“If we do this right, they'll never see it coming.” Tony assures us. “It'll take me a while to get what we need and get it to you. The earliest we'd be able to move is probably 48 hours.”
Nodding, I crack my knuckles. “Enough time to make a plan then.”
Time to get down to business.
 




Bennet
The room is spinning. Or my head is spinning. My shallow breaths aren't giving me enough oxygen to think past the primitive need to keep breathing.
I'm not sure how long I've been in this room, but the guards have changed over five times. The last guy was through for his second round, so I’m assuming we’ve started a new day. Aside from an injection given to me when I first arrived in this room, I'm no longer deemed important enough to question or study. We've upgraded to outright torture. I haven't seen my father once since being brought down here. I’m no longer worth his time.
Either he realizes I'm not going to break, or he realizes it doesn't matter because I don't know enough to tell him anything useful.
At first, I tried to make sense of time, if only to detract from the pain. But between the long sessions of being beaten, sprayed with a high-pressure hose, and then being left in the pitch dark for hours on end…It could be days?
They have left me broken and bloody for just long enough to barely recover.
Rinse, and repeat.
It's officially messing with my mind. Once I was positive that my kneecap was shattered. I'd heard the bones crunch, and the pain was so intense I passed out. When I came to, however many hours later, my knee still hurt but it wasn't broken. It's like my pain tolerance is dwindling the more I'm exposed to it, because I would have sworn my knee was ruined. And more than once, I've been positive that they broke my ribs in multiple places.
I've lost all sense of time or purpose. At this point, I am simply a meat puppet for them to dangle from the walls and play with as they see fit. My lack of response seems to make them more brutal, but I don't have it in me to do anything anymore.
The floor is sticky, my cheek nearly glued to the tile. I was smart enough to pass out near the drain this time.
Usually any light means someone is coming, but I can't be bothered to care anymore. My last attempt at a show of strength ended in me projectile vomiting blood all over myself, the floor, and the guard who had just been making a game out of which internal organs he could find with the cattle prod.
Even attempting to readjust my body into a different position takes my breath away, which is especially unfortunate given it's already hard to breathe. Every breath feels like I'm drowning, a spray of blood accompanying every painful cough. The movement of my head and body as I cough so hard I gag sets off triggers all over my body and I vomit blood again.
The blood is thick and curdled black, and I know that my suffering will be over soon.
 




Six
If these alpha-hole bastards think I'm staying behind, they are sorely mistaken.
“Test me.” I challenge Micah. “Show me anything you've got. If I can't do it, I'll stay back.”
I've been arguing with them all individually about being left behind for Mission Rescue Daddy Bennet, as Jackson has been calling it.
For the last few days, I have kept up with him and Jackson while they hiked, climbed, and raced around these woods. I feel healthy and strong. I've put on weight and muscle, and I seem to be able to push my body farther than what they consider normal. There is absolutely no reason that I shouldn't help save Bennet.
Jackson comes out with fresh water bottles. We just got back from jogging five miles around the various hiking trails. I feel myself recovering even as both of them are still huffing.
Planting my hands on my hips, I give them a pointed look.
Micah looks at Jackson for backup, but Jackson just shrugs.
Clearly exasperated, Micah relents. “Okay fine. We'll set up a circuit. If you don't pass, you drop it. If you do, we won't argue anymore, but you'll still have to convince The Brains.”
Jackson snorts at Micah's usage of the nickname he gave Luis and Lukas. They've been spending almost every waking hour in front of the computers, perfecting our plan.
We've all been obsessively working to fine tune the plan that Tony presented to us. Tomorrow night is when we're supposed to infiltrate the lab, and we'll be leaving in the morning to head to a new safe house closer to Raleigh.
The guys and I have been rotating to stretch our legs and get ready for “Plan B,” in case we run into any trouble while we're sneaking in and out of the lab. Yesterday morning, Jackson made a run into town to pick up a delivery. He returned with a box with ear pieces, bulletproof vests, and various weapons. They’ve already taken me out for target practice and seemed to think I took to it well enough.
I feel confident that I can meet any challenge they set up for me.
“Okay, well, I'll head inside for a snack while you set it up. I don't want you accusing me of cheating so you can excuse losing this bet.”
Turning on my heel, I head into the house. The door slams behind me, causing Luis and Lukas to look up at me expectantly.
 
“What kind of trouble are you causing now?” Luis asks sarcastically, his eyes trailing over my sweat-soaked body.
“Who says I'm causing trouble?”
“You seem to have your sassy pants on today.” Lukas gestures to my hand on my hip.
“Sassy pants? Really?” I roll my eyes and look at Luis for backup.
“He's not wrong. You do seem…sassier than usual.”
I narrow my eyes at him, even though I know he's right.
I purposefully give them my back as I open the fridge to grab a pitcher of water. “Micah and Jackson are setting up an obstacle course. When I pass it, everyone's going to stop arguing with me about whether I'm going to the lab.”
“Is that so?” Luis is right behind me, his sudden closeness causing me to nearly drop the pitcher. The water sloshes down the front of my body, making me squeal.
Quickly regaining my composure, I place the pitcher on the counter. I turn around to face Luis, who is so close that my chest presses against him and I have to crane my neck to look up at him.
“Yes, that's so. I'm not staying behind while you all run off to save Bennet and face who-knows-what kind of danger. I'm just as capable as anyone else here.”
Luis pushes a loose strand of hair behind my ear. Another body closes in behind me.
“It's not that we don't think you're capable, Six,” Lukas says. “We just can't stand the thought of you so much as stepping foot on that property again, especially now that we understand what happened to you there.”
“You'd be in far more danger than any of us, and knowing that could cause a distraction,” Luis adds.
Lukas' long fingers trail down my spine as he bends down to press a warm kiss on the back of my neck. Luis presses closer to me, lifting my chin and ghosting his mouth over mine. My skin erupts in feverish bumps.
I stretch my neck to give Lukas more access as he licks a path from my shoulder to my ear. “Gods, even your sweat tastes good.”
As Lukas kisses and licks at my neck, I press up onto my tip-toes to meet Luis' mouth. He kisses me deeply, possessively, his tongue entwining with mine and pulling out a moan.
Luis squeezes my rib cage almost punishingly as Lukas presses his groin into my back, his hand splayed over my stomach. As much as I want to get caught up in the moment, I can't let them sidetrack me from my goal.
Pushing my butt back into Lukas' erection, I palm Luis through his dark jeans and squeeze. I can feel them both harden almost instantly.
“I know what you're trying to do,” I say against Luis' mouth. Reluctantly, I extricate myself from the delicious Six sandwich that this promised to be.
Both of them are staring at me, stunned. Good. Serves them right for trying to distract me.
I don't say another word as I pour myself a glass of water, down it in a few gulps, and then walk back out the door. I might be incredibly turned on right now, but if anything, I'm more determined than ever.
Micah is waiting for me when I come back out onto the porch. “Ready?”
“Yep. Lead on.” I'm choosing to ignore the fact that he's removed his shirt. These boys have another thing coming if they think they can distract me so easily.
“We’re not going to take it easy on you, baby girl,” he warns me.
He leads me to the side of the porch, where a rifle rests against the railing. I raise an eyebrow, waiting.
“There are three targets that you need to hit from here, remember you only have four bullets. After that, load the pistol on the chair behind you, and head around the side of the house to complete four other obstacles. You must complete the course in ten minutes, and your time starts now.” He sets a timer on his watch with no further warning.
I don't hesitate. Picking up the rifle, I check the safety mechanism and confirm that the rifle is loaded. Inhaling through my nose, I search the view for anything that might be considered a target, since he didn't tell me what I'm aiming for. Placing the stock of the rifle against my shoulder, I breathe out and aim at a small black flag roughly 100 yards away. I press the trigger, moving to the next flag without stopping to see if I hit the first target. My third target almost takes me by surprise as the tattered remnants of Micah's black shirt move rapidly through the air.
Flipping the safety back on and setting the rifle down, I grab the pistol and clip off the table, loading and checking the gun as I dash down the stairs and around the side of the house. Pressing my back against the wall, I peek around the corner, firing off two quick shots as another t-shirt raises off the ground.
Holding the gun steady in front of me, aiming as I walk, I hurry into the tree line. I hear Jackson before I see him, thankfully expecting one of them to jump out at me at some point, otherwise I could have shot him. Are they nuts?!
I'm momentarily taken off my guard thinking about how easily I could have accidentally killed him, which allows Jackson to grab me from behind. He holds a sheathed knife to my throat and chuckles, no doubt thinking he's won.
Holding my hands out in front of me, I drop the gun and feign surrender before grabbing Jackson's wrist and twisting. Pivoting, I throw my elbow back and into his stomach. As his hand loosens, I take control of the knife and swipe it across his neck to show how I would end the assailant.
Retrieving the gun, I run deeper into the woods. A flash of color catches my eye and I see a dirty yellow ribbon tied around a branch high in the trees.
Huffing out a little breath of air, I figure they expect me to fetch the ribbon rather than shoot it down, otherwise it would probably just be another t-shirt flag. Making sure the safety is secure, I tuck the gun into the front of my shorts and hold the knife in my teeth.
The trunk of the tree is too wide to climb, and the branches are too high to reach. Positive they did it on purpose to make it harder or even impossible, I scan the area. There's another tree a few yards away with lower branches, so I scale that tree as quickly as possible. Once I'm up high enough, I hesitate for a second. Even at the farthest I can get out on these branches, I'm still nowhere near close enough to reach the ribbon.
I'm annoyed, but I also realize the point they're trying to make. So I think of the obstacle in terms of what I would do if I had no other choices, and then launch myself off the smaller tree and across to the thicker branches of my target.
My chest takes the brunt of my collision with the branch, and I struggle for a moment to get purchase as the branch bounces under my weight. Finally, I hook my leg over the branch and pull myself up, grabbing my prize before jumping down out of the tree. I hit the ground in a crouched position, looking around for my next obstacle as I use the ribbon to secure the knife to my thigh. Holding the pistol in front of me again, this time a little gun-shy with my finger on the safety, I move towards a clearing where I think I heard movement.
As I move into the clearing, I see Micah waiting for me. He has another ribbon tied around one bicep.
Great.
My eyes narrow and I roll my shoulders, ready for a fight, but he takes off. For such a bulky guy, he can run pretty fast and he has a head start on me, but I know I'm faster. I chase him all the way back up to the house, pouncing on his back as I catch up to him.
He shakes me off too easily, and I drop the gun, keeping myself on my feet. He turns around to face me, his eyes mocking as he circles me. I know he's a good fighter. We've been sparring these past few days, and this is my chance to show him I've been paying attention. I know the goal is to retrieve the ribbon, but I also want to make a point and show that I can hold my own. Not only have I absorbed everything he's taught me, but I've also observed him as he spars with the other guys. He's sharp and fast, but I'm smaller and faster.
He lunges at me, but I'm able to sidestep out of his reach, ducking to swipe my leg under his. I almost manage to trip him, but he rights himself. I take advantage of his small falter to launch myself onto his back, this time locking my arms around his neck. I don't actually want to hurt him, but I know I have to prove that I can, so I hold on for dear life, hoping he'll tap out like he showed me.
He doesn't tap out though, instead falling to his knees and flipping me over his shoulders. I hear him gasping for breath as my back hits the ground. I try to scramble away but he reaches for me, pulling my leg and dragging me towards him, making my face smash against the compact ground. My eyes are welling up with tears from the impact, but my free leg swings around and catches him in the throat, forcing him back. I pull the knife from my makeshift holster as I tackle him to the ground, holding it to his throat as I simultaneously pick the gun up from the ground and aim it at Jackson's head just as he runs up to take me by surprise.
We all freeze that way—me straddling Micah's chest with my knees pressing his arms down and a sheathed knife to his neck as he continues to cough from my kick to the throat, my left arm holding the gun out in front of me, less than a foot from Jackson's forehead. All of us are breathing heavily, covered in sweat, dirt, and smears of blood.
 




Jackson
Right now, I am both terrified and turned on. Our girl moved through the woods, hitting targets and defending herself like a soldier. I watched her take a flying leap through the forest canopy to reach a ribbon that should have been nearly impossible to see, much less reach. I saw how hard she hit that branch, and then kept moving as if nothing happened, and then she jumped out of the tree and landed like the damn Terminator.
I have the weirdest boner right now.
Six reaches down and pulls the ribbon off Micah's bicep just before his watch beeps. Then she tosses the gun and the knife down and stands.
“I'm going,” she says firmly, leaving no room for argument.
My brain isn't processing well enough to argue anyway.
She walks away, leaving Micah laying on the ground, blinking up at the sky with a look of shock and confusion on his face.
I watch her walk away at first, but my arousal overcomes the shock and I run after her. Either she's still in killer cyborg mode, or she thinks I haven't given up yet, because when I catch up to her, she rears around and swings. She lands an impressive right hook right to my face before she realizes I'm not trying to defend myself.
I can feel my lip swell as I wipe blood off my chin. You'd think being punched in the mouth would settle me down a little, but I'm more turned on than ever. I feel almost feral with the amount of lust rushing through my body.
Six stares at my cut lip with worry, but when her gaze locks on mine, her eyes widen. My chest rises and falls with my heavy breaths as I stalk towards her. She doesn't look the least bit afraid and doesn't even attempt to take a step back. Her pupils blow and she launches herself at me.
I catch her and pull her body tight against mine, her legs wrapping around my waist. My face is against her chest, her sports bra soaked with sweat and blood. The gash on my lip only makes it worse as I nuzzle my face into her, walking until her back hits a tree. She lets out a little gasp as her back collides with the rough bark, but she doesn't cry out or complain. Instead, she grips my hair, pulling my head back and crashing her mouth against mine. A jolt of pain sends shock waves right to my dick when she sucks my swollen lip into her mouth and bites down.
It's like an animal takes over me. She makes me feel wild. Holding her against the tree, I tear her sports bra and shorts from her body. I'm not even sure how or when my own shorts hit the ground, but I slam into her in one hard thrust that makes us both cry out.
I fuck her against the tree like a beast, growling and biting. Her nails dig into my back, crying out with each rough thrust, her back scraping against the bark. My lip is bleeding so much that drops of it are rolling down our chests. The sight of it rolling down and mingling with the wetness between us sends me over the edge and I rut into her so hard that I'm surprised we don't knock the whole tree down.
“Oh. God. Jaaackssooon…” Six's words and pants come out in bursts as I thrust violently. I know her back is going to be even more torn up than her chest where she hit the branch, but I can't stop myself and I don't think she wants me to. Her cries are coming just as fast as my grunts and when I feel her pussy clamp down on my dick, I scream out almost as loud as she does as I shoot more cum than I knew I was capable of deep inside her. I come so hard it feels like multiple orgasms, and by the end of it, I am merely rocking into her. As I rock against her clit, I can feel her start to flutter again.
I'm not about to leave my girl wanting, so although she pouts a little when I pull out of her, she is more than a little surprised when I drop to the ground and pull her down so she is hovering over my face. I love that it doesn't even occur to her to resist. She just drops her dripping pussy right over my mouth to sit on my face.
My own cum pours over my face as I thrust my tongue inside her, holding down on her hips and encouraging her to grind on my face. Holding onto the tree for balance, she rocks onto my mouth as I tongue fuck every drop of cum from her slick cunt and then suck on her clit until she's shaking. Just when I feel her body tense, I bite down gently on her clit and listen to her screams echo through the woods.
I don't care if I never come up for air. I'd gladly die this way.
 




Lukas
Nervous is not a strong enough word for how I'm feeling right now. On edge is an understatement as well.
Luckily, these nerves have me wired more than any amount of espresso ever could. Which is a good thing, since everyone else is asleep right now as I drive the van towards Raleigh and our potential imminent doom.
I look over at Six, curled up in the front seat, her breaths deep and even. I hope she's dreaming about something good for once.
After we packed everything and went over the plan a dozen and a half more times, we all tried to get to bed early, but I don't think anyone got much sleep. Especially Six. I swear every time I cracked my eyes open, someone else was touching, licking, or fucking her. Not that she seemed to mind. In fact, it felt like she was making the rounds to each of us, giving and taking comfort.
I wasn't able to settle down and really sleep myself until I found her crawling up my body and sliding down my cock. She was still wet with Micah's cum. I had just watched him bend her over the couch. Watching them has become my new favorite thing, and the way she looked me right in the eye as he took her from behind drove me mad with lust.
Just thinking about the way her eyes flashed and her body jerked with each thrust, the way Micah's abs rippled as he fucked her. Then the way she rode me, using me for her own comfort and pleasure, has me painfully hard all over again. I try to adjust myself, but at least the strain in my pants is taking my mind off some of my panic.
I'm focused on the road, breathing deeply. In through the nose, out through the mouth. We will not panic today.
I let myself think about how warm and wet she felt when she slid down my hard length, allowing the memory to distract me from our destination, when I feel a hand gently run up my thigh. Startled, I look over at Six, who is not only awake but zeroed in on the bulge in my pants.
My eyes flit up to the rearview mirror. Everyone else is still asleep. Jackson and Micah are each resting against the windows on their respective sides, and Luis is stretched out across the third row.
My cock twitches when Six's hand rubs over my hardness. I can't help but buck my hips as she unbuttons my pants and drags the zipper down, releasing my cock. Bending over the center console, she takes me in her mouth. Her tongue swirls around the head and over the slit of my cock before she takes me fully into her throat, bobbing up and down. Her enthusiasm is almost as good as the feeling of hitting the back of her throat, the vibrations of her soft moans making me hiss out my breath.
Her ass is tantalizingly up in the air and I wish I weren't on a highway right now so I could bury my face in it. The memory of a few nights ago, when I licked her ass while she perched over Micah's face so we could both eat her at the same time, has me biting my lip.
Her thighs are tightening as she squeezes them together, and I just can't help myself. Keeping my eyes firmly on the road, I take one hand off the steering wheel and pet her head as she bounces her throat off my cock like she doesn't need to breathe ever. My hand trails down her spine and under the waistband of her leggings.
I trail my fingers over her ass and sink them into her heat, thrusting into her with two fingers, and then three, until she is rocking back against my hand. Six works my cock into her mouth with vigor as she fucks herself on my hand. Now that my fingers are sopping wet, I trail them up to her ass again and rub her tight little hole. With my thumb just barely breaching her ass, I return my fingers to her pussy and finger fuck her until I feel her walls squeezing and she near chokes herself moaning on my cock. I spasm, my hands slam back onto the wheel before I lose control of the vehicle. My knuckles are white as I squeeze the steering wheel, sucking in a shaky breath, fighting to keep my eyes open and not cry out, trying not to kill us or wake anyone as I come deep in the back of her throat.
“Fucking shit.” I hear Jackson whisper from the seat behind us.
Six giggles as she sits up, wiping her mouth. She kisses my earlobe before crawling into the back seat.
Adjusting the rear-view mirror, I thank the stars for a relatively open road while half my attention is on the action happening behind me. Six is kissing Jackson as he helps remove her leggings. The commotion wakes Micah, who quickly shakes himself out of his sleepy state to stroke his hardening erection through his track pants.
I hear a zipper being let down and a groan as Six sinks down onto Jackson's lap. She bounces up and down on his cock, holding on to the “oh shit handle” and riding him roughly while Micah reaches forward to remove her shirt.
My gaze catches on Luis, who is also now awake. I can't see his lap, but the movement of his arm is telling, his eyes hooded as he watches Six’s tits bounce while she rides Jackson's cock.
“Touch her, Micah.” Luis instructs in a gruff voice.
Micah moves closer to lick Six's neck while he rolls her nipples between his fingers before his hand moves south to touch her clit. My cock jerks a little at the idea of him touching Jackson's cock as it moves in and out of our girl's wet pussy.
“Fuck, baby, you're so wet.” Micah's hand, wet with their juices, trails around behind her. He fingers her ass and she curves her back, pushing her ass out as he touches her.
“More,” pants Six. “Please, God, more.”
I reach over into my messenger bag that is lying on the floor of the passenger seat. Pulling out a small tube of lube that I now carry around with me everywhere, I toss it back to Micah.
“Fuck. Are we really doing this in the car?” Micah asks as he pulls off his pants.
Six looks over at him and contemplates for a moment before crawling over to settle herself on Micah's lap, impaling herself immediately. Micah moans loudly, tossing the lube to Jackson and laying back as much as he can.
She's smart. Jackson isn't quite as thick as Micah is, and he's already proved himself a fan of ass-play. Leaning forward, he licks her crack from the base of Micah's cock to the top of her ass. She mewls and wiggles.
Jackson drips a little of the lube down her crack, massaging it around her tight hole as she begs.
“Jackson, please. I need to feel you both.”
We've experimented with the idea of double penetration, but it isn't something we've tried yet. I think all of us are still concerned about hurting her, but she's begging for it now. She needs to get out of her head as much as we do.
Despite already being slick with her juices, Jackson pours a handful of the lube and strokes himself, coating his dick until it's slippery.
Luis leans forward and grabs Six's hair, pulling her to kiss her mouth as Jackson pushes inside her.
No one moves at first. Even I have frozen, my eyes dancing back and forth between the scene behind me and the road. I'm not sure I can focus enough, deciding to pull over onto the side of the highway. Thank goodness for tinted windows.
After a brief moment of adjustment, Six moves against them. Her face is red and her breaths are shallow, her eyes locked on Luis, sweat breaking out over her forehead and down her back. Jackson and Micah look like they are holding their breaths, possibly holding back the urge to move or come.
Six closes her eyes and moans as she gets used to both of them filling her up. I've now turned around completely, my earlier anxiety of being caught completely forgotten as my hand finds my dick, stroking as I watch them.
“Okay. Yes. Fuck me, please.” Six drops her head onto Micah's shoulder. Her thighs are trembling.
My voice comes out strained. “Let go, Six. Let them take care of you.”
With a sigh, she goes limp, allowing them to hold her body between them, slowly alternating thrusts. Her panting turns to gasps. As the pitch of her cries increase, so does the movement of their hips, until they are nothing but a writhing pile of sweat and moans.
“Fuck, I'm close. Your ass is so tight.” Jackson is gritting his teeth, sweat drenching his hair. He palms her ass, spreading her cheeks apart so we can see his slick cock sliding in and out of her.
“Come for us baby, come for us and we're gonna fill you up.” Micah snakes his hand between their bodies and rubs her clit as they both increase their thrusts.
Six's head is thrashing. “No, no, no, it's too much. I can't.”
Luis grabs her hair again, pulling her head back so that she has no choice but to look at him. “Feel them, pretty girl. Feel how they fill all the empty space in your body.” His voice drops as he presses his lips to her ear. “Cum on their cocks and make them fill you up, pretty girl. I know you want it.”
He moves her head around to look at me. “Look at Lukas while you cum all over their hard cocks, pretty girl.”
Six's eyes roll back as she detonates, screaming out her release. Her entire body convulses as both Micah and Jackson follow her, thrusting into her as they empty themselves into her tight little body.
Despite having come so recently, my own ejaculation is so forceful that it spurts across the seats, hitting the passenger window.
Thank God we're only half an hour away from our destination. Not only are most of us a mess now, but I feel like I could sleep for days.
 




Micah
I barely pull my pants back on before we're slumped over and asleep again. I wake up as we are driving up a steep driveway. It's still midday, but the weather is overcast and dreary. Paired with the deep catnap I just took, it feels much later in the day than it is.
“Where are we?” I ask softly.
Jackson and Six are still asleep, curled together. Jackson pulled his pants up, but never got around to zipping his fly or buttoning, so it looks like a snake is trying to escape the top of his jeans.
I can't believe we just pulled a D-P on Six in the back of a damn minivan. I'm looking forward to trying it again in a more spacious environment, that's for sure.
“This is the address Tony gave us. It's a bit more remote than I expected.” Lukas looks exhausted, the dark circles under his eyes more pronounced than I've seen them in a while.
Reaching forward, I rub his shoulders. “Thanks for driving.”
His gaze catches mine in the rearview. “I love you, you know.”
“Yeah, I know.” One side of my mouth turns up. “I love you back, but don't do that. We're all going to be fine.”
He yawns as we reach the top of a hill, following the driveway to a ranch style brick house with a large manicured lawn. Sprawling crops, I’m guessing tobacco, surround the property as far as we can see. There's a huge barn towards the back of the property. The driveway circles around the house, leading to a three-car garage. Lukas parks the van in front of the garage doors, dialing Tony as he steps out to stretch.
Luis startles me by opening the sliding door beside me. Thick, warm air seeps into the air-conditioned van.
“Is it just me, or is it hotter here than it was at the cabin?”
“Mountain air is cooler.” Jackson answers on a yawn, pulling Six into a hug and sniffing her neck until she's laughing.
“I'm awake, I'm awake!” She cries, scrambling off his lap.
We clamor out of the van and look around at our surroundings. The way the property is situated on an incline gives it the illusion of being incredibly secluded, despite knowing that the city is nearby.
Luis frowns. “Why is the air so…sticky? I hate it.”
Six giggles. “You're such a grouch.”
Lukas walks around from the back of the van. “I agree with Luis. The South sucks and I'm ready to go home.”
Jackson pats Luis on the back, earning himself a scowl. “I'm ready to go home too, and we will. Eventually. We're just going on a little family vacation first.”
Luis makes a noncommittal noise at Jackson's proclamation. I can tell he doesn't dislike Jackson as much as he pretends.
“Is it wrong that I'm kind of excited?” Six looks at the four of us standing behind her. “I mean, of course I have nerves about tonight. But I'm excited to have Bennet back, and fly somewhere exotic.”
I can't help but smile. “I'm not sure that Oregon counts as somewhere exotic.”
“I've never seen the ocean. That's pretty exotic to me.” Six shrugs.
“It's going to be great. We can take all this Big Dick Energy to the beach and make sandcastles. I got Luis, Bennet, and me matching Speedos.”
To his credit, Jackson manages to hold a straight face for much longer than the rest of us. Luis' face is too funny, like he can't quite decide if Jackson is kidding or not.
Shaking his head, Lukas herds us towards the house. “We need to get some rest before tonight. Proper rest.” He gives Six a look.
“What?” she says, feigning innocence as she walks ahead of us. I don't miss the way her cheeks flush.
“There are six bedrooms and I think four bathrooms. If we need to separate ourselves to get some rest, then I suggest that's what we do.” His tone is light, but I can tell he's starting to tense up and get serious.
While everyone else is finding comfort in making jokes and talking about our escape plan as if it were an actual vacation, it's having the opposite effect on Lukas. I was actually really surprised by the road-head and van orgy earlier today. Normally, that sort of thing would have freaked him out. And while I certainly noticed how he never once swerved or dropped his focus from driving as safely as possible, that he even entertained the idea of it was unlike the Lukas I've always known.
Luis and Jackson come in behind us, carrying the bags of our equipment.
“Why don't we get everything set up and organized for tonight, then we can shower and sleep until it's go-time?” I suggest, thinking that it might help Lukas relax a little.
He visibly perks up, grabbing his laptop bag and getting to work. I unpack a bag of medical supplies and focus on turning one of the smaller bedrooms into a makeshift treatment area. We have no idea what kind of physical condition Bennet will be in, not to mention injuries that any of us could sustain on this mission, so I want to be ready for anything. I have suture kits, IV fluids, antibiotics, bandages, even a few surgical supplies that I am definitely not sufficiently trained to use.
Once all of our tactical gear is set out and we set the computer equipment up, Lukas seems a bit more in control of his anxiety. Six even set out everyone's outfits, lining up our boots and everything. Jackson set out sandwich ingredients for lunch while we worked, and Luis meticulously checked every weapon and earpiece for the mission.
Six has been watching Lukas closely the whole time. Like me, she seems to recognize his calmer demeanor. Coming up on her tiptoes, she kisses Lukas on his cheek before excusing herself to shower and lie down.
“We should all be up and getting dressed by 10pm,” Lukas calls out to everyone as they make their way to their rooms.
“Come on, babe. Let's get some sleep.” I grab his hand and pull him down the hallway into the bedroom I claimed for us. I know he suggested we all sleep alone, but I think we'll both feel more comfortable and sleep better if we're together. Honestly, it would be even better if we had Six here with us, but then that leads to other things…
I take a quick shower first, but when I come back into the room, Lukas is already asleep. He's still fully clothed, with his shoes on and everything. Carefully, trying to avoid waking him, I unlace his shoes and pull them off. I'm bending over his head to adjust a pillow when I feel the towel pulled from my waist.
Looking down, I find Lukas gazing up at me. His blue eyes are dark, filled with a mixture of worry and lust. My mouth lowers to his as he pulls me down onto his body. He's hard, but he doesn't rush our kissing. My fingers unbutton his shirt, undressing him slowly, worshiping him with my mouth as I pull each article of clothing off.
We lay there, kissing and touching and just being with each other for a long while. The atmosphere is desperate, like we're trying to soak up a lifetime's worth of love, just in case.
I'm about to swallow his dick when there's a knock at the door. Jackson cracks open the door and peeks in.
“Oh shit, sorry!” He backs out quickly, but we call out to him.
“It's alright, what did you need?” I don't make a move to cover myself, and I notice Lukas doesn't either.
The three of us have been flirting around a lot, and there have been some touches here and there when the group is together, but no one has made a real move yet. The way his jeans tighten over his hardening erection suggests that he's definitely into the idea. I thought this would be more likely to happen in a group setting, but maybe it's a better introduction if we give him some individual attention.
My gaze cuts to Lukas, who gives me a small shrug and smiles.
“My shampoo ended up in the shower where Luis and Six are currently fucking, and I was trying to give them some privacy for once. They might be breaking shit in there. I didn't mean to interrupt the two of you though. I thought you might be asleep…”
He's rambling and trying not to stare directly at our naked bodies. It's…cute.
“You seem flustered.”
Lukas is teasing him?
I give him a surprised look, and he winks at me. Fuck, he's sexy when he's confident like this.
Jackson clears his throat. “Well, I…” He shakes his head and looks up at the ceiling, puffing out his cheeks.
Purposefully, slowly, I aim a whole lot of ass to Jackson as I crawl over the bed, straddling Lukas' body as I climb over him and off the bed. I watch him out of my peripheral as I pull a bottle of shampoo out of a duffle and walk towards the door.
My dick is hard and jutting out from my body, bobbing proudly with each step. I stop within arm's reach of Jackson, holding out the shampoo bottle and watching him swallow as he stares at my erection.
“Was there anything else you wanted?” I try to keep a straight face. Is he going to take the bait?
Lukas pushes himself up on the bed so that he's reclining against the headboard. His posture is relaxed, one arm resting on a bent knee, the other leg flat, giving us a view of his perfect cock. My mouth waters as I unconsciously run a hand over my length.
Jackson clears his throat. He's looking at Lukas' cock, too.
“Do you want a taste?” Jackson's gaze snaps to mine, surprised at my question.
I lift an eyebrow, gesturing to Lukas, who nonchalantly strokes himself. Jackson runs a hand through his hair.
“I've never…”
“I know. It's okay. We're game if you are, though. No pressure.”
“I don't feel pressured or anything. I just, um…Don't want to be…bad at it.” His nervous declaration almost comes out sounding more like a question.
“Don't worry about that, man. I'll walk you through it.”
I tick my head to the side, gesturing for him to come in. Jackson hesitates for a moment, but nods and closes the door behind him. He removes his shirt as he follows me over to the bed.
Lukas scoots himself so he's positioned in the middle of the bed, sitting up with his back to the headboard.
I pull Jackson to the bed with me. “Follow my lead, and jump in whenever you feel comfortable.”
Jackson and I climb onto the bed on either side of Lukas, laying so our heads are level with his cock.
I figure the best thing to do in this situation is exactly what Lukas and I did on our first night together—just explore. My hand runs up and down Lukas' long cock while Jackson watches with rapt attention.
“Don't be afraid to touch him. We'll always let you know if you do something that doesn't feel good, or if something feels fantastic. Just like you always say—open communication is key, right?”
Jackson nods and goes for it. He spits in his palm and fists his hand over Lukas' cock, pumping and twisting. Lukas groans and Jackson's lips turn up in a half smile.
Licking his lips, Jackson runs the flat of his tongue up the shaft and over the tip, collecting the little drops of pre-cum and licking his lips. His eyes cut up to me momentarily, and I nod at him encouragingly.
“Show me.”
His demand comes out almost a little domineering. Like he doesn't actually need me to show him how, he just really wants to watch.
I put my hand over Jackson's at the base of Lukas' cock, holding his hand there while I go in for the kill. My mouth plunges over his shaft, taking Lukas deep in my throat. I bob up and down, pausing at the top to swirl my tongue before taking him deep again. Saliva drips over our hands as I move them up and down, pumping the long shaft.
Eventually I let go, letting Jackson pump Lukas' cock while I bob up and down. Lukas moans and his thighs flex as he gets close to release.
“My turn?” Jackson asks, and I pull away to let him take control.
To his credit, Jackson doesn't hesitate. He takes Lukas fully in his mouth, moving his head up and down. He moves slowly at first, but he’s gaining confidence quickly.
“Damn, man. For a first timer you sure are making that look good. I’m so hard watching you swallow that long dick. Fuck, Lukas, isn’t he doing such a good job?”
Lukas moans, abs contracting with the effort of holding himself back.
Sitting back, I watch him work as I stroke myself. Lukas makes eye contact with me, his eyes hooded and dark, his breaths short as he watches me stroke myself while he gets his dick sucked. Who knew sharing could be this hot?
I position myself on my knees with my legs spread open so he can get the best view. His fingers dig into his thighs like he's itching to reach out and touch me, or take control of Jackson’s face like he does me.
Tensing, Lukas lets out a breathy groan. “Fuck—I'm going to come.”
Jackson doesn't stop, bobbing his head harder until he's gagging and choking. He coughs, cum dribbling out of his mouth as he struggles to swallow it all down. I'd tell him he doesn't have to swallow, but I know he wants to. His favorite pastime is licking our cum out of Six.
I groan. Just as I'm thinking about Jackson licking Six, he cleans up behind himself, lapping up every drop of Lukas' cum off his shaft, balls, and stomach where it dripped.
Damn.
“Fucking shit, that was hot.” Jackson is panting, his dick straining hard to get out of his pants.
Lukas gives me a knowing look and a wink. “I think we need to properly reward Jackson for being such an outstanding student, don't you think, Micah?”
Jackson either doesn't hear him or isn't listening. He crawls over to me, his eyes on my cock throbbing in my hand.
“Something you want over here?”
“Shut up and let me suck you dry.” Jesus.
“You really are just a filthy little cum slut, aren't you, Jackson?” Lukas looks up at me. “He might be worse than Six.”
“I think the two of them might be the death of us.” I hiss out a breath as Jackson takes me deep in his mouth.
Unlike Six and Lukas, Jackson seems to have a pretty sensitive gag reflex, but that doesn't stop him. There's actually something pretty hot about the sound, and the feel, of him gagging on my cock. I experiment with holding his head, helping him find a good angle and adding some thrusting. Even when he's struggling to get his breath, he seems to love it.
Lukas helps remove Jackson's jeans. He's gone commando, his dick celebrating its freedom by jutting out and twitching as Lukas touches him.
Jackson surprises us a bit by positioning himself so that his ass is up in the air, more easily accessible to Lukas sitting behind him.
Lukas caresses his ass, kneading his cheeks and spreading them open to run his fingers down Jackson's crack. Jackson's breath hitches as Lukas leans close, blowing air on his ass and balls from behind.
I'm about to blow, so close to cumming down Jackson's throat that it's almost painful to stop, but I pull out of his mouth instead. Tipping my head to gesture to Lukas, we push Jackson down and over so he's lying on his back. I settle myself between his legs, pushing them up to expose his ass to me.
Squeezing myself tightly, I pump myself twice before shooting ropes of hot cum all over Jackson's dick and ass. It drips down his crack, into his hole.
Moving so Lukas can take my spot, I settle myself next to Jackson. We each hold one of his knees up, keeping him spread. Taking Jackson's twitching cock in my hand, I pump him slowly while Lukas rubs my cum over Jackson's asshole. Every time Lukas' fingers edge around his tight hole, Jackson's balls tighten.
Jackson yells out and his whole body jerks when Lukas dips his head to lick his crack, tonguing his asshole.
His balls are tight, cock throbbing. He won't be able to withstand much more. Nodding to Lukas, I lower my mouth over Jackson's cock and start slamming down on him. Unlike the rest of them, I have literally no gag reflex and could probably even handle Luis if he was interested in fucking my face.
Pushing his cock against the back of my throat, I swallow and hum while Lukas gathers up more cum and pushes a finger into Jackson. The sound he makes is high pitched and can surely be heard across the entire house. Lukas swirls his finger inside the rim of Jackson's ass before pumping it in and out. I suck this cock like my life depends on it, until Jackson is shaking and yelling out his release. Cum sprays down my throat as he spasms almost violently.
Lukas is super close to me the moment I pull my mouth off Jackson, his tongue diving into my mouth, licking up any remaining traces of cum.
“Strangely sweet,” he says to me, and I nod. Jackson's cum has a distinctively sweet taste that sets him apart.
“Holyfuckingshitballsthatwasfuckingnuts,” Jackson says in one breath. “I'm sorry I didn't give you much warning, dude. It just hit me out of nowhere. That was fucking intense. Maybe even more intense than feeling your cock on the other side of Six's insides.”
“Prostate orgasms are a whole other ballgame,” Lukas explains with a grin. I know he's feeling proud of himself, because he knows how to hit my prostate juuuust right and holy fuck, it is amazing.
The three of us collapse on the bed in a tangle of limbs. We're all sweaty and sticky with cum, but no one moves to shower.
I check my phone, setting an alarm. “We've got about five hours to sleep and then we can shower?”
They both grunt their agreement, Lukas leaning over to kiss me softly, but passionately. I fall asleep with Lukas' hand in mine, Jackson laying on his stomach next to us.
 




Luis
Cranking the water as hot as it goes, I lower my head beneath the spray of the shower. Turning, I place my hands on the glass and let the hot water hit me in the back, loosening my tight muscles.
My fingers touch a crack in the glass. I feel bad. To fix the damage, I'll have to send Tony some money. I'm pretty sure this place belongs to a family friend or an aunt or uncle, and to be honest, I'm not even one hundred percent sure anyone is aware we are staying here. Either way, it would have been better to leave everything as we found it.
Despite feeling bad, I get hard again just thinking about how things got out of control.
Six had supposedly gone to nap just a few minutes before I walked back to my room. But when I walked into the room across the hall from the one she had chosen, she was waiting for me.
On the bed.
Naked.
“Are you afraid?” she asked me.
I answered her honestly. “Yes.”
“Good.”
“Good?”
“Yeah. I feel like not being afraid would mean our guards are down. Fear will keep us sharp.”
“You don't seem very afraid to me. You seem like you're just ready to go in there, guns blazing.”
“I'm terrified. I'm just good at…refocusing, I guess.”
I looked at her quizzically.
She sighed. “I can distract myself with all of you around, even if the whole time I'm still thinking about how he's missing.”
“He won't be missing much longer.”
Her hand ran over the buzzed part of her hair. It needs a trim already.
“Whenever I think about him and what he's going through, about my fear of what could happen to him or any of you when we go in there tonight… I feel like I'm falling through some kind of tunnel, deeper and deeper, until I'm worried I won't be able to come up for air.” Her eyes spaced out a bit. “It's easier to distract myself and pretend it isn't happening for a little while, so I don't go under.”
“Is that why you're in here now?”
She nodded. “I couldn't sleep. I just kept falling into the tunnel.”
“And you want to use me to dissociate?” It's exactly what she did in the hospital when she had her exam. And as much as she's been jumping all our bones these past few days, it's not too surprising.
“No. I want you to use me. Use me until I can't think of anything outside of my body.”
Fuck if that didn't make my already hardened cock throb. I stalked towards her.
“You shouldn't say things like that, pretty girl.”
“Why not? It's the truth.”
I combed my fingers through my hair. “I have a hard time controlling myself around you as it is.”
“And I told you before that I don't need you to control yourself.”
“I could hurt you, Six.”
She stood up on the bed, her posture strong and defiant. “I heal fast… And I kind of…like it when it hurts.”
Involuntarily, a growling sound emanated from my chest. It felt like my veins were vibrating and my dick got so hard I had to unbutton my pants and pull it up against my stomach to relieve some pressure. Is this what being on drugs is like?
She is a drug. Strong. Euphoric. Addictive.
I crossed the room in three strides. With her standing on the bed, it put me eye level with her pussy and I couldn’t wait to have her. I linked my arms under her knees and picked her up so she was effectively straddling my face. Burying my face right in her delicious wetness, I turned and backed her up against the wall. I relentlessly assaulted her clit with my tongue until I felt her body tighten, and then I bit down on her clit. She screamed so loudly that I was surprised Lukas didn't come in to yell at us. They had to have heard it even from across the house.
Letting her slide down the wall to wrap her legs around my waist, she pawed at my clothes until I pulled my shirt over my head and let my pants drop. I walked us into the bathroom and set her on the sink so I could pull down my boxer briefs.
Her hands roamed my body, tracing the lines of my tattoos until she reached the spot on my pec where she bit me nearly a week ago. She brushed a finger against the nearly healed scar, trailing her hands down. Taking my cock in both hands, she explored and stroked me.
I was so focused on the feel of her hands on me, I thought nothing of her leaning forward to nuzzle and kiss my chest. The moment her teeth sunk in, much harder and deeper than last time, I snapped.
My hands flew to her throat, lifting her off the sink and turning her around so her back was against my chest. In one quick movement, I bent her over the sink, parted her legs with my knee, and slammed inside of her.
One hand at her hip, and the other holding her down, I railed her so hard it left bruises on the front of her thighs. In her struggle to find somewhere to hold on, Six accidentally smashed the toothbrush holder and ripped the towel ring off the wall.
“Is this what you wanted?” I gritted out.
When she didn't answer, I pulled out and spun her around. Sitting her on top of the sink, I pushed her knees up to her shoulders, the back of her neck pushed against the mirror, my cock positioned at her entrance. It looked like an uncomfortable position, honestly.
“I asked you a question, Six. Is. This. What. You. Wanted.” I punctuated my words by thrusting into her, hard.
She cried out with each slow, rough thrust. “Yes!”
Struggling against me, she tried to reposition herself more comfortably. But I held her in place, watching her stretched pussy take every inch of me. Letting go of one of her knees, I shoved my thumb in her mouth, effectively fish hooking her when I pulled it out.
She tried to lower her legs, but I pushed them back up again.
“Hold your legs,” I ordered her. She complied, biting her lip as she gripped her knees and held them up.
Now that my hands were free, I used them to push her over the edge. I used my wet thumb to rub circles on her swollen clit while my other hand pinched one of her nipples. She came with a high pitched keening sound, clenching around me so hard I almost followed her over the edge. But I gritted my teeth, savagely pounding into her tight body while I continued rubbing her clit.
She threw her head back. “Fuck, that's enough. I can't…” she panted.
But I was a man possessed at that point. I fucked her like a barbarian until she came again, this time so hard that liquid sprayed out around my cock and she clamped down so hard that I couldn't thrust into her at the same rate. I had to slow down, releasing her legs to wrap around me.
I lifted her against my body and walked into the shower, still feeling the quaking of her inner walls around my cock.
The walls around the shower were less than a foot above my head. Bracing her against the wall, I held on to the top of the wall and thrust again. Six's hands reached up to hold on to the edge of the wall, her thighs wrapped around my waist, holding on for dear life as my hips snapped and I picked up the pace again.
My climax was imminent. I'd been holding it off since I watched Jackson and Micah take her at the same time in the van.
“One more. Come with me, baby.”
Six's head thrashed. “I can't. I can't.”
I could tell by the way her body tightened that she could. And would.
“One more, pretty girl. Give me one more.”
Her body seized up at that moment, her teeth sinking into my shoulder as I fucked her against the wall so brutally that the glass cracked. I came with a roar, sinking down onto the shower floor with Six on my lap. Still inside her, I hadn't come down yet. Despite coming so hard, my cock was still hard. Six writhed on my lap, straddling me and rolling her hips.
“Fuck, Six.” The way her pussy was gripping me was inhuman.
Her lips locked on mine, her tongue tracing my mouth before she leaned forward to put her lips against the shell of my ear. “One more, MC. Give me one more,” she whispered.
MC. Monster Cock.
I barked out a laugh that ended in a moan. Six rode me like it was her job, arching her back and pressing her breasts into my hands. Leaning forward, I sucked a nipple into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it before moving to the next.
I could do this forever, I thought.
Everything felt so damn good. My whole body was tingling, and when she leaned forward to lick my bloody shoulder, I felt the pressure of another orgasm building. I never even came down from the first one, but my spine was tingling and my balls were tightening up.
She had blood on her teeth when she sat up, rolling her hips and rocking on my cock. The sight of it set me off, but I needed to take her down with me. I reached between us and pinched her oversensitive clit as hard as I could. She screamed, grinding down on me hard. I came harder than I ever have in my life. Shooting so much cum into her so forcefully that it squelched out as Six's pulsing walls milked my cock for all it was worth.
Shit. My body tenses and I suppress a moan as cum splashes on the glass. I can't even think about her without coming.
When I make it out of the bathroom, Six is no longer sleeping, nor is she in the room. I quickly pull on some pants and go looking for her.
The house is quiet and dark. A quick look at my phone tells me it's about fifteen minutes till 10:00, which means everyone else will wake up soon.
Six is in the kitchen, rifling through the stocked fridge and pantry.
“I'm hungry, but I'm also afraid I might barf.”
Chuckling, I nod my understanding and help her pull some things out to make breakfast food for everyone when they wake up. I'm standing behind Six at the stove when all three of the others walk in looking bed tousled.
“Coffee's on and Luis is teaching me how to make French toast.” Six smiles up at them as they basically line up to take a turn kissing her.
I can't help but shake my head at what an odd turn my life has taken. If we can just get Bennet back safely, I'm honestly looking forward to the future rather than just getting through each day. Is it crazy that I think this dynamic could work?
Jackson reaches out and pokes me right in the bite wound on my shoulder. “It sounded like an air raid was happening in that bathroom earlier.”
“Yeah, about that…” The stressed look on Lukas' face has me changing the subject. He doesn't need anything else to worry about. The damage to the bathroom can wait.
My eyebrow quirks at Jackson. “Pretty sure I heard some surprisingly high-pitched squeals coming out of this side of the house. It woke me up, and I actually came out here to warn you—I'm pretty sure Six will kill every last one of us with her bare hands if you brought another woman into this house.”
“Damn straight,” Six says around a mouthful of bacon.
“Dude, don't judge me. If you felt what I felt, you'd be squealing like a little girl, too.”
Six giggles, nearly spitting out her chocolate protein shake that she still drinks at every meal.
She waggles her eyebrows in a very Jackson manner. “So you finally did it, huh? I want to know every detail…”
They walk off with their plates, talking low and snickering like school girls. I give Micah and Lukas a look, curious but also unsure I really want all the dirty details. Even Lukas cracks a grin, putting his hand out when Micah reaches for a fist bump.
We eat mostly in silence, the anticipation of the night ahead pulling everyone into their own minds. There's a lot of pushing food around on plates and not a lot of actual eating before we separate to get ready.
By 11:15, we're all suited up and ready to go. Lukas has Tony on the line going over last-minute details and reminders. Everyone puts their ear pieces in and tests them.
Six, Jackson, and Lukas are all wearing navy blue scrubs. Micah is wearing a white coat over green scrubs, as well as a pair of false black-rimmed glasses and some subtle makeup to make him look older. I'm wearing a guard’s uniform, black cargo pants and a black polo with the BioCere logo. Six is wearing a dark brown wig with bangs, pulled into a low ponytail. Her features are so pale against the dark wig that I worry it looks unnatural. We're going in at midnight shift change. There's usually a skeleton crew from midnight to 6am, hopefully there won't be enough people around to notice.
Everyone is wearing a wireless earpiece so we can communicate, and we each have various weapons on us. Six has two knives, a Taser, and a small handgun strapped to her body under her scrubs. I'm armed to the teeth, but the guards carry weapons so it won't stand out. Jackson and Micah each have two handguns and a knife. Lukas has a handgun but hopefully won't even have to touch it because he'll be in the van, which happens to also have some extra munitions in case they're needed. He's our getaway driver, and he's also going to be helping Tony with surveillance and helping us navigate the building.
We're going to be breaking up into two teams, so one of them will be with each of us as we attempt to pull off our objectives.
Six and I are going to be retrieving Bennet and getting him out of the building and into the van, hopefully unnoticed. Micah and Jackson are going to be infiltrating the offices to find the main server. Tony has some kind of device he wants them to install so he can gather the more classified evidence that is likely hidden on it before he takes the whole system down.
Before we know it, we're climbing in the van. I'm driving this time, as the designated security detail. Micah is in the front seat with me, his badge and credentials hopefully ready to pass him off as a top research physician. Lukas is currently in the very back with his computer equipment spread out. Six and Jackson are in the middle, their hands clasped tightly together.
No one speaks on the drive there.
No one breathes when we pull up to the gate.
 




Six
My hands are shaking and I feel sweat pooling at my lower back. The wig is itchy and sweaty. I struggle to keep my hands down to keep from fiddling with it.
It seems impossible that another human being wouldn't be able to see my heartbeat through my clothes.
Jackson's hand settles on my lap with a gentle squeeze, and I still my knee that has been bouncing unconsciously.
I am both ready for this, and also completely terrified. Really, I'm just ready to get it over with. But…What if something happens to one of them?
I've been living the last week with a hole in my heart. No matter how hard I try to distract myself, I could never forget his presence or how off our family feels without him. Even if I could manage to forget Bennet's absence for even a fraction of a second, the pain just comes back tenfold.
We're here, Bennet. We're coming for you.
Luis stops the van at the BioCere Inc. gate and lowers the window. Without one sign of tremor or nervousness, he passes a packet to the guard.
“I've got Dr. Wallace and three staff members. You should be expecting them.”
The guard peeks inside and Luis lowers the back window next to me so the guard can see the three of us. Jackson nods politely but nonchalantly. Lukas is only paying attention to his laptop. I'm trying to decide if I should smile or make eye contact at all, but before I can act any more awkwardly, Luis rolls the window up.
As the main guard looks over the packet and types something into a tablet, another guard walks around the vehicle with some kind of pole. Another guard seems to take a photo of the license plate, which Lukas switched out earlier this evening for the one that Tony sent us.
The guard looks up from the tablet he's carrying, his posture a little straighter and more professional than before. “Dr. Wallace, we weren't expecting you until tomorrow.”
Micah clears his throat. “Too much sitting around in that hotel room. I wanted to come get a feel for the lab before I had everyone scrambling to make a good impression to kiss my ass. A surprise inspection, if you will.”
The guard chuckles and hands the packet back to Luis. “Well, I hope you find everything up to your standards, Dr. Wallace.”
The gate arm raises and Luis pulls forward, but I notice as we are pulling through that the guard is speaking to someone on a phone.
“Who do you think he's calling?” I ask no one specifically.
Tony's voice comes in through the earpiece. “He's alerting the building security that a VIP is arriving. Surprise visits like this aren't likely to be unheard of, although the timing might still be unusual. Stay on your guard and I'll keep listening in.”
Luis pulls the van into the parking lot, circling around the back to find the best vantage point for Lukas after dropping the rest of us off.
“Nice cover, Micah.” Luis says.
“Thanks. I just tried to think of something my father would say.”
“You sounded just like him,” Lukas says from the back. “It was a little scary.”
Rounding the parking lot, the guys make note of the best spot for Lukas to park while we're inside. My heart is beating too loudly for me to hear everything, but I notice that the parking lot is relatively dark and empty. I stare at a few cars that seem to have been damaged. One car, a white sedan, has a crushed back bumper. A flicker of recognition itches the back of my mind.
Luis pulls the van near the entrance to the building. It's only now that we are this close that you can see this is no warehouse at all. They certainly made the outside of the building and the roof to look that way from a distance, but up close you can see that the building is much newer than it appears.
The doors open and all of us move to get out, but I hesitate for a moment. Lukas reaches over the back seat and places his hand on my shoulder.
“Stay safe. I'll be with you the whole time.” He leans forward to give me a very brief kiss before he climbs out ahead of me, walking around to the driver's side door.
As the van pulls away, Luis rolls his head on his shoulders and assumes an air of confidence, leading us to the front door.
The first thing I notice when the automatic doors slide open is the smell. Similar to the hospital, like astringent and latex, but there's something else too. A sharp, acrid scent that hits my brain like a ton of bricks.
I've definitely been here before.
A feeling of dread settles deep in my bones as we walk past the front desk. I try to keep my face neutral as I look around, forcing my gaze to settle on one thing at a time rather than darting around frantically.
There's only one security guard on duty, who looks bored but surprised by our arrival. Luis nods and offers him a casual greeting as we approach, removing his obvious weapons and placing them in a bin.
Tony’s voice comes through our earpieces. “I intercepted the warning call about your arrival so no higher-ups would be alerted. The guards won't know that Dr. Wallace isn't real, but some of the staff might.”
We each place our badges in front of a scanner and walk through a metal detector. My heart beats furiously, knowing that we're all armed. But Tony supposedly has control, so we should, in theory, make it through without any issues.
I let out the breath I was holding once we've all made it through and into the main building. Once we reach the first set of doors, Micah and Jackson head off in the opposite direction. I can't help but watch them walk away, saying a silent prayer that they'll be safe.
“Come on, pretty girl. Let's find Bennet and get out of here,” Luis says under his breath.
Using his badge, he opens the first set of doors. The heavy, metal doors open wide with a loud buzzing sound that reverberates in the back of my head like a memory. Blinking rapidly, I try to pull myself together and focus on the mission at hand.
“Take a left here,” Lukas' voice comes through the earpiece. I let out a breath when I hear his voice.
We follow his instructions through what feels like a maze of hallways. This place is certainly much bigger than it looks from outside. And much nicer. It was apparent from outside the front door that this place isn't a warehouse, but inside the building, you'd never guess the façade on the outside. This place is a state-of-the-art facility, higher tech than the hospital was from the looks of it.
It isn't until we're walking through a hall of frosted glass rooms that we notice any other signs of people. Faint shadows of a few people behind the glass are our only sign that other people are here. No one seems to notice or pay any attention to us as we make our way down the hall.
As we walk past the last glass room, the door slides open, admitting a large man in white scrubs who is pushing a cart. He's possibly maintenance or a cleaning crew, and he doesn't pay us any attention. As the door slides shut behind him, however, a glance inside has me frozen in place.
“Luis—Six.”
Lukas' voice halts Luis in his tracks. “What? Shit, Six, what are you doing?” Luis backtracks, coming back to where I stand.
“There's something in that room,” I tell him in a low voice. “I can't remember exactly, but it's nothing good.”
“Well, let's get the fuck away from here and find Bennet before we worry about it, okay? We're going to take this whole place down when we leave. Whatever's in there can't hurt you or anyone else ever again when we're done here.”
Nodding, I force my feet to continue down the sterile hallway with familiar flecked white flooring and dull grey walls. Lukas gives us more directions until finally, he tells us to stop.
“The room is through the next door to your left. The guard is stationed in the hall, as expected.”
Luis shoots me a wink before swiping his badge to open the door. Once we enter, he heads left towards the door while I go right. I wait in a small alcove near what I think is a restroom until I hear the telltale thud of boots and the buzzer of the door, letting me know the guard has left.
Walking back up the hall, I head towards Luis, who has taken up the guard's position. He gives me a stiff nod, indicating that the “shift change” went over without a hitch.
I don't need Lukas' direction to tell me which room it is. I'd know it even if I hadn't been staring at the security feed for days. Standing at the door, my eyes trace up to the red light of the security camera.
“The power went out,” I murmur to no one in particular. Reaching the door, I raise up on my toes to see in the little square window, to look into a cell that is frighteningly familiar.
The bed is rumpled, the bland coverings familiar to the point that I'm positive I know what they smell like—latex and heat from an industrial dryer. There's blood and dried vomit on the floor and discarded clothes. Bennet's tie and jacket.
But no Bennet.
My head whips around to Luis. “He's not here.”
Luis swears under his breath. Pressing his hand to his ear, he speaks, “Lukas, Tony—we don't have eyes on Bennet. He's not in the room.”
“Shit. Hold on. We're searching the cameras for all the other rooms.”
My eyes water as the seconds drag on. Every moment that we wait for information on Bennet’s whereabouts, my throat gets one moment closer to closing.
Luis paces up the hall, looking in all the other cells. They're all empty and look like they've either never been used or haven't in a very long time.
I continue staring through the small window, as if I could will this to be easy, for him to be sitting on the edge of that bed waiting for us. Suit not remotely rumpled, looking aloof and irritated that it took us this long. Oh God, what if it took us too long?
“Alright, we've got a problem. Bennet is in one of those glass labs, but he isn't alone.”
Luis stops pacing. “Fuck. Shit. Okay. We've got this. What's the status for the other guys? Have they found the server? We might need them for backup.”
“They've found it, but there's a…complication.”
My heart rate picks up considerably. “What? What's wrong? What's happening?”
“The server is in Adley's office…And so is Adley.”
I gasp.
Luis growls. “I thought he was supposed to be in Atlanta?”
“He was.”
“He knows. He knew we'd come for Bennet if he left.” I feel sure of it. This has been too easy. Adley is smarter than that.
“He doesn't seem to know we're here yet, though. So we still have the advantage. Tony has a mock feed playing over the live one, so no one even knows you're walking around right now.”
“Yeah, but for how long?” Luis' jaw clenches. “What's the plan for Jackson and Micah?”
“They were hoping to create a diversion once Bennet was out, but now they're reevaluating.”
“Are they nuts?!” It's hard to keep from screeching. “How would they get out after that?!”
“Okay. Let's just think. I think it's best that they abandon the server for now and meet us in the lab area to retrieve Bennet. He's our number one priority. There's still a chance we can just walk out of here without any alarms being raised.” 
Nodding, I take a few deep breaths to calm myself so I can focus. Thank goodness Luis is able to remain so level headed.
“Alright, they're backtracking to meet you at the lab area. But Luis, you've got company coming down the hall.”
Luis eyes cut to me. I'm the only person who would seem out of place, since he's the acting guard on patrol. I push down on the handle for the room, but it's locked.
“Lukas, can Tony unlock the door?” I whisper, looking up at the camera and gesturing at the door.
Just as the double doors buzz and open, I hear a metallic click and the latch gives, allowing me to squeeze into the room and close the door behind me just in the nick of time. Pressing my back to the door, I slide down to the floor, hugging my knees to my chest as I take in the room around me.
The sterile cinder block walls feel like they're closing in on me. My breaths get shorter, gagging on the smell of cleaner and blood with each inhale.
Tiny flashes of what might be memories spark through my mind, quick and violent as the lightning had been the night I escaped this place. I know, rather than remembering specifics, that I escaped during a storm. Before that, this was my home. The only home I'd ever had.
My clothes are still folded mostly neatly in the open locker, although it looks like they've been disturbed and are disheveled now. There are no personal effects because I never had any. I spent most of my life in a haze, either drugged or on some kind of dissociative autopilot.
The details are all hazy, and I can't remember more than these handfuls of things that come to me more as facts than actual memories to process. It's enough to remember the pain and fear of being here, though. That fear weakens me and yet strengthens my purpose and resolve. We have to get Bennet out. He'll die here. I was always meant to die here.
A thud knocks me out of my stupor. I scramble back from the door right as the door opens and Luis drags a large, limp body in and gently lays him on the floor. It's the guy in the white scrubs that we saw before, and he's easily twice the size of Luis.
Luis answers my wide-eyed question before I can even ask it. “He asked too many questions and didn't look like he was buying the answers.” Luis shrugs and holds a hand out to pull me from the ground.
He looks around. “This was your room.” It comes out as a statement rather than a question.
“How could you tell?”
“I don't know. It's like I can sense you in here.”
“I wonder if Bennet could too.”
“If he did, it gave him strength. Come on, pretty girl, let's go find him.”
Lukas gives us instructions for the way back, but Luis seems to remember the twists and turns as we go. I have a couple of moments where I get a flash of memory and stumble. One in particular where I'm pulling boots off an unconscious guard.
If Luis is frustrated that he's had to pull me along this whole time, he doesn't show it. He is single-minded, looking straight ahead and focused.
Lukas guides us. “First lab on the right. There are two other people in the room—one guard and one medical staff personnel.”
“Got it,” Luis says quietly.
We wait for a few moments longer until we hear footsteps in the hallway. My body tenses, wondering why Lukas isn't warning us of who's coming, and Luis' finger unlocks the safety on the silenced pistol he's pulled out.
Jackson and Micah walk around the corner, with faces more serious than I've ever seen before. They both nod to Luis and seem to look relieved when they see me.
“Adley's here,” Jackson says.
Luis' jaw grinds violently. “We heard. Bennet is in here. Let's focus on him first.”
Everyone aside from me pulls their weapons. Micah turns around and faces the hallway while Jackson and Luis step towards the door.
The glass slides open automatically as they move close enough. Everything happens fast. Before the guard can react or even turn his head fully, Luis shoots. A bullet hits the guard right in his temple.
The staff member screams but clamps her mouth shut when Jackson shushes her and uses one hand to gesture for her to calm down. “Whoa, whoa,” he says to her, as if calming a wild animal. “We're just here to save our friend. No one else has to get hurt.”
The whole time he's dealing with the woman, my eyes search the room, landing on a medical chair that's faced away from us.
Running over, I find Bennet tied to the huge chair. He's shirtless, wearing only a pair of dirty, loose white pants. His arms and legs are bound, and his head is in some kind of helmet with wires and tubes coming off it.
My hand shakes as I reach out, placing my hand on his. He flinches at the contact, but doesn't open his eyes or react further.
“He's alive!” I breathe, fiddling with the helmet to figure out how to get it off.
The helmet has two clamps on either side, and I have to twist what look like screws in the sides to release it. Throwing the helmet across the room, I tear every wire and tube that is attached to any sort of machine off his body. My hands and eyes flit over every inch of him, taking in the dark bruises on his chest and abdomen. Those don’t look good.
Micah moves beside me, watching me wearily as he slowly reaches to check Bennet's pulse. Calming myself, I back off, nodding to Micah to give him a better check.
I turn my attention to the woman in blue scrubs. “You're a nurse?”
She nods, but won't look me in the eye.
“What were you doing to him?”
Her silence makes me want to scream. Moving swiftly to cross the room, I get right up in her face. I’ve only got about an inch on her in height, but I use it for all it’s worth, crowding her against the wall.
“Tell me what you were doing to him, just now, before we came in,” I growl.
“I…I…,” she stammers, trying to get her bearings. “I was just preparing him for the next tests. The helmet is supposed to measure his brain waves. I placed all the leads and took baseline measurements. That's all I did.” She holds her hands in front of her in surrender, but it does nothing to quell the urge to smash her face in.
“What was the test supposed to be?”
“H…He…Healing.”
My body is trembling with overwhelming rage. “Healing from what, exactly?”
Micah answers for her. “He's got internal bleeding. We need to get him out of here, but he's not walking out.”
Not able to contain it any longer, my fist flies out and catches the nurse across the face. The force of the impact makes her hit the wall behind her and fall to the floor.
“Is there a wheelchair or a gurney nearby?” Luis asks the nurse, ignoring my outburst.
“Next door,” she whimpers pathetically, holding her rapidly swelling cheek.
Without waiting for confirmation, I walk out of the room and into the next lab. I spot the gurney in the middle of the room and pull it back. Luis grabs it and pulls it closer to Micah, keeping his gun trained on the nurse.
Just outside the door, I pause a moment, an eerie chill tingling down my spine. The room that we passed earlier is right across the hall, the open door beckoning me.
My feet take me there before I decide to move, as if pulled by an invisible tether.
The room is mostly dark, lit by the glow of a wall of screens. Each screen is monitoring vitals or measurements that I don't understand. Who are they monitoring, though? We thought Bennet was the only “patient” here.
Stepping into the room, my steps slow. I can just barely make out a figure laying on a hospital bed toward the back of the room. My heart thunders as I creep quietly through the room.
“Six, get out of there, go back to the others.” Lukas' voice crackles over my ear piece.
He keeps talking, but my brain shuts him out, and finally I just take the earpiece out altogether. My focus is on the figure of the person laying less than five feet away from me.
Covered only in a sheet, with more tubes and wires coming off her than I can count, is…me. An exact replica of myself, her head completely shaved with leads and wires attached to her scalp, lying unconscious and unmoving. Her body is nearly skeletal, with little to no muscle tone that I can see. The thin sheet isn't enough to hide all the sharp angles of her body, nor is it enough to hide the slight swell of her stomach.
I take multiple long moments to process what I'm seeing, and moments longer for my brain to catch up to my body. And then I'm gasping for breath, unaware I'd been holding it. Nausea chokes me. My knees buckle, and I fall to the floor, my eyes never leaving the poor soul in front of me.
Red lights flash and an alarm blares as I register the presence behind me.
“She's a lot less trouble than you are.”
My wig is ripped off of my head, and something sharp is held against my neck.
 




Jackson
I'm focused on helping Micah get Bennet on the gurney when Lukas starts shouting at Six.
“I have no eyes in that room and she's either not listening or she's taken her earpiece out.”
Tony cuts in. “We've got trouble. Adley is on the move with four armed guards. He's headed toward your current location.”
“Shit. Six!” Luis calls.
He calls out to her two more times before he moves towards the door, taking his eyes off the nurse. This gives her enough time to lower her arms and slam a red button on the wall. Immediately an alarm blares and the lights cut off, replaced by flashing red lights.
Discharging my weapon, I shoot the nurse in the thigh. She screams and falls to the ground, crying. She doesn't seem the type to cause any more issues with a bullet wound. With her incapacitated, we can focus on the problem at hand.
Our cover is blown. The entire building will lock down now and whatever security there is on site will come running.
We're fucked.
None of us is going to go out without a fight though.
Micah has control of Bennet, securing him to the gurney. He's stripped the bulletproof vest from the dead guard and is covering Bennet's head and chest as best he can. Once he's got him settled, he looks up at me with a quick nod.
Gunshots sound in the hall. Shit, they're here.
Holding the gun in front of me, I peek around the edge of the doorway and see Luis holding an unconscious guard in front of him. His back is against the wall across from where I stand, and two guards are circling in front of him, their backs to me. Idiots.
I fire off two quick rounds, hitting one in the shoulder and the other in the back of the knee. Luis wastes no time throwing his meat shield on the floor next to them before using his silenced pistol to shoot them each once in the head, killing them. The fourth guard is laying in a pool of blood down the hall.
My face must show every bit of shock I feel, because Luis looks up at me, his face speckled with blood splatter. “They came for Six.”
That's all I need to hear, the deaths of the men in front of me all but forgotten as I search the hallway. “Where is she?”
“In there.” He points to the closed door of the lab across from where we found Bennet. “With Adley.”
No.
“How? Why is the door closed?” I cross the hall in three strides, ready to pound on the door until the glass shatters.
Luis intercepts me, holding me back. “Tony is working on getting in. We don't want to do anything to set him off and put her in danger.”
His words are like ice water splashed on my face. He's right, we need to keep a level head.
“Guys, incoming. You've got about half a dozen more guards in the building making their way to you, and as many waiting outside.” Lukas’ voice crackles over the earpiece.
“Are you safe?” Micah asks from the doorway, and I know his question is directed at Lukas.
“I'm all clear. No one seems to have noticed me yet and I'm keeping a low profile, so don't worry about me. Focus on getting out of there. All the gates and barricades are up. I'm working on a plan to get out of here.”
Micah comes to stand in the hall with me and Luis. “How far are the guards from our location?”
“You've got two coming on either side of the corridor. They definitely don't know we've got eyes on them. It looks like they're planning to ambush you from both sides.”
Luis pulls the semi-automatic rifle off his back. “I'll take the right. You two take the left. Lukas, give us a count. Tony, any word on that door lock?”
“Working on it, man. The alarm triggered the manual locks.”
“He'll have to come out, eventually.” I say.
Micah and I station ourselves on either side of the hall, Luis at my back.
Lukas gives us a warning. “Approaching the doors. Two on each side and two more coming from the South entrance.”
The doors open and two canisters of smoke roll into the corridor. Without hesitation, Micah runs up and kicks it back through the doors. Luis is a little slower on the uptake, but follows suit. There's enough smoke to irritate, but not enough to choke or blind us as we wait for the guards to come through the door.
My posture is tense, gun aimed and ready for the first sign of movement. Luis opens fire behind us, distracting me for a split second before I see a guard move in. The smoke coming through the doorway blocks my view enough that I'm not sure if my hit takes the guard down.
Luis, apparently having cleared out the guards on his end, runs towards the door like Rambo, shots firing blindly into the hall until Lukas confirms the guards are down.
“You've still got two coming.”
Luis takes a knee to catch his breath, coughing slightly as the smoke moves in closer to our spot. He's reloading his weapon when the door to the lab slides open.
The two approaching guards forgotten, we turn to face our worst nightmare. Adley is standing in the doorway with Six, holding a gun to the back of her head. Her face is ghostly pale, eyes unfocused.
“I think that's enough, don't you? Drop your weapons.”
My gun hits the ground, and I kick it away from me. Luis does the same, but Adley gives him a poignant look. In that moment I can see Bennet in his face, looking at me and saying “really?”
“I believe you can do better than that, Mr. Posa.”
Luis drops three more visible weapons and pulls two more out of hidden spots on his person. Adley turns his familiar green eyes on me, and I hold my hands up to show I am unarmed. Micah is nowhere to be seen.
The nurse from Bennet's room limps out, apparently thinking she could make a hasty getaway now that her assailants are unarmed. Adley shoots her in the back of the head as she tries to escape.
His own person. He just shot her. Unhinged isn't a strong enough word for this maniac. No one moves, both Luis and I stare at the dead woman.
If I thought for even a moment that Six might be too high value for Adley to actually kill, I'm officially reconsidering. Which, I suppose, was the point of killing his own nurse.
Adley relaxes slightly when the other two guards arrive. Holding onto Six's shoulder, he guides her to back further into the room.
“Why don't the two of you join us in here.”
He doesn't say it as a question, it's clearly an order. The guards each take up behind one of us, the barrel of a gun digging into my back as I'm pushed forward through the doorway.
It's even darker in the room, the flashing red lights bouncing off equipment creating an almost strobe like effect.
My focus is on Six, and trying to get her attention. She won't look at me, though. Her unfocused stare is lost in the darkness behind me. She looks more traumatized than I've ever seen her, and I imagine being in the hands of Adley is her worst nightmare.
It isn't long before I figure out that I'm wrong.
The guard prods me inside the room, backing me up until the backs of my thighs hit a hospital bed. I assumed the equipment hanging around was medical, but I’ve been too focused on Six to really absorb my surroundings.
“What the fuck?” Luis murmurs under his breath.
My head turns towards the bed behind me. My eyes first land on the face of the patient in the bed and I lose my breath. I gag, seeing the woman I love laying there with tubes coming out of her throat, wires attached to her everywhere. Her body doesn't move, seemingly catatonic and staring into nothingness.
I know, logically, that this isn't Six. I also remember the files where it mentioned that there were eight versions, or clones, of the experiment that created Six. But the notes made it seem like Six was the only living “specimen,” as they referred to her.
Bending down to rest my hands on my knees, I suck breaths of astringent laced air through my nose. My gaze snaps back to Six, who is still staring at the woman on the bed with horror.
“What have you done to her?” Luis' voice is dripping in venom, clearly close to snapping. He pays no mind to the semi-automatic weapon pointed at him and takes two steps forward before coming to his senses.
“Nothing that she wasn't created for,” Adley answers conceitedly. “Gentlemen, meet ProGen8. My Progeny's sister, if you will. She's mostly useless, can't talk or communicate. Not quite brain dead, but might as well be.”
“She's not your anything, and what you're doing here is sick and inhumane.” I put every drop of my disgust into the look I give this man, who is supposed to be our father, but is nothing more than a monster.
“Hmmm. Clearly, none of the children I sired were worth the effort. Each one of you is more disappointing than the last.” He shakes his head in displeasure, as if he had the right to claim us and be upset about the way we turned out. “Pining after a science experiment. Tsk, tsk, tsk.”
Tony's voice in my ear startles me. “Get ready.”
My eyes cut to Luis, but he hasn't taken his eyes off Adley.
Abruptly, the alarms and flashing lights stop, plunging us into darkness for a brief moment before all the fluorescent lights come on at once. The bright lights are blinding. The only reason I'm able to keep my bearings at all is because I knew something was about to happen, but it still disorients me a bit.
Chaos breaks out.
Multiple things happen simultaneously.
Luis doesn't so much as flinch at the lights, bursting into action. Swatting the barrel of the gun that is pointed at him, he grabs the guard by his collar and head-butts him in the face. Blood spews from the guard's nose, throwing him off balance. Luis uses the momentum to twist his gun away from him, discharging it into the guard's stomach and dropping him to the ground.
Micah reappears behind the second guard, standing in the doorway. He grabs him in a chokehold. The surprise attack makes the guard's grip slip from his gun, but he scrambles to grab it again. Surging forward, I wrestle the gun from his hands, holding it away from his grasp as his face turns blue, and he stops struggling. Micah gently lays him down on the ground.
By the time I turn around, Luis is stalking across the room towards Adley. While we were fighting the guards, Six apparently used the distraction to get out of Adley's hold, just like we practiced back at the cabin. His gun lies on the ground in front of them, which Luis kicks across the room as he closes in on his prey.
That is what Adley is right now, and he knows it. The look in his eyes is pure fear as he slinks away from Luis. When he realizes there's nowhere for him to go, he lashes out in anger, spitting as he yells.
“You won't get away with this. No matter what happens in this room, you'll never leave this building alive. Every guard on campus is undoubtedly surrounding the exits, ready to shoot to kill. And if you kill me, they won’t even spare her.”
Luis is terrifyingly quiet, a deadly look in his eye as he incapacitates Adley, tying his hands in front of him with a zip tie he must have pulled off one of the guards.
Meanwhile, Six is slowly and quietly walking to the bedside. She steps over a dead guard without even glancing down, all of her attention on the bedridden woman as she takes a thin hand in hers.
We all ignore the sound of Adley mouthing off, watching as Six interacts with the woman with features so similar to her own.
Her eyes are open, looking up at Six with tears rimming her pale eyelashes. And while Adley seemed to suggest that she was unintelligent, you can see from the look in her eyes that she is aware of everything around her—of everything that's been done to her.
It's at that moment that I truly notice her fully. The frailness of her body…The frightening slight roundness of her stomach that wouldn't be natural on her otherwise thin frame. I want to gag again.
Micah stands in front of the monitors that are back online, thumbing through what I assume are her records. He clears his throat before reading off some of her file.
“ProGen8 is the only other surviving member of the ProGen series. Her limbs and many of her organs never developed fully, and she doesn't seem to have the ability to speak due to brain injury or malformation—there's a brief reference to a trial that was done that might have caused the damage.”
He stops and takes a breath, his face paling as he reads through her chart. When he looks up again, his eyes are watery and full of pain.
“It seems they mostly have used her to test wildly experimental regenerative treatments and for…breeding trials.” He says the last part under his breath, like he can't bear to say the words out loud.
Luis stuffs a random cloth into Adley's mouth and punches him in the stomach. The disgusting waste of human life sinks to the ground, coughing and retching through the fabric.
“Breeding trials?” Six asks him, not looking up from her would-be sister's gaze. A tear falls from the woman's familiar light grey eyes.
“Eight…” He pauses, giving weight to the name he's given her. By giving her that name, he is marking her as an equal to the woman that we know and love. “They have artificially
inseminated Eight fourteen times according to this chart, with nine successful implantations, none of which lasted past the first trimester. Her current pregnancy looks to be the longest successful experiment at fifteen weeks, largely in part to regular injections of plasma…from ProGen6.”
Aside from the pathetic whimpers of Adley, the room is silent. Six maneuvers herself to sit on the bed next to Eight's small frame. She caresses the frail woman's forehead and cheek, wiping away tears as they fall. Her eyes are searching, looking deep into the pools of grey, like a mirror reflection.
The two women seem to have a silent conversation as Tony comes through the ear pieces again.
“Alright, we have a plan to get you out of there, but you need to be ready to move in five minutes. When I say go, grab Bennet's gurney and whoever or whatever you're bringing with you and make for the exit. Lukas will meet you at the front. Whatever you see or hear, keep moving.”
Luis, Micah, and I nod as if Tony can see us.
“We need to move soon,” I say gently, coming to stand beside Six. My mind is racing, trying to think of how we can evacuate both immobile patients.
Eight is staring up at Six with pleading eyes. With tears streaming down her face, Six gives a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, agreeing to…what?
A flood of tears fall from Eight's eyes, but she looks…relieved. I don't know what just transpired between the two women, but Six bends down to kiss Eight's forehead before standing and straightening her spine.
Without a word, she looks over at the many machines that are placed around the hospital bed. Her fingers trace over the various lights and switches before she starts flipping them all at random. Moving swiftly, she unhooks all the tubes and wires keeping the poor woman alive.
As she works, Micah digs through the cabinets, filling a syringe.
Adley tries to protest, his shouts muffled by the dirty cloth stuffed in his mouth. Luis lifts him up by the back of his suit, his large hand holding his head steady by the throat so he has to watch as he struggles. Adley's face turns purple with a mixture of anger and lack of air.
Micah moves towards the two women, gesturing to them with the syringe. Six nods, trusting whatever cocktail he has to help her sister transition peacefully. She holds the woman's thin, frail hand and looks into her eyes as Micah empties the syringe into one of the many IV ports.
I hold my breath, watching as the pain and anguish melt away from Eight's eyes.
With time ticking down, Six kisses her forehead again and closes her eyelids. Then she turns her attention to Adley for the first time.
Luis holds him still as Six comes to stand directly in front of him. Despite the considerable height difference, the way Six looks at him, like he is lower than mud scraped off her shoe, makes her tower over him. She stares him down for a few extended seconds, while we all wait for what she'll say or do next.
With a strength that defies her smaller stature, Six throws her fist. It collides with Adley's cheek with a sickening crunch. And she doesn't stop there.
Six hits him again and again, pummeling his face without mercy. Adley goes limp, but Luis holds him up like he would a punching bag in the gym. Her face and arms are covered in a sheet of sweat and blood spray.
Adley's face doesn't look much better than ground meat when she finally gets too tired to throw another punch. Instead, she knees him a few times in the stomach and once in the crotch before she pulls away. Breathing heavily, she stares at the evil man with hatred and disgust.
Not sparing even a single word, further digging in how insignificant he is to her, Six gives Luis a meaningful look and a single nod.
With that simple acknowledgement, and without breaking eye contact with Six, Luis twists Adley's neck in one quick movement. I watch as his body goes limp, and he crumples to the ground. It seems almost too simple, too clean a death for what he's done, but the popping sound his neck makes also breaks a weight from my shoulders.
Stepping over his body, Luis pulls Six against his side before grasping her left hand. She reaches for me with her right. Hand in hand, we follow Micah out of the room, where he retrieves the gurney with our still unconscious brother, and we wait for the signal.
“Is he going to make it?” I ask Micah quietly.
“If we can get him help in time, I think he'll pull through.”
I try not to dwell on “if.”
“Lukas, Tony—is there anyone else in the building?”
“No, it's all clear. All the medical staff have evacuated and the guards are all stationed outside the door. We're almost ready to make some room for you to escape,” Tony answers.
“How long do we have?”
“Maybe two minutes. We're waiting for our cue.”
Our cue? What does that even mean?
“Alright…” I look at Six, but I'm talking to everyone. “I'm making a run for the server. Micah, where's the device?” He pulls it out of the pocket of the white coat he's wearing before deciding to remove the coat entirely-no point in disguises anymore, I suppose.
“Be quick and be safe,” Micah says as he hands me a small, innocuous looking black box.
“Don't wait for me. I'll catch up, I promise!” I call over my shoulder as I sprint down the hallway.
All the doors in my path are open, and I send a silent thanks to Lukas or Tony, whichever one of them thought ahead enough to clear my path. It doesn't take me long to reach Adley's office, which Micah and I had located before we realized we were screwed.
We're probably still screwed, but I'll be damned if nothing productive comes out of this. Although ridding the world of Adley's influence is certainly an accomplishment, he's not the only one we have to take down. The least I can do is make sure Tony gets the information he needs to expose them all.
The server room is locked down with two-factor authentication, a thumbprint scanner and a key card. Luckily, Tony is a genius and thought there might be one or the other, so he prepared us for both. We each have a small sensor device attached to our badges, which are all supposed to have full access clearance. I use both the sensor and badge and gain entry into the room.
It's a bigger space than I thought it'd be. I was expecting a closet, but this is more like a utility room. All four walls are covered by floor to ceiling glass cases with computer equipment and blinking lights.
Lukas' voice comes through the earpiece, sounding shaky but firm. “It's go time.”
Shit, okay. Focus.
Hurrying to the cases, I search until I find the console area and plug the device into one of the machines. The few seconds it takes the indicator light to blink feel like hours.
As I'm leaving the office, I hear what sounds like an explosion. Voices shout, glass shatters. Followed by a second explosion.
Either we're royally fucked, or that's our cover. I don't wait to find out, sprinting through the halls towards the front of the building.
Finally, I make it through the front door, blinking at the sight around me.
It's a war zone.
There's glass and bodies strewn everywhere. Everything is so loud. There's shouting, smoke and dust swirling through the air as the wind picks up. And the unmistakable sound of…
A helicopter?
 




Lukas
I've never seen so many things go wrong so quickly.
The moment the alarms started blaring, and the reinforced gates rolled closed, I knew we were in more trouble than we were prepared for. Usually, the uncertainty of the situation would have me panicking, but I found an odd calm even as I watched helplessly while my family fought for their lives before being forced into a room where I couldn't get eyes on them.
All except for Micah, who ducked back into the lab to cover Bennet. In the scuffle, he seems to have escaped the notice of Adley and the remaining guards.
Tony's voice crackles through the earpiece. “Lukas, I'm cutting the audio to the guys so our chatter doesn't distract them while they're dealing with Adley and the two guards. Keep an eye on the one in the doorway in case he decides to explore. Micah, stay down and stay quiet.”
“What's going on out there?” Micah whispers.
“No other guards have entered the building, but about a dozen heavily armed guards are waiting outside the main exit. They have barricaded all the other doors and windows,” I tell him.
Micah swears under his breath before muttering a little pep talk—to himself or Bennet, I'm not sure. The sounds of his deep breathing exercises are just barely audible over the connection, but they help settle my nerves as I find myself breathing along with him.
In through the nose, out through the mouth…
“Lukas, tell me what it looks like out there. I can see the guards at the front of the building, but what do the grounds look like?”
“The entrance has been barricaded. A heavy-looking gate closed over the main entrance and a thick metal sheet of some sort is covering the high security chain-link fence. There are three armed guards in front of the barricades that I can see.” I snap multiple pictures on my phone, zooming in as much as possible, and send them to Tony.
“Shit. Okay. Even if I could override the manual safeties and open the gates, there's no realistic way through those barricades. We're going to have to improvise. Big time.”
The feed cuts out and I know Tony is doing whatever he can to figure out our options, if we have any at all. I've gotten used to his habit of hanging up or going silent without announcing his intentions.
I'm splitting my attention between keeping my eye on the camera feed and watching the guards situate themselves around the front door with automatic weapons and shields. Even if  I didn't already know about the nefarious activity that takes place here, I'd be pretty suspicious about this level of training and equipment.
Equipment. A terrible idea hits me.
“Tony. We have grenades. Could they do enough damage to the barricades for us to get through?”
“Unfortunately not. There's only one way you're escaping that compound.”
“And that is?”
“Well, you can't go through it, and you can't go around it…”
Micah interjects, his voice barely able to be heard through the earpiece. “Dude, there's no way we could get over those fences. Especially with Bennet. He's in rough shape. He needs a hospital and a surgeon like yesterday.” 
“And that's why we're calling in a Medevac,” Tony answers.
“No shit?” Micah lets out a breath.
“They're already on their way and should be at your coordinates in less than fifteen minutes. But we need to get your guys out of that building.”
The wheels are turning, but I can't believe what I'm about to suggest. “The grenades might not blast through a concrete barricade…”
“But they could clear a path for us to get out the front door,” Micah finishes my thought.
I'm thankful he doesn't refer to the guards as a meat barricade, which is unfortunately the exact thought that I had and is currently threatening to bring up what little I have in my stomach. Am I capable of killing? Multiple people at that?
I consider the people inside that building. The only family I have, the people I hold most dear.
With a heavy sigh, I make a decision. “Yeah, okay. That'll get them through the front door, but what about getting them out of that room?”
Micah thinks out loud, trying to come up with a plan. “We need a diversion. We can give the guys a heads up, a chance to take them by surprise. I'll sneak up on the guard blocking the doorway.”
“I can turn all the lights on at once. If they know it's happening, they can hopefully keep their bearings and take control of the situation,” Tony suggests.
“Well, we don't have time to overthink it. We'll just have to hope for the best,” I say.
Who am I anymore?
I can hear Tony clap, ready to dole out instructions. “Alright, let's do this. I'll give them a warning, cut all the lights on at once, and then hope for the best. Listen for my cues. Lukas, there are two grenades. Grab them both and move up as close as you can without being detected. You need to be within throwing range. When it's time—pull the pin, count to two, then throw. Aim directly behind where the guards are crouched down. They won't expect an attack from the rear. The other guards will probably run forward, so be ready to shoot or toss the second grenade.”
My heart is thundering so hard that the rest of what they're saying is muffled. I stand there motionless for too long, blinking, trying to remember what I'm supposed to be doing.
The sound of gunshots through my earpiece jolts me out of my fog, Adley's voice shouting that none of them will make it out alive.  I'll do what I have to do to make sure he’s wrong.
Closing my laptop, I shove it in my backpack. As much as I hated it before, the gun holster on my belt proves useful. Diligently checking the clip and safety, as Luis and Jackson taught me, I fasten a heavy handgun into the holster and pick up the two grenades.
The feel of them in my hands is menacing as I crouch behind cars, slowly making my way closer to the front of the building. Finally, I reach the first row of vehicles, settling there to wait for my cue.
Tony is talking to the others, but his voice is still being drowned out. It's like there's a constant buzz.
Placing one grenade on the ground behind the tire of the small SUV I'm crouched behind, I stare at the one I'm preparing to throw. Testing the weight of it in my hands, I repeat Tony's instructions like a mantra.
Pull the pin. Count to two. Throw.
Pull the pin. Count to two. Throw.
Pull the pin. Count to two. Throw the explosive at the backs of real-life human beings. Human beings that are waiting to shoot your family. Micah. Six.
“Lukas!” Tony's voice cuts through my inner monologue. “Lukas, where are you?!”
“I'm here, I'm here. I'm in position.”
“Well, throw the damn thing already. We're ready for you now!”
Pull the pin. Count to two. Throw.
Do it for Micah. Do it for Six. Do it for Bennet, who put himself in danger to save us all.
Everything moves in slow motion as I tug at the pin, fumbling with it before I finally pull hard enough. One. Two.
Standing, I take aim and launch the tiny weapon across the remainder of the parking lot. I'm not sure it even touches the ground before it explodes with a deafening bang. Pieces of people—limbs, blood, and debris fly everywhere.
When the ringing in my ears lessens, I hear shouting and gunshots. Bullets are pinging off the surrounding vehicles. Obviously, they've figured out that I'm here. Their voices are closing in as they get closer.
Grabbing the last grenade, I pull the pin and count, throwing it blindly towards the shouts of the other guards. This time, I'm ready for the blast, ducking and covering my ears.
Cautiously, I stand again. The bullets have ceased.
Luis, Six, and Micah come running out of the building, trying to navigate the gurney over the bodies and debris. Holding my breath out of sheer relief of seeing them alive, I run over to meet them just as we can see and hear the Medevac on the horizon.
“We need to get to the field. Lift the gurney until we can get past the debris!” I yell.
My ears are ringing from the grenade blasts.
The four of us lift the gurney and move as quickly as we can. Once we reach the grass, Micah and I each hold a side and push across the bumpy terrain. I say a silent prayer that all the jostling isn't making Bennet’s condition worse.
“Where's Jackson?!” I yell over Bennet's unconscious body as we run towards the spot where the helicopter lowers to the ground.
“He should be right behind us!” Micah yells back over the sound of the approaching rotors.
Six is struggling against Luis' hold just ahead of us, looking over her shoulder and yelling. I can just barely hear her call Jackson's name, and briefly spare a look behind me to see Jackson charging towards us. He's gaining ground pretty quickly, but then he veers off, running off in a completely different direction.
The gurney hits a rough bump, forcing my attention back to the path in front of me. The helicopter is hovering just a few feet from the ground. We are only about 20 yards away, closing in on safety.
Six screams, turning around to run back in the opposite direction, but Luis stops her, pulling her back with one arm until he can lift her and throw her over his shoulder. I spare a glance back to see Jackson tackle an armed guard.
The moment the helicopter lands, medics jump out and take control of the gurney. Luis forces a struggling Six into the cabin.
I can barely hear Micah yell over the sounds of the helicopter, even though he's standing right next to me. “Help Luis get Six on board!”
He takes off, sprinting towards Jackson.




Micah
Jackson seems to have collapsed on top of the guard, neither of them moving. I close the distance as quickly as I can, pumping my arms and likely beating every track record I've ever set.
I skid to a stop, slipping on blood-soaked grass. Where is all this blood coming from?
Reaching for Jackson, I roll him off the guard and onto his back. He's soaked in blood, but I can't tell where it's coming from.
My hands trace over him until I locate wounds. There's a bullet wound in his shoulder, and another in his leg. It looks like the bullet went straight through his shoulder, but I don't see an exit wound on his thigh. There is a lot of blood coming out of the wound on his leg.
Removing his belt, I fasten it around the very top of his thigh and cinch it as tight as I can make it. I take off my shirt and tear it into two pieces, wrapping each of the wounds. The shirt is dirty and soaked with sweat, but it's the best I can do.
The guard remains still, his eyes wide open and horrifically bloodshot. Considering the amount of blood loss, as it looks like all of this came from Jackson, it must have taken an immense amount of strength to subdue a man of this guard's size. On the ground next to him is a sniper rifle, and I understand that Jackson just saved our asses.
Grunting with the effort, I do my best to hoist Jackson up off the ground, pulling his arm and lifting his body over my shoulders. A jog is all I can manage as I fireman carry Jackson towards the Medevac.
When I get close enough, the medics help me pull Jackson into the cabin before Lukas grabs my forearm and pulls me into the helicopter as it lifts off the ground. Six cries when she sees us, her worried eyes tracing over the amount of blood we’ve tracked into the helicopter floor.
“He’s going to be okay,” I mouth to her.
He will live for sure, but there’s a chance he could be in danger of losing that leg. I hope my tourniquet is good enough.
Everyone is silent as we look towards the war zone beneath us.
My eyes break away from the scene on the ground as the medic slides the door shut. I'm still sitting on the floor next to Jackson, who has roused enough to open his eyes.
I can’t believe we’re all alive right now.
Patting his uninjured shoulder, I let out a breath and look around. There are definitely more of us than the helicopter is meant to hold. Aside from the pilot, there is a medic sitting up front. One medic is standing, stooped over Bennet, whose gurney is fastened to the ground between four seats. Luis is sitting in one, with Six in his lap, her hand holding on to Bennet's. Lukas sits next to them. Another medic takes up the seat closest to the door, next to where Jackson and I are laid across the floor.
I try to shout at the medic closest to us. “Where are we headed?!” But she shakes her head. Reaching behind her, she pulls a headset off the wall and hands it to me.
“I said, where are we headed?” I still have to shout a bit into the microphone.
“R. L. Crumpler Trauma Center,” she answers me.
“In DC?”
She nods. “That's the one.”
“That seems far away. How long will it take?”
“About an hour, or just over.”
Nodding, I hand her the headset back and bend down to check on Jackson. He's conscious, but extremely pale.
Leaning down close to his ear, I speak loudly so he can hear. “We're on our way to a trauma center about an hour away. We're gonna get you fixed up. Just hold on for a while longer.”
He offers me a weak smile in response.
A medic hands me two blankets. I use one to cover Jackson and use the other to prop up his head. The medic works on Jackson's leg, cutting his pant leg open from the bottom. She cleans and redresses the wound, wrapping it tightly but keeping my makeshift tourniquet in place. She nods approvingly at my handiwork, and I take a breath of relief, a spark of hope that he'll be okay.
Relaxing as much as one can in this situation, I allow my eyes to roam and absorb the moment, trusting that Jackson is in expert hands with the medic as she checks his wounds and starts an IV for fluids.
The adrenaline high is coming down, a deflated feeling settling over my limbs. Six has finally relaxed back against Luis, her hand still clutching Bennet's. Luis' eyes are diligently watching the small monitor they attached to Bennet.
Lukas' head is leaning back against the wall, his eyes open and staring at the ceiling. I know him well enough to guess that he is replaying using the grenades. I admit that I'm not entirely comfortable with the fact that I took a life today, but my situation was a little different, so I can't quite put myself in his position. Like Jackson, our kills while in the building were self-defense in the face of imminent danger. Lukas had to decide to launch an explosive at an entire group of people who weren't even facing him. My heart aches for how much anguish he must be in right now.
We're all going to need a whole lot of therapy. We'll send Bennet the bill if he makes it. When he makes it.
The rest of the ride to the hospital is stressful, but mostly uneventful. Every jolt of the helicopter sets me on edge as I join the others in watching Bennet's weak vitals display on the monitor, and I check on Jackson every time he drifts off to sleep.
Once we are close to our destination, most of us are given headsets so we can listen to the pilot's instructions. There aren't quite enough pairs to go around, so Luis listens in, giving Six the instructions as the helicopter makes its descent onto the helipad.
There is a team of a dozen or more medical personnel waiting for us. When the chopper touches down and the doors open, a small group of the people waiting rush forward with a gurney. They usher me out before carefully transferring Jackson onto the gurney and rushing him away, one medic by their side to give them the rundown on his injuries.
As they clear out, a second team comes forward, none other than Dr. Franks himself at the front of the pack. I don't have time to do more than gawk to acknowledge his presence before they are rushing Bennet away.
Lukas folds his lanky body out of the helicopter next, staying bent at the waist as the rotors are still moving. Luis and Six hop out next. We follow the remaining staff members into a small room with an elevator.
When we are inside the elevator and the sounds of the wind and rotor blades are muffled, one of the three medical personnel that are with us introduces herself.
“My name is Dr. Tiffany Kuodo. I'm the Chief of Operations at this hospital. I wanted to introduce myself formally and assure you that every measure is being taken to keep Mr. Adley's presence and treatment completely confidential. We are honored to have you all here, and I assure you that your health, safety, and privacy are our top priority. We have some of the top surgeons in their field called in and, of course, Dr. Franks, as requested.” She doesn't sound entirely pleased about us apparently bringing in our own surgeon, but she doesn't make any further remarks.
For the most part, we all stare back at her dumbly, too overcome by the last few hours to articulate an appropriate response. I use our exit from the elevator as a cover for our silence. I know Tony is behind all of this, but we've yet to be able to touch base and corroborate our official story.
I clear my throat. “I apologize, Dr. Kuodo, it's been a long night. We are all very appreciative of the exceptional service.”
“Of course, you've all been through a terrible ordeal,” she says. Again, I wonder what Tony would have told them to explain our predicament. “We are taking you straight to the treatment suite where Mr. Adley will be taken once he's out of surgery. Dr. Harcut and Nurse Turner will check you each out and treat any wounds you may have.” She gestures to the two staff members standing behind us.
Six speaks up, the rasp of her voice betraying her exhaustion. “What about Jackson?”
“Jackson is the second trauma patient with the gunshot wounds?” Dr. Kuodo questions.
“Yes ma'am, he's part of our group as well,” I confirm.
“He has been taken to surgery as well, and we will update you as soon as we are able.”
“And he'll be brought to the treatment suite as well, right?” Six asks her.
Dr. Kuodo pauses, clearly unsure how to answer.
“I feel certain that's what Mr. Adley would want,” I assure her.
“Are you by chance…Mr. Posa?” She asks, consulting a tablet to confirm the name.
Luis steps forward. “That would be me.”
“Oh. Well, as you have a medical power of attorney, I suppose I'll leave who stays in the room up to you. It would be unusual, but I recognize these are special circumstances.”
At a loss for words, we all stare at Luis. He looks just as bewildered as we do, but overcomes it quickly and assumes an air of confidence.
“It would be best if we all stayed together. Given the circumstances.”
“Understood. It was nice to meet you all. I'll check in on you tomorrow, or rather, later today. For now, if you'll follow Dr. Harcut and Nurse Turner to the treatment suite, they'll see you are well taken care of.” She hands a business card to Luis. “Call me if you need anything.”
Luis and I shake her hand before she leaves, and all of us turn to follow the two men. They lead us to a different elevator and into a section of the hospital that looks more like a hotel. The floors are carpeted, the walls covered in a textured blue-grey wallpaper, and there are actual light fixtures rather than fluorescents.
They lead us through a pair of double doors, a plaque on the wall indicating that we are in the “Presidential Suite.” Inside truly looks like a fancy hotel, with plush carpets, a seating area, and a kitchenette. There are three bedrooms, each with their own en suite bathrooms.
The only things that even suggests we are in a medical facility are the monitors and equipment that are built into the wall of one bedroom. The other rooms are typically used for patients' families, but the staff assures us they will bring in the correct equipment to care for Jackson as well.
Dr. Whatever-his-name-is and the nurse, who told us his name is Levi, checks each of us over, and other than tending to a few minor cuts, we all pass a checkup. Once they leave, Luis calls Tony, and I finally get a chance to sit with Lukas.
He hasn't said a word since we got here, and I know he's hurting and afraid.
Sitting next to him on one of the plush sofas, I place a hand on his leg. I don't want to force him to talk, I just want him to know we're here for him.
“You saved us,” I tell him gently.
“That's the worst part,” he says, turning to look at me with watery eyes. “As sick as it all makes me, I know I'd do it again a hundred times over. I'll never get over the fear of thinking you might not make it out of there, that none of you would. And while part of me may never stop wondering if there could have been another solution, I took Adley's words to heart. I had to assume they'd shoot to kill. I had to. I couldn't lose you.”
Tears spill from his eyes. My heart aches for him.
Rising to my knees, I place my hands on his cheeks and angle his face towards me. “You saved us.” I say it firmly, staring into his eyes. “You. Saved. Us. And I know it's probably going to take a lot of time and therapy to even begin to heal from the fear and the pain that you must be feeling—but we wouldn't all be here, together, without what you did.”
Pressing my lips to his, I pour every bit of love I have into a searing kiss. Before I pull away, I press my forehead to his.
“I love you, more than life.”
A pair of small arms snake around the back of Lukas' shoulders. Without interrupting our own embrace, she is quietly lending her own love and support. Grabbing one of her arms, I lead her around and pull her into Lukas' lap.
As the three of us hold each other, I think about how, in a perfect world, I'd be able to marry them both.
 




Luis
The phone rings incessantly, but Tony isn't picking up. I'm not too worried about him. He's been in some secure and undisclosed location, calling all the shots remotely. Probably from his mother's basement.
Finally, on my third call and what feels like the hundredth ring, he answers.
“Sorry man, I was on the line with—”
“You couldn't put them on hold?” I interrupt.
“No, I couldn't put them on hold. I was on the other line with the feds.”
“Wait, what? You called the feds?”
“I'm feeling out Bennet's contact. After going through even a fraction of what I'm pulling off those servers…This is even bigger than we thought. There's another lab. And now that Adley has been put out of his misery, Bennet is less likely to be directly at risk, right?”
I can't argue with that, but I'm not sure I like it.
“I haven't told him anything specific or incriminating yet, but get this, his literal job is internal investigations. He's been working on taking down some of the higher ups that were in Adley's pocket.”
“That doesn't make him trustworthy.”
“Would cleaning up your mess at the lab and passing it off as an internal job help?”
“You're serious?”
“All the loose ends aren't tied yet, but the only security feed they have shows the guards shooting employees as they exit the buildings. Adley wasn't lying when he said no one was leaving that building alive. Not to mention Adley himself shot a fleeing nurse in the back of the head. He was clearly unhinged.”
“And us?”
“You were never there.”
“Our DNA is everywhere in there, not to mention all the records of Six. If they find out about her, they might try to do their own tests or lock her up.”
“First of all, turn on the news. Second, trust me man, none of you were ever there. If we decide to trust him, there's enough crazy genetic shit and crimes against humanity without her files or anything even related to her. Including the five of you—completely erased.”
I locate a remote and turn on the television. Flipping through the channels, I find a national news station.
“Holy shit,” I hear Micah mutter, echoing my own thoughts.
The news story shows aerial footage of the warehouse lab, engulfed in flames. Along the bottom of the screen is the headline:
Medical and Pharmaceuticals Mogul Jackson Adley Confirmed Dead in Horrific Massacre  
The news anchor is discussing potentially leaked information that Adley himself was the orchestrator of the massacre, suggesting that he ordered the mass shooting of employees to cover up shocking illegal activity.
“Well, you've been busy. How did the fire start?”
Tony scoffs. “Even I'm not that good. I had some help.”
My eyebrows raise. “The agent?”
Tony makes a noncommittal noise, and I know not to bother trying to push for more information. He has all kinds of connections, but he's not one to give away secrets. Instead, he changes the subject. “So, what do you want to do?”
“Give us a little time to consider our options. We're going to be preoccupied until we know the guys are going to be okay, and we need to rest.”
“Understood. I'll check in tomorrow to see if you need anything and get a status update. How is the hospital treating you?”
“Like royalty. How did you manage to pull this off, and even get Dr. Franks here?”
“The Adley Foundation made a very generous donation just before the Medevac picked you up. And I knew from talking with Bennet that he has a lot of trust and respect for Dr. Franks. When I called him to ask if he knew which staff surgeon to recommend, he dropped everything and got his own helicopter ride. He arrived less than half an hour before you did.”
“It was a nice touch.”
“I'll talk to you tomorrow.”
I toss my phone down onto the coffee table and drop into an armchair. We spend the next hour staring at the news until there's a knock at the door.
Lukas, who has been all but catatonic since the chopper picked us up, is surprisingly the one to get up and answer the door.
“Thank God,” he mutters, opening the doors wide.
“Jackson!” Six gasps, jumping up from the couch.
Two people in scrubs push a large hospital bed, equipped with an IV pole and digital machinery that I assume keeps track of vitals and controlling the IV drip. Jackson is unconscious in the bed, tucked under multiple blankets, with a blue paper hairnet on his head. Another person, wearing light green scrubs with an embroidered pocket that identifies them as a surgeon, follows them in.
The transport people pause just inside the suite. I usher them into the main bedroom/recovery room, and Six follows them back to get Jackson settled. Whenever Bennet makes it out of his surgery, I have a feeling everyone is going to prefer to be in the same room for a while.
“How's his leg?” Micah asks the surgeon.
“We were able to locate and remove the bullet, but it caused a fracture in the femoral shaft which we repaired with a permanent metal rod through the bone. He came out of anesthesia just fine, but he's been given a hefty dose of painkillers and he's lost a lot of blood, so he might be asleep for a little while. He's received three units of blood in the last hour. We'll be checking his hemoglobin levels in the morning, but since the bleeding is stopped, I don't expect he'll need any further transfusion.”
“Thank you, Dr.…?” He tries to read her name on the front pocket of her scrubs.
“Padilla,” she answers. “And I have a message for you as well, from Dr. Franks, who I understand is a visiting surgeon treating your…other friend?” It's clear that she isn't sure what to think of our group dynamic, or the situation as a whole, but she does her best to stay diplomatic and professional.
“Any news about Bennet?” I ask, probably a little brusquely.
“Dr. Franks asked that I let you know that the patient is stable for now, but not out of the woods yet. They are currently closely monitoring him for signs of continued internal bleeding. That's all I know.”
Letting out a breath, I nod my understanding. “Thank you for the update. We really appreciate everything.”
I'm making an attempt to come across less like an asshole and more like someone who would deserve having power of attorney. What was Tony thinking? I need to remember to tell him off for that, since I can't physically smack him over his head and knock some sense into him. I'm pretty sure not one of these personnel is buying it.
Dr. Padilla and one of the transport people leave. The other person, who introduces herself as Tilly, is our dedicated nurse for the evening.
I immediately hate her.
First, she completely ignores Six's presence, even though Six is the one standing next to Jackson's bedside. Whenever Six asks her a question, she directs her answer to one of us.
“What should I do when he wakes up? Is he allowed to drink water or have ice chips or anything?”
“Water is fine, but start with small sips,” the nurse says, facing the monitor and fussing over wires rather than looking at Six. When she looks up, she smiles at Micah. “You can press the call button right there on the side of the bed if he wakes up disoriented or in too much pain, and I'll be ready to come help take care of him.”
Six seems confused at first, her forehead wrinkling and mouth turning down, like she isn't sure that actually just happened. Not having grown up around many people, I imagine some social situations would be tough to pick up on, so I'm not entirely sure Six knows that she's being snubbed.
Clearing her throat, Six acknowledges the nurse's answer and tries a followup question, her head tilting to the side as she tries to create eye contact with the other woman.
“Thanks, we'll do that. Should we expect him to be in much pain?”
Nurse Tilly walks right by Six, crossing the room to open a cabinet. “Would you mind?” She asks Lukas, gesturing for him to help her grab a stack of blankets from a higher shelf. “Mr. Boyd will probably be pretty uncomfortable once his current medications wear off, but we've got a little morphine drip ready to go for him so he can control his own pain relief. 
I narrow my eyes when I notice another stack of blankets on a lower shelf, perfectly within reach. I also notice that Tilly doesn't bother backing up even one step, forcing Lukas to basically reach over the woman.
“Thank you so much.” Funny how she doesn't seem to have a problem looking Lukas in the eye, and he's well over a head taller than her.
Six doesn't balk, but watches the woman with a look of absolute bafflement. I'm doing my best not to grin or laugh at her reaction when Tilly approaches me.
Laying a hand on my arm, the nurse smiles and bats her eyes. I miss whatever she says to me entirely, shocked at her forwardness.
I'm very close to losing my temper when Micah steps forward, quickly ushering the irritating woman out of my presence. “Well, I think we've got this handled, and we know where the call button is if we need you. Bye now.”
He walks back into the room with a wide-eyed look of disbelief, making hard eye contact with Lukas, and then me. “Was she serious with that shit?!”
“I don't like her,” Six states plainly, staring at my arm where Tilly's hand was.
We laugh.
“Me neither. I'll see what I can do about it. Why don't you grab a shower?”
Six gives Jackson a long look, smoothing his hair from his forehead to press a light kiss, but nods and disappears into the bathroom.
“She might need some…comfort,” I suggest before I head back into the living room to retrieve my phone.
Lukas and Micah both nod, knowingly but not suggestively.
“I was going to track down something for us to change into, and then I'll sit with Jackson in case he wakes up,” says Micah.
“Works for me,” Lukas says, bending down slightly to kiss Micah before following Six into the bathroom, shutting the door behind himself.
If there's one thing we've all noticed about Six, it's that she seems to benefit from physical comfort. I'm not sure that sex is a particularly healthy coping mechanism, but the intimacy helps her dissociate, which helps her process. And it's not like it's a hardship.
I can almost hear Jackson's voice in my head, laughing about the word hardship in context. Ugh, he really is growing on me.
Pulling Dr. Kuodo's card from my pocket, it occurs to me that this might not be the most appropriate use of her offered assistance. But there's no way I'm letting that vile woman take care of Jackson, much less treat Six like that. Plus, it's possible that she'd be in danger once Six figures out she's ignoring her on purpose and blatantly disrespecting her by flirting with us in her face. If I wanted to punch her…
To her credit, the COO doesn't seem bothered by my call. That must have been some donation.
By the end of the call, I have her assurances that another nurse will be assigned to us. I got the distinct impression Tilly may be searching for employment elsewhere. She also offered to send up some scrubs for us to wear temporarily.
Returning to the room, I sit down next to Micah, who is thumbing through a guest services binder. I give him the rundown on the conversation.
“Cool. There are some recommendations here for local places where we can pick up some clothing, but they probably won't open for a few more hours.”
Although we are just now starting to wind down and relax, hopefully enough to get some rest, the sun is rising.
“I'll hang out here if you want to go join them,” I tell Micah, gesturing towards the bathroom with my chin. It's unusually quiet in there.
“That's okay. I think Lukas could use the one-on-one time. He's really struggling with everything that happened today.”
“Looked like he was going through something, but we haven't had the chance to catch up.”
Micah and I talk for a while about everything that happened at the lab. He fills me in on what Lukas did to ensure our escape, and I fill him in on my conversation with Tony.
“I still don't understand why he made me POA though. Seems like you would have been the better choice.”
“You're so sure it was Tony?”
“What do you mean?”
“I mean that Bennet is always thinking multiple steps ahead. If I had to guess, he probably had paperwork in place in the event something happened to him.”
“Why me, though?”
Micah shrugs. “You're a level-headed dude, you're even surlier than he is, and…you're his brother, right?”
I pause, thinking about that. A surge of something, like woeful pride, takes up space in my chest.
That bastard better be okay.
The sound of soft cries comes from the bathroom, breaking the silence. I smirk, knowingly and suggestively this time. Micah looks relieved. He's so worried about Lukas.
“You really love him,” I say. It's a statement, not a question.
I knew he did, but I don't think that I ever considered just how deep their relationship was before all of us got together.
He nods, his eyes filling with tears.
“I always have, but lately…She's made us so much stronger.”
I know what he means, even if in a different way. I've never known anything like this, never felt anything this strongly before. I'm not exactly a mushy guy, but for her, I feel…everything.
Jackson's voice, weak and hoarse, startles us. “If you love him so much, why don't you marry him?”
 




Six
The moment I am alone in the bathroom with the water running, I break down in tears. All of this—Bennet being kidnapped and tortured; Jackson getting shot; Lukas' trauma over having to take lives—none of it would have happened if not for me.
I know I didn't ask for any of this, and I even know that I never deserved the life I lived before I escaped the lab. But in the wake of so much death and fear, I can't help but internalize it. Would I have stayed in that lab if I'd realized that coming to warn them would ultimately put them in danger?
Maybe instead of escaping, I should have done something to take Adley out or take down the lab before any of this had ever happened. Adley's death might have actually been satisfying if it hadn't been in the wake of so much evil and trauma.
It hurts to think of never having met them. They feel so integral to my life, as crucial as internal organs. But if I'd never laid eyes on them, never touched or kissed or knew how it felt to love them, would it hurt less? If they'd never met me, could they have lived happy, fulfilling lives without all of this danger and death?
Wrapping my arms around my middle, I feel like my body could collapse in on itself. The guilt bores an invisible hole in the middle of my chest and I'm bleeding out without losing a drop of blood. Like Bennet, I have internal bleeding. Only mine won't kill me. Meanwhile, Bennet is still fighting for his life.
“Hey, hey. It's okay.” Lukas wraps his arms around me, pulling me against his chest. I didn't even hear him come in.
He holds me while I exhaust myself with tears.
“I'm sorry,” I tell him. “I know you're going to argue and say that it's not my fault, and I know logically you are right. But none of this would have happened if you hadn’t found me in that park. Bennet wouldn't be on a surgical table after being tortured near to death because he wouldn't give me up. Jackson wouldn't be full of bullet holes. You wouldn't have had to kill those men.”
“You're probably right.”
That stops me. Feeling it, thinking it, saying it to another person is hard enough to come to terms with. But hearing it drives it home. Twists the knife.
Lukas continues, clarifying his point. “But if we hadn't met you, we would never have found this happiness. You realize that each one of us was without a family, right? None of us had anyone. Now we have each other, and we have you. And even now, when we don't know what the other side of this is going to look like-it's all worth it.”
“You looked so broken.”
“I feel broken. What happened back there will live with me forever. But our family is back together now. We're all in the same building. And when Bennet wakes up, we'll be right there beside him. I think the part that scares me the most is that I'd do it again. I didn't enjoy it, but I'd do it again in a heartbeat if it meant that my family was safe.”
More tears spill over my eyelashes. Lukas kisses them away, spreading the salty wetness to my lips. Deepening the kiss, I pull him closer to me, pressing my body against his. I want him. I need him.
Lukas understands, or he needs the connection just as much as I do. There on the bathroom floor, we peel off our clothing until nothing is between us. The heat of our skin touching burns through me.
Slowly, gently, Lukas lays me down over the plush matt on the bathroom floor and trails his kisses down my body. His tongue trails over my hip bone and over my inner thigh, my legs opening to his will. My whole body cries in ecstasy and relief when his mouth dives into my core.
I'm briefly reminded of our first kiss, and how afterward Micah had made a joke about seeing what Lukas' tongue could really do. He wasn't kidding.
Lukas is thorough and attentive, like my body is talking to him and he's listening to every word. His tongue dips into my core, plunging deep inside me, then running up my folds to circle my clit. He sucks gently, and then starts over. Tongue inside, licking up, circle the clit and suck.
He repeats this process, applying the perfect amount of pressure to each individual part of my pussy. He kisses and sucks and licks me until my body is a taut string, one pluck away from breaking. I'm rocking against him, soft cries and mewls tumbling from my mouth until I'm hovering on an invisible ledge. My body tightens, instinctively holding myself back from falling, but Lukas reads me like a book. His mouth clamps over my clit, that tongue of his flicking with exactly the right amount of pressure. My hips buck and my hands reach down, my fingers threading into his hair as I essentially rub myself against his face.
Lukas flicks his tongue faster and harder against my clit, two fingers entering me just as I fall over the ledge. The sudden intrusion, along with having something to grip onto, intensifies my orgasm. I come in pulsing waves, crying my release.
Climbing up my body, Lukas settles himself between my legs, entering me in one slow, deep thrust that has my hips lifting to meet him. Wrapping my legs around him tightly, I relish the delicious fullness, reaching up to kiss my climax from his lips. The taste of myself on his tongue sends sparks down my spine.
Lukas kisses me deeply, his tongue dipping into my mouth in time with his slow thrusts. Each time he pulls back and thrusts into me, he rolls his body, undulating his hips. The movement hits every spot just right, each push and roll rubbing against my clit and bringing me closer to the edge again.
It occurs to me that Lukas isn't just fucking me on the bathroom floor. Of all places and all times to do it, he is making love to me right now. Hot, slow, orgasmic, passionate love. The realization sends a jolt through my whole body, from the roots of my hair down through the tips of my toes. My orgasm has me clenching and squeezing Lukas' hard length, each ripple of my muscles pulling his climax from his body.
He comes with a cry that makes me catch my breath, raspy and filled with emotion. His body doesn't stop moving, his cock pulsing inside me for minutes on end, until we both finally come down.
Of all the things that sex has been for me, and that I knew it to be, I never realized it could be so beautiful. Overwhelmed, I wrap my arms around him. With his head on my chest and arms wrapped around my waist, we lay there just holding each other, until the silence gets loud and we know we have to move.
Lukas eventually breaks the silence. “It took all of this happening for me to realize just how important everyone has become to me. Especially you and Micah, but all of them. Every single one of these guys has become such an important part of my life and I cannot imagine living life without all of us. We really are a family.”
Looking into his eyes and seeing the emotion there has me at a loss for words. “I feel the same way,” is all I can manage without breaking down into more tears. The words feel insufficient. Any words would feel insufficient.
The exhaustion has truly set in. I really don't want to get up from the bathroom floor, but the water has been running now for who knows how long.
With an exaggerated sigh that makes me smile, Lukas pulls himself up off the ground and helps me to stand. The hot water of the shower helps soothe some of the ache in my muscles and clear the fog from my mind.
Wrapped in towels, we emerge from the bathroom to hear Jackson's voice.
However weak and hoarse his voice is, the fact that he is already making jokes is a balm to my soul.
“You're awake!” I exclaim, running over to his bedside. “How do you feel?”
Careful not to get near his legs, I perch on the edge of the bed near his good shoulder.
“You're naked,” he says distractedly, running a hand over my exposed thigh.
“Must not be feeling too poorly.” I laugh, but I'm so relieved I could cry. “You’re lucky I’m so happy to see you awake and joking around. I could kill you for risking your life like that.”
“It was me or you, darlin’. There was no choice.”
“And we’ll be forever thankful for it, man. I’m just glad you’re okay.” Micah squeezes Jackson's hand as he stands, turning his attention back to me and Lukas. “I think we have a solution for clothes. I just have to go visit the nurse's station real quick.”
Lukas watches him leave with a curious look, but obviously can't follow because he, too, is covered only with a towel. He faces Jackson.
“Now that you're awake, I wasn't sure if you wanted us to notify anyone that you're here. Do you want me to call the Coolsons or anything?”
“They probably wouldn't answer. You know they use one of those old ass flip phones and it doesn't have Wi-Fi, so they've only been checking in when the ship ports. I'm pretty sure they're on the Alaska leg of their trip, so it might be a few days before we hear from them. To be honest, I'm not sure how much I want to tell them. They've got an entire week left, I don't want to ruin it.”
“They'd want to know,” Lukas says. He has a soft spot for Jackson's adopted grandparents, especially Mrs. Coolson.
“I know. But I don't want them canceling the rest of the trip to worry over me.”
“Besides,” says Luis, “we still don't have any updates on Bennet or what we're doing next. Tony said there's a lot more to the BioCere stuff. He wants us to talk to the feds, but I'm hoping we'll have a chance to actually talk to Bennet before we make a decision.”
“A lot more like what?” I can't help but still be on edge. Even knowing Jackson Adley is dead isn't enough to calm my nerves.
“I don't know yet. We need to focus on everyone being physically okay before we worry about anything else.”
I know he's right, but I want to be sick.  I feel, deep in my bones, that this isn't over yet.
Lukas comes over and puts an arm around me. “You're pale as a ghost, Six. We'll figure it out, one thing at a time.”
“That's rich coming from you,” Jackson jokes. His laugh is weak, a grimace passing over his features.
“We should probably get your nurse in here to check you out.” I narrow my eyes at the call button, not looking forward to having Tilly in our space again.
Luis chuckles, probably laughing at my reaction to that nurse. Something about her set me on edge. But then again, maybe I'm just tired and grouchy.
“Are you guys decent?” Micah calls from outside the room. He pokes his head in. “I told the nurse you're awake, so he followed me to check on you.”
Deciding that we're decent enough, he walks in, passing Lukas and me stacks of pale green scrubs. He's followed by the nurse we met when we arrived.
The nurse walks straight to Jackson's bedside. “Hi, I'm Levi. You must be Jackson. How are you feeling?”
Levi checks Jackson's bandages, asking him questions and taking vital signs. While I'm certainly relieved to see him instead of Tilly, I'm also confused.
Luis answers my unspoken question. “We didn't get a good feeling from Tilly, so we asked for a different nurse while you were in the shower.”
“Oh. Well, that's good.”
“You weren't the only one that wasn't a fan,” Lukas says, ushering me back towards the bathroom to get dressed.
The scrubs are ridiculously big on me, and comically short on Lukas' legs. We are laughing at how ridiculous we look when we emerge from the bathroom again.
When we step back into the room, I'm almost overcome with emotion for the second time tonight. Luis and Micah have dragged all the mattresses, pillows, and blankets from the other rooms and set them up. I was never planning on sleeping anywhere else, but it never occurred to me how uncomfortable it would be.
I'm so exhausted, I have no doubt that I'll pass out the moment my head hits a pillow. But first, I want to check on Jackson. He is asleep again, a new plush blanket tucked around his body.
“They set him up with a morphine drip. He'll sleep well tonight,” Micah explains. “I'm going to go grab a shower. Luis is doing the same in the other bathroom, he should be back any minute.”
He drops a chaste kiss on the side of my neck as he walks by, bending to do the same to Lukas on his way into the bathroom. It fills my heart a little more, and I think I might start brimming over at some point. If only my one missing piece were here as well, I'd be floating on a cloud.
I sigh contentedly. “Bennet's going to be okay.” I say it like a mantra, whispering it to myself as I adjust Jackson's blankets one last time. Dropping a light kiss on his sleeping lips, I whisper to him, “I love you.”
Climbing into the center of the bed the guys made for us, I burrow deep into the blankets. All the blinds and blackout curtains have been pulled, the only light in the room peeking out the sides of the windows. I'm strangely comfortable, but then again, it seems like I'm sleeping somewhere new every few days lately. It's really all I've ever known. I had some flashes of recognition when we were at the lab, but I still don't have any genuine memories of what life was like before I woke up surrounded by the five men that would become everything to me.
Now that Bennet is safely away from the clutches of BioCere and Jackson Adley, I don't feel rushed to get my memory back. Quite the opposite, actually. All I really want to do is live in the moment, surrounded by these five people who complete me. They are my heart. My family. Nothing is more important than this.
Sure, I may still have the nightmares to contend with. But maybe over time we'll be able to relax, knowing that we are safe, and the nightmares will stop.
Lukas climbs into bed, crawls over, and hovers over me. “Bennet will be okay. We all will. And we're together now. Sleep,” he whispers, kissing me sweetly.
Not even my ridiculous libido can keep me awake. My head grows heavier against the pillows and I drift before Lukas can make his way to the spot he's chosen for himself. I'm not sure how much later it is when the bed dips again, Micah and Luis settling on either side of me. Micah snakes his arm beneath my neck, pulling my head against his chest. Luis settles on the other side of me, wrapping an arm around my waist. Lukas lies on the other side of Micah, his arm across his chest, hand resting on my shoulder.
With these three wrapped around me, I fall into a deep, dreamless sleep.
 




Jackson
Pain.
Throbbing, scorching pain radiates from my thigh and shoots in every direction. The ache resonates down to my toes and up through my hip. It hurts far worse than getting shot.
The bullets themselves surprisingly didn't hurt that bad. They felt more like a sharp pinch, and then heat radiating from the tiny wounds. I honestly barely felt my arm wound. Now, if I focus on it, I can definitely feel how it aches, but it is nothing compared to my thigh.
Beads of sweat are rolling off my forehead. My mind feels cloudy, like my brain is stuffed with cotton. It takes me too long to remember how to help myself.
Ahh, the morphine drip.
My hand pats around for the little trigger button that is supposed to give an extra dose of pain relief. The nurse dosed me earlier and I fell asleep almost immediately, but admittedly I wasn't in this much pain then, so I'm not sure it'll have the same effect.
Finally, I locate the wire, helpfully wrapped around the safety rail to keep it within reach. My pain-addled brain couldn't see what was right in front of me.
Although I know it only administers one dose every few hours, my thumb squeezes the little button multiple times. The medicine works almost immediately, a warmth spreading through my veins, soothing the worst of the searing pain. There is still an ache, or perhaps just the memory of an ache, present in my thigh, but it's at least tolerable now.
My mind relaxes as much as my body does, and I drift off to sleep with my head off to the side, watching the others sleep wrapped tightly around each other.
Thank the stars we're all alive.
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The next time I wake, there is a flurry of activity around me. There are nearly a dozen people moving about the room, setting up various equipment and rolling another large hospital bed into the room.
They position the bed parallel to mine. With so many people milling about between us, I can't get a good view of what is happening.
Six, Lukas, Micah, and Luis are all standing on the other side of the room, next to their makeshift bed. It's a lot like the one we made in the cabin, and that causes a brief flutter in my chest.
It takes me too long to focus on their faces and notice the worried looks. Unsurprisingly, Luis mostly just looks angry.
Six notices that I'm awake and moves through the throng of people to stand by my bedside. She fusses over me, making sure I’m okay, and helps me raise the head of the bed so I am almost sitting.
“What's happening?”
“They're moving Bennet in for recovery,” she says as the other guys come to stand around us.
“Well, that seems like a good thing. Why does everyone look so glum?”
Luis nods his head towards the other bed as some of the staff clear out, “Look at him.”
Bennet is unrecognizable.
They’ve covered his head in a white net that looks to be made of a thick material, maybe plastic, not bandages. His eyes are taped shut. And worst of all, there's a huge tube coming out of his mouth, pulling one side of his mouth down, a white strap holding it in place.
The tube runs into a machine with multiple screens and an opaque blue compartment that makes rhythmic hissing sounds.
The rest of his body is covered in white blankets pulled up to his chin, and it occurs to me that I might not be ready to see whatever is under those blankets.
“Dr. Franks!” Six exclaims in a hushed voice, hurrying over to hug the man. He embraces her with an almost fatherly expression.
Not who I was expecting to see, that's for sure.
“What is Dr. Franks doing here?” I quietly ask Lukas, who is standing closest to me.
“Tony called him in. Apparently Bennet had him on standby in case we needed him for anything, probably only thinking about Six, but when Tony told him that Bennet was in trouble, he dropped everything and chartered his own last-minute flight.”
“No shit.”
The man himself approaches my bedside and holds his hand out for me to shake.
“Mr. Boyd, I'm glad to see you awake and well.” His handshake is firm and warm.
“Thank you for being here, Dr. Franks. I can't tell you how comforting it is to see your face.”
“How are you feeling?”
“I'm alright for now. What's going on with Bennet?” I cut to the chase, not wanting to discuss myself. I might be in pain, but I'm alive and talking. My brother, on the other hand…
“I think he's through the worst of it, but he is in a medically induced coma. We've introduced the medications to bring him out of the coma, but it may take another day or so for him to wake—if he can. It's tough to say how long he'll be on the ventilator after that.”
“What do you mean 'if'?” Micah asks, his eyebrows furrowed in worry.
“A lot has happened in the last twenty-four hours.” He looks unsure for a moment, cutting his eyes towards the several staff members that are still in the room working on various tasks. “We brought Mr. Adley into surgery the moment you all arrived. We had to open him up to look for the source of severe internal bleeding. During the surgery, he went into cardiac arrest…”
Dr. Franks' pause is perhaps more painful than my leg.
He continues. “Mr. Adley was able to be resuscitated, but he was considered clinically dead for over eight minutes. There were further complications after that—”
“Eight minutes?” Micah interrupts. “Isn't the cutoff for brain damage four minutes?”
“What?!” Six screeches, the pain in her voice causing her to sound almost shrill.
The five of us erupt into a frenzy of yelling, crying, and talking about the various statistics of when brain death is supposed to occur. We're all frantic, and there are tears in more than just Six's eyes. A couple of tears spill over my own eyelashes.
Dr. Franks holds his hands up to both calm and silence us.
His voice low, as if he doesn't want to be overheard, he continues. “There is more, and we have much to talk about. What I can tell you at this moment is that there is still hope. If you can give me a few minutes to check on Mr. Adley and clear the room, we can talk more candidly.”
Luis is able to at least nod, but the rest of us are frozen. I can't tell if I'm still experiencing brain fog from the morphine, or if I'm simply overwhelmed, but I don't have it in me to do anything other than stare blankly.
I'm jolted from my stupor by Six's hand slipping out of mine as she stumbles back and sinks into a chair. Her body seems to shrink into itself and I'm reminded, for the first time in a while, of how vulnerable she was when we first met.
She seems reduced to a shell of a person, like all the life has seeped from her eyes. There have been moments over the course of the last week that she has zoned out, lost in what seem to be painful thoughts and worry. Those moments that she couldn't use sex, exercise, or some other activity to distract from the misery of agonizing over whether we could save Bennet.
To have him here in the room with us and know he might still be gone from us is another level of suffering. Are we watching her break?
Luis lets out a breath and then shuffles chairs around. Without a word, he makes a semicircle of chairs right next to my bedside. Then he retrieves Six by picking up the chair she's sitting in, and places her in the center of the group of chairs. Now everyone can sit, but we are all close enough to reach one another. Well, they're close enough to reach me. I can't do much from this bed.
Six starts a sort of hand-holding chain as Dr. Franks escorts the last nurse from the room, coming to sit in front of us in the empty chair Luis left for him. Her fingers thread through the hands of Lukas and Luis on either side of her. Lukas holds Micah's hand, and Micah reaches for me with his free hand.
None of us says a word, waiting with bated breath.
“I hope that the fact that you brought me all the way here means that we have some level of trust between us,” he begins.
We each look around at each other, silently conveying our thoughts in a series of eye raises and shrugs. I, for one, trust him. At the very least, he probably risked his employment, if not his license, when he helped us escape with Six. Not to mention flying all the way here at a moment's notice to help Bennet. I think he deserves considerable credit.
The impressions I get from the others seem to agree with my sentiments, but we are understandably hesitant. What is he going to ask of us?
“I trust you,” declares Six. And, as ever, we fall in line.
I'm usually a pretty trusting guy, but I'm hesitant when it comes to anything that might jeopardize her safety. But if she trusts him, after the life she's led and everything she's seen and been through in the last few weeks, I'll go with it. Carefully, and within reason, of course.
Minds made up, we nod affirmatively, and he continues.
“Let me tell you the facts, first, and then I'll tell you why I think we may still have hope. First, Mr. Adley—”
“You can call him Bennet,” I interrupt. I say it gently, not wanting to be rude, but if I never hear that name again, it'll be too soon. Bennet hated being called by his last name anyway, not wanting to be connected to his father. And after what he did to the son he raised and claimed as his own? If I have anything to say about it, we'll never associate his name with Bennet again. The fact that I share a first name with that man may haunt me for the rest of my life.
Dr. Franks bows his head slightly. “Very well, Bennet looks as though he has been tortured. His injuries were severe, and some of them were familiar.”
He aims a brief but knowing look at Six. “Bennet should not have survived the flight here. He probably shouldn't have made it out of wherever you all escaped from—I'm not asking questions, I don't need to know unless you think it will benefit his treatment. He died during surgery, was clinically dead for over eight minutes, resuscitated while open on the table, and then suffered from seizures that required a medical coma to prevent further damage to his brain. Given the trauma he has been through, it was statistically improbable that he would make it through alive, much less with any brain function.”
His usual friendly but matter-of-fact manner is gone, replaced with uncertainty and worry. He uses his words tentatively, as if worried he’ll offend someone.
“The cap on his head is an EEG to measure brain activity. When we first started measuring, there was little to no response. We were this close to declaring him brain dead, but then there was some movement in the measurements, then a little more. Bennet has shown no signs of waking up, but I believe that, somehow, he is defying probability in miraculous ways.”
The surge of hope in the room is palpable. Shoulders relax slightly, hands loosen their grip. Not completely, but enough to help process without panic.
Dr. Franks clears his throat slightly and looks down, as if he's searching for the right words and might find them in the click-action of his pen. “I know that there is something special about Six. Her rate of recovery after her own trauma should have been impossible. And while I can't explain the continued memory loss, the physical wounds healed so quickly I feel we could have watched them stitch themselves back together. And look at you now, not a scar to be seen.”
“What's your point?” Luis asks, a little gruffly.
“While I don't believe Bennet to have the same level of…unique abilities that Six does, I believe there is something different about him as well. I think he could potentially heal himself and come around. The issue is that his internal injuries are so severe, his body might be failing faster than he can heal himself.”
“So there's hope, but he's not out of the woods yet,” Lukas clarifies.
“Far from it, I'm afraid. But yes, there is hope. Anyone else would have perished days ago,” he explains.
Now that there isn't a swarm of nurses and staff, Six stands to approach Bennet for the first time. Seeing him from this many feet away is hard enough. I can't imagine what it must feel like to see all the tubes and tape up close.
“Hey doc, why the tape on his eyelids?” I ask, because for some reason it's the part that is bothering me the most.
“Coma patients, specifically patients that might have entered brain death, cannot blink their eyes and create tears to keep their eyes wet. It's actually one way we test for brain function, touching the eye with a wet cotton swab or adding drops to the eyes. Unfortunately, we’ve gotten no response from Bennet.”
“I thought you said there were positive measurements?”
“Blips on the EEG, they don't necessarily mean anything. But as there was nothing before, and with the physical healing I noticed, I hoped he would start coming around. It's still possible, but again, would be impossible if not for whatever it is that makes him and Six different.”
Fuck. I don't like the sound of that. My thoughts want to spiral, but I try to focus on the potential.
Six bends over his unconscious form. “Bennet, listen to me. If there was one good thing to come out of that lab, it's that it brought us together. And it might just give you the means to pull through. So you have to fight, Bennet. Come back to me. Come back to us.”
Six slides her hand into Bennet's. A moment later, a machine beeps.
“That was a positive change in heart rate,” says Micah, excited. “Try something else.”
Leaning over the bed, Six places a kiss on the small part of Bennet's face that isn't obscured. The machine picks up again.
“Look at that,” Dr. Franks says, his eyes flashing with fascination.
The machine that the electrode cap is connected to has lit up, more than blips showing here and there. Squiggles are starting to take up the lines.
If it wouldn't cause me so much pain, I'd jump up and down and cheer, elated to see a positive sign. “I guess he just needed a little bit of Six.”
There are some small laughs at that, but then Micah jumps up.
“Wait,” he says. “Jackson…say that again.”
“What? 'I guess he just needed a little bit of Six'?” I can't help it, the statement on its own makes me giggle.
“Is everything funny to you?” Lukas rolls his eyes before turning his attention away from me. “Micah, what's up?”
“I'm just thinking about Eight…”
Six gasps. “Do you think it could work?”
“I don't know. But it's an idea.”
Luis stands and paces across the room, deep in thought.
I'm completely lost, of course. “Can you stop pacing and tell me what you four are plotting?”
Lukas holds his hands up. “Three, not four. I have no idea what those three are thinking.”
Micah and Luis give each other a look, and then turn to Six, who is waiting for more answers from Micah.
Micah shakes his head and shrugs. “I haven't studied genetics enough to understand the shit they were playing with in that lab.”
Frustrated, I resort to shouting over their conversation. “What is it?!”
Six turns her attention to Dr. Franks, worrying her lip with her teeth. I'm guessing that she's contemplating exactly how much she trusts him.
“You said that you noticed I was different. You're right about that. I don't know the specifics of how it works, and I don't know that you want to know everything. But I do have some…qualities that give me some advantages.”
“Such as?” He asks, curious.
Lukas answers for her, having studied her files the most. “Healing, immunity to most diseases, enhanced learning abilities.”
Dr. Franks dips his chin, encouraging her to continue.
“The lab that gave me these advantages is also the place that I escaped from, and also the place that Bennet and Jackson sustained their injuries. Bennet was put through much of the testing that I went through, but he doesn't have the same advantages that I do, and also he was subjected to a lot of torture over a short period because he was protecting me. We went there to break him out and found him in this condition. Jackson was shot during our escape.”
“You're right that I don't want to know everything,” says Dr. Franks, a horrified look on his face. “But I've put together some pieces based on what's in the news right now. I thought you all might have been involved at some point. So that was the place that you escaped from?”
“Yes,” Micah answers for Six, giving her a chance to collect herself. “And Six wasn't the only one. There was a…sister. They had subjected her to reproductive testing. She was in her second trimester. Her files said that the lab had been using injections of plasma to help her sustain the pregnancy.”
“Oh, shit…Now I'm picking up what you're putting down,” I exclaim excitedly.
Dr. Franks looks contemplative. “Therapeutic plasma exchange has been shown to have positive benefits for autoimmune disorders and a list of other conditions, but I've never heard of it helping sustain pregnancy.”
“…Plasma directly from Six's blood,” Micah specifies.
“If this wasn't super scary, it'd actually be really freaking cool. We could pitch this as a movie, or a freaky sci-fi novel even,” I whisper to Lukas. He’s looking at me disapprovingly, but I saw his lip twitch.
“These tests suggested that the plasma injections had healing properties?” Dr. Franks asks.
Luis cuts in. “We had little time to explore the specifics, but it was heavily implied that the plasma was responsible for the continued health of the pregnancy and some other rather miraculous benefits that they planned to test further. The other pregnancies had all ended very early.”
“How many pregnancies?” Lukas asks, appalled. I forgot he wasn't privy to everything that happened in that room.
“You don't want to know,” answers Micah in a low voice.
“Is there any chance that we might have access to those files? Maybe Dr. Franks would understand them, or could we bring in some kind of genetics specialist?” I ask, finally catching on to what they might be thinking.
“What purpose would that serve?” asks Dr. Franks. “Are we considering if the same treatment would be beneficial to Mr. Ad—to Bennet? That suggests that it is your blood that gives you the qualities that make you…special?”
Six looks at all of us, almost as if she is asking for permission or getting advice on how to proceed. I hold my breath.
“The reason that Bennet is also different is because both his mother and he were part of a study that was meant to enhance genetic qualities—everything from physical attributes to intelligence. That serum was made from my DNA.”
Dr. Franks looks at us, almost disbelieving. But the more he studies each of us, the more he seems to understand.
“Mr. Boyd, how long has it been since your last dose of morphine? I haven't noticed you use your pump.”
“Uh…I woke up in a lot of pain at some point and used it once. I'm not sure how long ago that was,” I answer, unsure why that's at all important.
The doctor stands, opening my chart on the computer set between my bed and Bennet's.
“What would you say your pain is at now, out of ten?”
“Maybe a seven. I'm not sure why this is important, though. We're talking about Bennet.”
I don't mean to be rude, but I really don't want to talk about me or my injuries right now. It's hard enough to ignore the persistent ache radiating from my bones. I haven't used the morphine trigger because I'm concerned about Bennet and I can't think on that stuff. Otherwise I'd be enjoying sweet oblivion from my overcrowded mind.
“Is it safe for me to assume that Bennet isn't the only one of you to receive this same serum?”
We all pause, again searching for each other's expressions, unsure of how much we should divulge.
Not answering for anyone else, I confirm only my own status as part of the study. “I definitely have, yes.”
“It's been nearly ten hours since your last dose of morphine. You're in pain, obviously, but not enough to use the patient-controlled medication, and clearly able to move past the pain you're in to converse. That seems like further confirmation that whatever is in Six's DNA does affect your healing…Out of curiosity, what is your blood type?”
Wow. I didn't realize we'd slept that long. I'm not entirely sure what time it is, but it looks like it might be sunset by the light coming through the edges of the blinds.
“O-negative,” I answer, still confused but less annoyed, trusting that the doctor is making connections we haven't.
Dr. Franks goes around the room, asking each of the others the same question. Of all the things we've learned we have in common, blood type is not something we'd considered. But sure enough, Lukas, Micah, and Luis all confirm that they are O-negative as well. Six isn't actually sure, but Lukas remembers from her medical charts she is also type O-negative.
“It stood out because it's the same as mine,” he says.
One look at Bennet's chart confirms what we'd already guessed about his blood type as well.
“Given that you all have the same blood type, I don't see what the harm could be in introducing Six's plasma to Bennet and testing your hypothesis.” Dr. Franks closes the computer and places his hands in his pockets.
“How does this even work?” I ask.
“For our purposes, it’s actually pretty simple,” Micah explains. “We run Six’s blood through a centrifuge machine. It basically spins it super fast and separates the blood into red blood cells, platelets, and plasma. So then we extract the plasma and use it.”
I don't like the idea of doing something experimental and having it go wrong. Bennet is barely alive at this point, only here because of a slight genetic advantage. I'd at least survive if something went wrong, and they need him more than they need me.
“If Bennet is very fragile, maybe we should test it on me first.”
“It's unlikely to cause any negative side effects. The biggest risks are related to the circulatory system, but you mentioned that they gave the plasma to the other woman as injections, not as a full transfusion. So we can start small and take measurements based on pain.”
“I'm assuming we can get access to a centrifuge?” Asks Micah.
“I believe I can borrow one, yes. I think it's best we keep this to ourselves. The hospital would never condone an experiment like this and I would be concerned it could put Six in danger of exposure.”
“Well…let's do this thing.”
 




Lukas
To avoid getting Dr. Franks in trouble, especially at a hospital he doesn't actually work at, I suggest we order a centrifuge of our own. I have no doubts that Tony could make it happen, and likely pretty quickly. A text is all it takes.
Tony: It'll be delivered within the hour.
I hope we get to meet this man in person someday. We literally owe our lives to him.
Jackson lays back to rest for a while before the big experiment. I'm hanging out in the living room to avoid his guinea pig puns.
“Hey Lukas!” Jackson calls out the door as Micah is leaving the room. “What do you call a guinea pig with three eyes?!”
I don't even answer, just cutting my eyes at Micah with a bored look.
“What? He doesn't need me to answer, as he's proven with the last half dozen jokes.”
“A guinea piiig!” He yells, exaggerating the “i's,” before Micah shuts the door with a snort.
“Don't encourage him,” I huff, but I can't help but crack a small grin. It's not that the joke is funny, it was god-awful, but Jackson's antics never fail to amuse.
Luis comes out of one of the other bedrooms, wearing a clean but wrinkled black t-shirt with his scrub pants. Sitting on the edge of the sofa, he puts his boots on.
“He done in there?”
“We could be so lucky,” I answer. I'm pretty sure we're both feigning the grouchy attitude at Jackson's jokes. He's alive and cracking jokes, however terrible they are.
“I don't know, the one about getting paid a higher celery was almost clever.” Micah says.
“No. No, it wasn't,” Luis deadpans as he stands. “Anything else for the list?”
Luis is headed out to pick up some clothes and snacks for us.  He's also picking up Chinese food on his way back. However fancy this hospital hotel is, it still serves hospital food.
I'm surprised when Six picks up her shoes and starts putting them on also. “Are you going with him?”
Luis shuts that down immediately. “Nope. Not happening.”
“I've never been shopping before,” Six pouts.
“It's not going to be exciting. It's just a department store where we can get everything,” Luis tells her, but she just blinks back at him.
“I'm not even entirely certain what that is. But I'm excited. I haven't had the chance to go out in public yet.”
My mind immediately lists all the bad things that could happen. Is anyone still looking for her? Would they have figured out that we're here? Is it safe to take her in public?
“Luis might be right. We don't know if it's safe yet, and we don't want to draw any attention to ourselves,” I say, looking at her overly large scrubs.
The scathing look she cuts me is almost enough to burn.
Throwing up my hands, I try to atone without laughing at her anger. It's cute. She would hate it if she knew I thought that, though.
“I'm sorry. I just want you to be safe.”
Micah comes up behind her, bending low to her ear. “I had something I wanted to try, anyway,” he says suggestively.
Her face immediately flushes. I can tell she's struggling to decide if the battle is worth it now.
Luis chuckles, kissing her on the cheek. “I'll be back in half an hour to feed you. I'm bringing lo mein, just like we ate when you were in the hospital.”
She perks up a little at that, giving Luis a begrudging smile and walking with him towards the door.
“Fine. But can you grab some of my protein shakes? I liked the salted caramel flavor, if they have it.”
“You got it, pretty girl. Lock the door behind me, okay?” She abides, leaning her back against the door after she closes and locks it.
“This is bullshit,” she exclaims, sarcastically I think, sounding like Jackson.
Letting out a huff of air, Six kicks off her shoes. In the process, she manages to trip on the long hem of the scrub pants. Because they're so loose, they end up slipping and falling down her legs.
Micah lunges forward to catch her, but misses and ends up tripping. They both fall to the floor, the baggy pants still tangled around Six's ankles.
I was already grinning at Six's little temper fit, but I am absolutely rolling now. Thankfully, I'm not the only one. The two of them are cracking up as well.
I'm laughing so hard, there are tears rolling down my face.
Trying to form words through his laughter, Micah checks on Six. “Are you hurt?”
“Only my self esteem,” she says, trying to catch her breath.
Micah reaches over and yanks the pants off her feet, throwing them across the room. “These are dangerous. No more pants for you.”
“Is that so?” she asks, crawling over his body to straddle him right there on the floor.
I feel a little guilty about Jackson laying in the other room, probably curious about what all the ruckus was, but I have the most delicious view of Six's naked ass up in the air as she leans forward to kiss Micah. I also have a good view of Micah's growing erection. These scrubs leave little to the imagination, especially considering his lack of underwear.
Settling back in my seat, I stroke my own erection through the thin pants. I can't hear what they're saying, but I hear the low tone of Micah's voice as he whispers in her ear.
Even from this far away, I can tell how wet Six is already. Her desire over whatever Micah is telling her is apparent in the glistening wetness of her lower lips. His hand caresses down between their bodies to dip into those folds, spreading the wetness and massaging her clit.
Enraptured, I watch the way her muscles clench, her thighs spread apart over Micah's hips. Her body rocks into the movements of his fingers as he alternates between rubbing her and dipping inside her.
“Take your cock out, Micah,” I instruct him in a husky voice.
Lifting Six slightly, Micah pushes his pants down his legs and kicks them off before settling her back where she was. His cock is hard as steel, jutting up behind her ass.
They don't move, although I can tell from the way Six is squirming that she'd rather not wait. If I thought for a moment that they might have forgotten they had an audience, I am sorely mistaken. They are waiting for my next instruction.
“Sink onto his cock, Six. Slowly.”
She groans softly before lifting her body, Micah lining himself up to push the head of his cock inside her. She sinks down, centimeter by agonizing centimeter, as I watch Micah's thick cock disappear into her pink folds.
Taking her time, even as her thighs are shaking, she sinks all the way down until she is fully seated. Sitting up straight, she pulls the huge scrub top over her head, tossing it near her discarded pants. Micah sits up so she can pull his shirt off too, until they are both deliciously bare.
Six bends forward slightly, giving me the best vantage point to watch as she slides up and down Micah's hard shaft. His cock is glistening, slick with her juices, making my mouth water every time it emerges before disappearing again. At some point, it becomes unbearable. As much as I love watching—it's become a new favorite pastime for me—I have to taste them.
Joining them on the floor, I bow my head low to the ground behind them, watching from a much closer vantage. Placing my hands on Six's ass, I guide her up and down before I hold her in place at the top of his cock with only the tip left inside her.
“Stop,” I croak out, laying down between Micah's legs.
My arms hooked beneath Micah's thighs, I lick from his sack, all the way up his shaft to where Six's pussy is hovering. They both twitch and gasp as I continue to lick and suck every drop of their delicious juices.
“Go,” I tell her, with my head still between Micah's legs. As she slowly, carefully rides him again, I alternate between licking her ass and sucking on Micah's tightened balls.
“Oh, fuck,” Micah cries as I suck one of his balls into my mouth as Six sinks down onto his cock.
“I want to see,” pants Six.
She briefly climbs off Micah to turn around, sinking down onto his cock in a reverse cowgirl position. She holds Micah's knees for support as she gets used to the new angle.
I bend my head low again, Six's pussy nearly grinding on my nose as she moves on Micah, and I continue to lick and suck on his balls.
“Damn, this is a good view too,” Micah grunts out.
Lifting my head to see what Micah is doing, I see him kneading her ass as she grinds down on him with more fervor. Winking at me, he reaches out, sticking his thumb into my mouth and then using the wetness to push on her tight asshole. Six cries out and shudders as she comes. Reaching forward, my fingers find her clit, drawing out her orgasm.
Standing, I reach for Six, helping her stand, then reaching down to do the same for Micah. His cock is hard and throbbing with the force of his heartbeat, covered in slick cum.
Pulling them over near the sofa, I drop to my knees and take Micah in my mouth fully, sucking him clean. He jerks and hisses, pulling me up from my knees. His tongue finds mine as we share the taste of our girl. As we kiss, Six lowers herself onto the sofa, pulling my pants down and taking my cock into her hand.
I'm hard as stone and already too close, so turned on from watching and touching these two together.
Six angles my hips towards her so she can take me into her hot mouth as Micah removes my shirt.
“Get him good and wet for me, baby,” Micah tells her, walking off into one of the spare rooms.
He returns with a bottle of lube, and Six's eyes light up in excitement. She hollows her cheeks and bobs enthusiastically until Micah reaches for her.
Licking and nipping up her neck, the three of us kiss and caress each other. “Do you want to be in the middle?” Micah asks before biting Six's earlobe.
“No,” she says. “I want you to be, if you're okay with that?”
Micah chuckles, as if there were any way he wouldn't be okay with that. “Fuck yes, I'm okay with that.” Passing me the bottle of lube, he lifts her against his body, wrapping her legs around him and taking her mouth in a searing kiss.
Grabbing a throw pillow off the sofa, he tosses it down onto the coffee table before lowering himself to his knees and laying her back. Climbing over her, he wastes no time, burying himself to the hilt and fucking her with her hips elevated. Then he bends his body over hers so that they are chest to chest, his ass up in invitation.
Stepping up behind them, I cover my cock with lube with one hand while spreading the lube between his muscular ass cheeks. I've been fantasizing about this moment since that first day in the shower.
Massaging and probing his asshole, I focus on getting Micah prepared to take me hard and fast. He pauses his thrusting momentarily, still buried inside Six, as I spread a little more lube over the head of my cock. He shudders as I press into his tight entrance, pushing himself back onto my hard length until the three of us are connected. At first, Micah and I move together, slowly thrusting into Six as if we were one body.
Adjusting my position so I am kneeling behind Micah with one knee up, I thrust in an opposite motion. Micah is basically bouncing back and forth between me and Six, who has her knees spread wide around his hips. We play with the rhythm until we are moving together, panting and groaning.
We are a writhing mass of bodies, moving against each other, kissing, touching, feeling—until I don't know where I begin and they end. My hand snakes between our bodies to touch Six's clit, feeling Micah's cock as he moves in and out of her sopping wet pussy. I grip him around the base, pushing my hips into him and controlling the way he moves against her, fucking them both. Six mewls, her pants and cries reaching a fever pitch as she approaches her orgasm.
Micah is grunting out an unintelligible string of swears and endearments until he can't take anymore. “I…can't…too much…gonna come. Hard. Fuck. God, I fucking love you.”
He roars his release so loudly that I wouldn't be surprised if it woke Bennet from his coma. There’s no possible way Jackson missed that, for sure.
His body quakes with the force of his orgasm, slamming into Six as she cries out through her own climax. Pressing Micah into her body, I lean forward and grab her behind her knees, using the leverage to pound into them both. I thrust into them harder and faster, my body smacking against Micah's ass with a wet slapping sound until my release hits me like a truck. I come so hard I can barely choke out a cry as I explode.
I pull out of Micah slowly, my cum dripping from his ass. I pull them both down with me as I collapse onto the floor. We lay there in a tangled pile, trying to catch our breath, unable to speak as we come down.
Not wanting to move, we lay there and doze until Luis knocks and announces his return.
 




Micah
Every time we're all together, in any combination, I swear it's the most intense. But this beats anything I've ever felt in my life.
The sensation of having Six's walls clench around my cock as Lukas hits my prostate just right is all-consuming. Every fiber of my being, every last single cell of my body, erupted. It was like an atomic bomb exploding from the inside, like rays of sunlight erupting from my spine and shooting down my limbs.
My body is so limp afterwards that I can't even move to cover up. It's all I can do to stay conscious, so I just lay here, even when Lukas pulls on a pair of pants to let Luis—please, let it be Luis and not some hospital staff person—back into the room.
Luis looks around at the discarded scrubs, the pool of fluid smeared across the coffee table, and my useless, naked body laying spread-eagle between the sofa and the coffee table.
“What did you do to Micah?”
Six giggles, pulling one of the large scrub tops over her head as she makes her way over to Luis, who is setting bags on the kitchenette table.
“Want us to show you?” She asks, kissing him on the cheek.
He grabs her, pulling her into his body and tickling her until she cries that she has to pee. He lets her go, but swats her ass as she walks away, laughing.
Finally pulling myself up to a sitting position, I look at Luis helplessly. He shakes his head and laughs.
“I'm going to go check on Jackson,” Lukas says, pulling a shirt on before he disappears through the bedroom door.
“You alright?” Luis asks me teasingly.
“More than alright, man. Pretty sure I died a little. In a good way.”
He chuckles and throws me a bag.
“I got each of us a pair of jeans, two pairs of sweatpants, and a pack of five t-shirts, and socks and boxer briefs.”
“What's in the rest of the bags?” It looks like he bought an entire store.
He shrugs. “I panicked choosing stuff for Six.”
When my legs are finally stable enough to stand, I realize that I've just been sitting here with my legs wide open, completely naked and sticky with sweat and cum. I suppose we're all just really comfortable with each other now, because Luis doesn't even act like he notices.
“I'm going to go lay in the bottom of the shower and let the water run over me until my legs don't feel like jelly anymore,” I say.
“Well, don't be too long. I also bought a metric fuck ton of lo mein.”
My stomach growls. “Sounds good.”
Six is emerging from the shower when I walk into the bathroom. Despite being drained within an inch of its life, my cock still twitches when she walks past me in a towel.
“Luis bought you some clothes. Pretty sure he bought everything in the store.” I laugh.
She's standing in the doorway watching me climb into the shower, biting her lip.
“Don't look at me like that, baby girl. You're going to be the death of me.”
She giggles, walking away and leaving me to my shower.
The hot water pours life into my limbs again, and I stay in there probably a little too long. I'm sure the food is cold by now, but honestly, I think I'd enjoy the hospital food at this point. I feel like the day after a championship game—sore and ravenous.
No one is eating yet when I walk into the room. Lukas is nowhere to be seen, probably still in the bedroom waiting out the activities happening in the living room. I hear it before I see it, Six's pants and gasps, the little whines she makes as she gets closer to orgasm.
Peeking my head out, I spot them at the kitchenette table. Luis is sitting in one of the dining chairs with Six straddling him and riding him like a jockey. He is helping lift her up and down his enormous cock, thrusting his hips up to meet her.
Neither of them is paying attention, so neither of them notices me as I slowly retreat into the spare bedroom. I'm reaching to close the door when I hear a “psst!” Lukas is peeking out from the main bedroom, beckoning me over.
Only wearing a towel, and half hard again, I creep quickly across the living room and through the door.
“You are all killing me,” Jackson groans. He's laying back against the pillows, but I notice the tent the blankets make.
Lukas is laughing, still dressed in his short scrub pants but holding a towel. “I was going to grab Six to see if she wanted to help comfort our patient, but it seems she's busy.”
“It doesn't matter, anyway. The fucker won't go down. Not gonna lie, I was jerking it hard listening to the three of you. Couldn't help it. Sounded like some sexy-ass Human Centipede action and I’m mad I missed it. You couldn’t have brought that in here for us to watch?”
Laughing, I grab a plastic basin from a cabinet and fill it with warm water in the bathroom. I set the water, along with a small bar of soap and a washcloth, on a rolling cart and pull it up beside Jackson's bed. Lukas nods his understanding and grabs a stack of towels from the bathroom.
“Ah, yeah, thanks, man. I was going to be embarrassed the next time Levi comes in here.”
Pulling the blankets back, I swat Jackson's hand away when he tries to reach for the basin. Lukas hands me a couple of towels from across the bed. While I set the towels across the bandages on Jackson's thigh, Lukas removes his hospital gown.
“What's this?”
“We feel bad for waking you from your nap and getting you all…stimulated. So I think a little sponge bath is in order.” I smirk at the way his eyes get wide, his gaze darting between Lukas and me.
Dipping the washcloth into the warm water and wringing it out, I hand it to Lukas. He runs the cloth down Jackson's stomach,  across his uninjured thigh, and all around his erect shaft. Jackson's dick twitches with every pass, growing larger and harder. Lukas gives me a tiny wink, signaling my turn. While Lukas continues to wipe the cloth across Jackson's chest and abs, I sink my hands in the water and lather up with the tiny soap bar.
With a hand slick with suds and water, I wrap my hand around Jackson's dick and slowly work my hand up and down, twisting my hand around the head and back down to the shaft.
Jackson pants and moans as I do a very thorough job of cleaning his dick. As his moans increase, I move my hand faster and squeeze harder. I use my other hand to drip more water over his crotch before I fondle his sack, making sure that it gets a meticulous cleaning as well.
One hand pumping his shaft and the other squeezing and fondling his balls, Jackson jerks his hips, grunting against the pain it causes him to move. Instead, he is forced to lie back and just take it, his hands white knuckling the support bars on either side of the hospital bed.
“Fuck, Micah. Yes, like that. Oh god, I'm going to come. Shit…”
His balls tighten in my hand as his body tenses, a rope of cum shooting up as I continue to stroke him. Lukas uses the cloth to catch the semen and wipes away the suds. Using another clean cloth, I rinse him off, gently stroking him through his orgasm.
Jackson's head hits the pillow, his breaths short as he comes down. “Holy fuck.”
Smirking, Lukas asks him, “feel better?”
“Ha! Yes, much—Can I, uh, reciprocate?” He asks, eyeing our erections.
“Honestly, I'm not even sure how I can maintain an erection after earlier,” I say, frowning down at my dick, which is trying to escape my towel.
Jackson and Lukas laugh, but I'm serious. I think my soul left my body.
There's a tiny knock at the door as we are covering Jackson back up, and Six comes in carrying a tray of food. She's dressed in a pair of cotton shorts and a tank top. That is not helping my situation, but I try to get my mind off my dick and clear away the basin and washcloths so we can use the table for food.
“Luis talked to Levi on his way in. He said eating this is fine but don't overdo it,” Six says as she sets the tray on the table and passes Jackson a to-go container of food.
Lukas and I excuse ourselves to grab some clothes.
The front door is open, and Luis is in the hallway signing for a package. “Centrifuge is here,” he announces, closing the door behind us.
“I'll text Dr. Franks,” Lukas says, pulling on a shirt.
He looks a little odd in a t-shirt and jeans. I'm so used to seeing him in slacks and a button up. Or one of his vests. The t-shirt is form fitting across his shoulders, and as much as I love Lukas exactly the way he is, including his usual clothes, I have to admit that he looks good dressed this way.
Luis passes us each a container of food and we head into the bedroom to eat with the others. Six has moved all the chairs between the two beds so she can sit between Bennet and Jackson.
“I didn't want to leave him out, even if he's still asleep and can't eat with us.”
Still asleep.
I wish he were just sleeping.
Now that the centrifuge is here, I'm getting a little more nervous about this plan. It's not likely to hurt either of them, but is it too far-fetched to work? The records for Eight, that poor woman, showed off-the-charts benefits of the plasma injections. Aside from helping sustain that pregnancy, there were notes about muscular regeneration and rapid healing.
If there's a chance, it's worth it. Dr. Franks didn't say it outright, but I know enough to read between the lines. Bennet is only alive because he has some boosted healing abilities, but it's not enough to sustain him and he is likely headed for multi-system failure.
We eat in relative silence, preparing ourselves for the night ahead. The plan is to draw blood, process it through the centrifuge, and then simply inject it directly into Jackson's veins. We'll monitor him through the night, which is easy since we're all sleeping here together anyway, so we'll be able to hear the monitors if anything goes wrong.
Then in the morning, we'll see if Jackson is still in any significant pain, check his vitals, and try to find any measurable differences.
Dr. Franks arrives dressed casually. Since he's not an actual employee of the hospital, he's just staying in another room on this floor until Bennet no longer needs him. Hopefully that'll be when Bennet is well enough to no longer be in danger, and not the opposite.
Stop thinking like that, Micah! Positive thoughts.
The blood draw only takes minutes. Lukas has the centrifuge all set up in the bathroom, so it won't be noticed if a nurse or other staff checks in.
“How long will it take?” Six asks.
“Should be less than 30 minutes,” I tell her.
Labs are my favorite part of medical school, and I sometimes wish I could go into medical laboratory sciences instead of trying to follow in the footsteps of my father to be a surgeon. I enjoy working with patients, and I definitely know and appreciate the vast difference in salary, but I get a thrill out of testing samples and identifying diseases. Seems boring, I know, but I'd love to work in cancer or Alzheimer's research labs, working towards understanding diseases and finding cures.
I'm discussing all of this with Six as we wait for the time to pass.
“So do it,” she says.
“It would enrage my father.”
“Fuck him,” I hear Lukas say behind me.
“What?” That's unlike Lukas.
“You heard me. Fuck Michael Williams. You stood up to him. Keep it up. Get what you want out of life. Who cares about their opinions anymore? You have all of us to support you.”
“He's right,” Six says. “We have a new life since finding each other. Don't waste it.”
I consider their words, knowing that they are right. I'd never truly considered any other trajectory for my life, so it feels like a big mental switch.
“Maybe I will,” I say, grinning, as we hear the machine indicate the samples are ready.
Dr. Franks and I wash our hands and glove up, using a pipette technique to separate the plasma and ready the first injection.
“Are you ready, Jackson?” asks Dr. Franks.
Luis speaks up before Dr. Franks injects the plasma. “Maybe you should let Micah do it so you still have some plausible deniability?”
Dr. Franks shrugs, and I give him mad credit for considering Bennet to be worth losing everything. But Luis is right.
“That okay with you?” I ask Jackson.
“I think I'd actually prefer it that way,” he answers.
Six holds Jackson's hand, Lukas and Luis standing behind her. Dr. Franks stands with me. I check the syringe for air bubbles, tie a tourniquet around Jackson's bicep, and locate a healthy vein.
“Here goes everything.”
 




Luis
Everyone holds their breath. Micah administers the injection, releases the tourniquet, and then we all stand there staring at Jackson as if something miraculous might happen in front of our eyes.
There are a few moments of tense silence before we realize everything is just…normal. What were we expecting, really?
I think we're all relieved that there are no immediate adverse reactions, but now that the plasma has been dispensed, we all just shuffle around, unsure of what's next.
“I recommend you all try to get a good night's sleep, and we'll evaluate if there have been any changes in the morning. Don't expect any miracles, we're only looking for improvement beyond what is normal for Jackson.” Says Dr. Franks, shaking our hands and accepting a hug from Six on his way out.
“Is it just me or was that a little anticlimactic?” Jackson says jokingly.
“I feel like I knew not to expect anything right away, but at the same time, I was primed for something. Anything,” admits Lukas.
“Like I might Hulk out or something?”
We all laugh, except Six, who, of course, doesn't understand the reference.
“It's from a superhero movie,” I explain.
Jackson perks up. “Oh no, we can't have this. I think now is the time to start Six's film and pop culture education. What else are we going to do, anyway?” I think he's looking for a diversion, but I'm actually on board with this one.
“Tony sent over a laptop. We could hook it up to the TV and stream it?” Lukas suggests, getting things prepared.
“We don't want to watch Slenderman first?” She asks innocently. I bark out a laugh, not expecting her to remember the joke I made at Lukas' expense. It feels like it happened a lifetime ago.
“Why would anyone want to watch that crap?” Jackson asks, confused.
I'm laughing too hard to acknowledge my joke. It's even funnier that Lukas doesn't notice, working diligently on getting the movie set up.
Micah and I move the small sofa between the two hospital beds. Levi comes in as we're rearranging the room.
“Y'all know how to make yourselves at home, don't you,” he says kindly as he checks both patients' vitals and bandages.
I get my first glimpse of anything below Bennet's neck since they brought him in. The bruising, either from the internal bleeding or the torture he was put through, is dark and scary looking. When his catheter bag is cleared, I notice that the urine is dark and red. The sympathetic look on Levi's face tells me enough about what kind of shape Bennet is in.
A few minutes after he finishes his rounds, Levi stops back in to tell us he's leaving for the night but will be back with us in the morning. He hands Six a few packets of microwave popcorn for our movie night and reminds her about the call button if we need anything.
“The night nurse is a little grouchy, but she's good at her job. And very much not interested in any of you, if you know what I mean.” He winks with a knowing chuckle. He must have been filled in on the situation with Tilly.
Blankets are brought in and popcorn is popped, and then we settle in to watch Six's first movie. I barely pay attention to the actual movie, distracted by watching her reactions instead. I'm especially amused by her reaction to popcorn.
It is, incidentally, her new favorite food. I think she finished three bags on her own.
After the movie, we go through and show her trailers of other movies we'd like to watch with her. Jackson wants to watch The Birdcage with her, which was apparently his mother's favorite movie. Lukas wants to watch Pi. And Micah suggests the Rocky series. Despite my Slenderman reference, I never really watched a lot of movies growing up.
“I'll get educated with you,” I say.
She falls asleep during Pretty Woman. Apparently, Jackson is a fan of chick flicks, explaining that it was a common pastime for him and his mother. Six seemed to enjoy the movie, but sleep won out. I stretch out with her on the couch while Micah and Lukas head to bed. Jackson is still staring straight ahead at the screen, but he doesn't seem to be actually watching.
“You alright?” I ask him, gesturing with the remote to make sure he's okay with me shutting it off.
Jackson acknowledges my request with a nod, but doesn't answer my question. It's darker with the television off, but there's still enough light from all the machinery in the room to see that he's just staring at the ceiling. Is it the shadows of the room, or does he look…troubled?
The night is quiet aside from the whir of the ventilator. It keeps me up most of the night, worrying about what will happen to Bennet.
Will the plasma do anything? Will it be enough?
I try to focus on what the future might look like if—when he comes out of this. Without a doubt, we will take care of him in whatever condition he is in. If that means spoon feeding him pudding, funneling his damn protein shakes, and changing his diapers—I know I would do it and I believe the others would too. But he's an integral part of our life as a unit, his absence this past week weighing on all of us.
Thoughts of the worst happening keep me from relaxing for a long time. Eventually, I have to force myself to focus on a better outcome. I picture us living in the B&B, maybe because it's the only place that we've been together. At first I make a sleeping schedule for us all, but then my brain focuses on the math of building an enormous bed, big enough to fit us all.
Who am I anymore? I chuckle to myself at the realization that I've gone from an angry loner avenging his terrible childhood, to mentally building furniture to fit a polyamorous family. I finally fall asleep daydreaming about what a perfect future would look like.
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Dr. Franks arrives at daybreak. Lukas and Micah let him in and make a breakfast spread while Six and I sleep in a bit on the couch. Jackson is still asleep when we finally force ourselves up.
We give him more time to sleep, figuring that if his vitals are good that the extra rest will only be beneficial. We eat prepackaged danishes and cut fruit and talk about how much we miss Mrs. Coolson. Once we're all cleaned up and dressed, we decide it's time to face the music.
Micah and Dr. Franks are discussing what realistic expectations should be.
“It is possible that it would be too early to expect any results, but with the already above average healing, I would expect to notice something,” says the doctor.
Lukas wakes Jackson by wafting microwavable bacon and coffee beneath his nose. Jackson rouses with a groggy yawn.
“What the hell is that?” he asks Lukas, looking suspiciously at the bacon.
“It's microwave bacon. Not the best, but not bad.” Lukas shrugs.
Jackson wrinkles his nose and looks offended. I don't blame him, I'm not a fan, but for some reason I find it surprising and really amusing that Jackson has such high standards for his breakfast. I suppose he did grow up with Mrs. Coolson's cooking, but he's spent so much time on the road or camping, I would have expected him to have some experience with prepackaged foods.
“Bacon is a delicacy and should never be treated in such a manner.” Intentionally or not, he sounds so much like Bennet that it hurts, and I almost snort coffee up my nose.
“So how are you feeling?” asks Dr. Franks, cutting to the chase.
“Um…kind of amazing, actually. I don't want to move in case it's just a fluke, but I looked around to make sure I didn't accidentally press the morphine button. Not that I feel high or anything, but I have very little pain.”
“What would you say your pain level is at?” the doctor asks him.
“Like a one. The pain I feel right now is maybe equivalent to the soreness I've felt after a few days of hiking up a steep mountain.”
“That sounds…really promising,” says Micah, looking more hopeful than any of us have the right to be.
Call me pessimistic, but it just cannot be this easy.
“Do you mind if I check your bandages?” The doctor asks after writing down Jackson's vital signs.
“His blood pressure is definitely down from yesterday,” Lukas notices with a smirk. I wonder what that’s about?
Jackson gestures to Dr. Franks to go ahead, flinging the blankets away from his lap.
When the doctor peels back the bandage, he gasps. His face, usually a deep tan, blanches as he takes two steps back from the bed.
“What? What's wrong?” Six stands up from her spot on the couch to see. Astonishment creases across her forehead, eyes wide and hands covering her mouth.
“Holy shit,” Micah exclaims, his eyes wide.
Jackson doesn't speak, instead he sits up, flinging his legs over the side of the bed to stand. Ripping the bandage off, he reveals an actively healing scar, puckered and pink where just last night it was a bleeding wound.
The first thing he does is rip the rest of the wires and tubes off his body. Then, he bounds around the bed, picking up Six and twirling around before hugging her close to his body. Holding her head in one large hand, he smashes his lips against hers.
When he pulls away, her cheeks are flushed but also wet with tears.
“Does this mean we can help Bennet?”
Dr. Franks has yet to speak, still stunned.
“This is extremely promising,” says Micah. “I don't think we should get our hopes up yet, because Bennet's injuries are far more serious and we don't know the extent of his brain damage. But at the very least, this very well could save his life.”
“If he ends up being brain dead, does that count as being alive, though?” Lukas says, being practical as always.
I don't disagree with him. But looking at Jackson's leg, I am seeing an actual miracle of science in front of my face. And damn if that doesn't give me hope.
“We can deal with that when or if the time comes. For now, how quickly do we want to move forward?” I ask.
“Now,” says Six, already holding the supplies for the next blood draw. “We do it now.”
Without hesitating, Micah starts the process of drawing her blood into tubes for the centrifuge. He fills more tubes this time.
Dr. Franks finally shakes himself out of his stupor. “I have never seen anything like this,” he says. “Jackson, would you be okay with taking some x-rays so we can see how extensive the healing is?”
“Of course, doc.”
“Wait,” I say. “How are we going to explain a magically healed leg? There's no way this isn't going to go unnoticed. We were hoping for less pain, maybe a slightly elevated healing rate. I don't think any of us even considered…this.”
“He's right,” Lukas interjects. “Healing quickly is one thing, but this rate of healing could attract a lot of attention. We don't want to risk anyone ending up as a lab rat.”
“Again,” adds Six in a small voice. “But if it saves Bennet, I don't care. I'll give blood every day for the rest of my life.”
Micah comes out of the bathroom, the mechanical whirring of the centrifuge in the background.
“I agree with Luis and Lukas. Attracting attention is not a good idea. There are too many things that could go badly. Think of how many government employees were on Adley's payroll. You think people like that have any qualms with keeping a medical anomaly prisoner for all manner of tests and experiments? Not to mention that, as far as the government is concerned, you don't exist. That only gives them ammunition to keep you isolated and imprisoned.”
I'm watching Dr. Franks closely, analyzing every reaction and facial expression.
Six trusted him to a fraction of the truth and accepted his help, but seeing a miracle play out before his very eyes might change how he thinks of things. On one hand, there's the potential for a lot of money to be made from something like this. I'd almost trust him to not betray us for money.
He's a well-meaning, caring physician—which is exactly the danger here. He has to be thinking about the medical advancements that could be made by studying an anomaly like Six. The lives that could be saved. He'd be a hero.
It's taking everything inside me not to knock him out and hide him in a closet until we figure out what to do next.
Jackson stands in front of me, blocking my view with a hand on my shoulder. “Dude, calm down. Give him a chance. You're giving off some heavily terrifying murder vibes right now,” he whispers.
He flinches a little when I focus my gaze on him. I stare at him so hard I feel sure he’d combust if I held his eyes long enough.
“I don't care how many people she could save or how miraculous she is. We are not putting her at risk of living at the mercy of scientists ever again. Ever,” I growl.
“As if I'd let that happen.” Jackson squares up to me, and I am not in the right headspace to calmly tell him to step back.
Micah squeezes himself between us. The lack of space between me and other bodies is becoming overwhelming. Breathing in and out through my nose, I close my eyes and try not to lose control. The last time that happened, I ended up arrested.
“Take a walk, Luis.”
“I'm not going to let—”
“Take. A. Walk. You're not going to help the situation. None of us are going to let anything happen to her.”
“If Franks—”
“Take. A. Walk. Now.” Micah pushes me back a bit, and that's the last straw. Heat pricks up the back of my neck and spreads over my head and body. My fists clench.
My head feels like it’s in a pressure cooker. It takes everything I have not to explode. Finally, I summon the wherewithal to turn on my heel and march out of the room.
Breathing heavily, I pace the living room before heading into the spare bedroom and stripping off my clothes to take a cold shower. There's no punching bag here to take out the aggression on, and I'm not leaving this room for anything.
How could we be so stupid? We should have waited until we were alone to discuss the possibilities and the plan once the idea came to us. As much as Dr. Franks has done for us and risked for us, I don't think we can trust him with something this big. He's too good, too caring about the lives of his patients to not want to do something bigger with what he learned today.
The frigid water pours over my heated skin, but it isn't enough. My fist flies into the wall, pain exploding behind my knuckles as it hits the tile backsplash. Rearing back, I punch the wall again and again, until the mental pain becomes mostly physical. Resting my head against the tile, I watch the water wash blood and small shards of tile down the drain.
I'm not sure how long I stand there like that, but by the time I'm calm enough, the cold has seeped into my bones and numbed my skin. I wrap a towel around my waist, and a hand towel around my hand before sitting on the edge of the bed frame, my elbows resting on my knees and my head in my hands.
What are we going to do? The panic builds again, like a pressure cooker.
Light floods into the room and then retreats as someone comes in, closing the door behind them. Six pads over, stepping up onto the wooden bedframe to kneel behind me. She wraps her arms around my body, resting her cheek against my back.
We sit there quietly for several minutes before I speak as softly as I can. “I'm sorry. I don't know what to do here…”
Using my good hand to pull her around so she is straddled on my front, I rest my forehead against hers and let out a slow breath. “I love you, Six. And I will do anything it takes to keep you safe. Anything.”
“I know. I know,” she repeats softly, soothing me.
I feel ashamed of my outburst, but there's also too much fear and doubt and…love. Overwhelming, all-encompassing love. 
My fear is she'll sacrifice herself to fix the world, to save other people. My doubt says the doctor couldn't possibly pass up the opportunity to allow or even encourage it. My love will burn down the world to keep it from happening.
Holding my injured hand, she unwraps the towel to examine my cut up and rapidly swelling knuckles. “I'm not sure how productive this was. Doesn't it hurt?”
“Honestly, I can't feel anything.”
Six re-wraps the hand towel around my knuckles and releases my hand. She holds my face in her hands, kissing a path from my temple to my jaw. Her lips fold into mine in what starts as a sweet, gentle kiss. But she presses into me, her tongue licking at the seam of my mouth. I let her in, tangling her tongue with mine.
What was originally an innocent position to hold her becomes something else entirely as my cock seems to realize that Six is straddling my near-naked body. Her kiss grows deeper and my hands find her thighs, pulling her tighter against my body. I kiss her like my life depends on it, and maybe it does, because I don't think I could survive without her.
Standing, I carry her over to the small couch against the wall. Laying her down, I drop the towel from my waist and cover her body with mine, caressing and kneading her body as I remove her clothes. Pulling away to slip her shorts and panties from her legs, I let my eyes roam over her body.
I'll never get enough of her.
And I'll never let them take her from me.
Keeping my injured hand fisted to hold the towel in place, I hold Six's arms above her head as my other hand trails down her body, lightly scraping my fingers over her breasts and down her hips. My fingers reach her heat, parting the wet folds of her core. She's always so wet and ready for me, for us.
Dipping in and out of her tight channel, my fingers spread her wetness over one nipple. I bend down to pull it into my mouth, devouring the taste of her while my fingers return to her pussy to roll against her clit. Her back bows off the couch, soft moans tumbling from her lips.
Spreading her thighs with my knee, I run the length of my shaft through her slick wetness, rubbing against her clit until she's squirming and whimpering. Grinding into her until she shudders, I push inside her just as she comes.
Her breathy moans turn into cries as she stretches to accommodate me. I'm not gentle, but I know now that she can take it. And the way her legs tighten around me as her hips rise to meet me thrust for thrust, each impact driving her to cry out louder, lets me know she loves it. And when her walls clamp down around me so tightly that it takes force to keep moving, it drives me crazy.
Bending over her, I capture her mouth to swallow her cries of passion, kissing her through the rhythmic pulse of her orgasm.
“Did you feel that?” She whispers in my ear before biting down on the corded muscle of my neck.
Fuck.
Her climax makes her wetter, enabling me to move inside her faster and harder. Letting go of her hands, I grip her thighs, pushing her legs against her torso and sitting up on my knees. Pistoning my cock into her mercilessly, I pour all of my aggression and anxious energy into her as I slam into her body, each hit reverberating through our bodies. Her head is thrown back, throat exposed, arms reaching to find something to hold on to as I furiously drive into her.
Her cries become raspy as she closes in on another orgasm. Feeling my climax build at the base of my spine, I reach down and pinch her clit as I thrust. She screams and her body spasms, her tight muscles squeezing the cum from my body as I fill her.
Still inside her, I release her body and hold her against me, laying back so she can collapse on top of me instead of the other way around. My cock twitches with the flutters of her aftershocks, her hips grinding against me softly as she comes down.
Six nuzzles her face into my neck as we lay there, trying to catch our breaths.
“Are you alright?” She whispers, her lips grazing the sensitive skin beneath my ear.
“I'm not sure yet,” I answer honestly. I feel…better. More in control.
We lay like this until our heart rates come down and I have to move, in danger of growing hard again and never letting her leave this room.
“We should probably go back. I need to apologize to Jackson.”
“Okay,” she agrees, but doesn't immediately get up.
“If you don't get off my cock right now, we won't be going anywhere for a very long time. And as much as I'd like nothing more than to rearrange your guts for the next hour, we should probably go check in on the situation. I don't imagine they'll give Bennet the shot without you present.”
That, unfortunately, makes her move. I sigh as she slides off my semi-hard cock, but it comes out as an embarrassingly breathy whimper. The way she looks at me when that sound escapes is almost predatory and I think for a moment that we might not leave after all, but she stands and starts towards the bathroom.
As I watch her walk away, I think again of all the things I did back at the lab, all to keep her safe. It should frighten me that I was capable of that level of violence, but mostly what it does is assure me I am capable of doing what needs to be done. Maybe that mindset isn't healthy, and contributed to me going over the top so quickly.
I feel bad about how I treated my brothers. But I'm not sorry for the fact that I'll do whatever it takes to protect Six.
 




Six
Everyone is sitting in a circle around Bennet's hospital bed when we make it back to the main bedroom. They've left my chair open so I can sit closest and hold his hand. It's where I've been spending most of my time when we're in this room. I'd wanted to climb in and lay with him, but his injuries are too extensive to risk it.
Luis pulls Jackson out of the room to talk. I hope they can talk it out and realize that they both have the best intentions. I know Luis intends to apologize for losing his temper.
I was honestly surprised, and maybe a little impressed, at the way Jackson was standing up to him despite how terrifying Luis was in that moment. His demeanor alone was enough to suck all the air out of the room, and it was quite obvious who his anger was aimed at, although I'm still not sure I understand why. Dr. Franks looked like he might pee himself the way Luis was staring him down. I don't know what he thought the doctor would do.
Once the two brothers come back into the room, Jackson joking and slapping Luis' back, everyone seems to relax a bit. It didn't occur to me before, but Jackson is still only wearing the hospital gown, which both amuses and saddens me. It's amusing because he looks ridiculous, but it also makes me remember the way Bennet looked at me when I was in the hospital and had a mishap with the hospital gown I was wearing. I feel a pang of longing, remembering Bennet’s stern countenance, except in those few moments when I caught his eyes on my bare ass.
I notice Luis is still watching Dr. Franks carefully, but he doesn't look like he wants to rip out his spine and beat him with it. He looks around the room, no doubt noticing how the chatter in the room stopped the moment he came back in.
“I lost my temper. The situation is a bit fucked, and I panicked.”
Dr. Franks clears his throat, but it's Micah that speaks up. “While you were…out of the room, I think we came up with a good plan that just might work.”
Everyone is still a bit on edge, and it feels like the guys are walking on eggshells around Luis' mood right now. He really was that scary.
I’m not sure what it says about me that seeing him like that made me throb. He was so…menacing. Unhinged. Panty meltingly dangerous.
“Well, let's hear it. I'm listening.” Luis says, taking an empty seat.
“There are still details to work out, but here's what we're thinking—you have the medical power of attorney, and we have access to a lot of Adley money, thanks to Tony. The way things look right now is not good, and if we didn't know what we know, his imminent death would be expected.”
Just those words make my stomach clench. Despite knowing that there is a plan, the reminder of how precarious our situation is terrifies me. My vision blurs as hot tears spill over my lashes. My mind automatically wants to shut the conversation out, to focus on the tiny fibers of the blanket or the paleness of Bennet's cuticles against his tan skin. But I fight to stay attentive, to listen and absorb every word so I know how I can help.
Micah continues. “In this situation, it wouldn't be considered out of the ordinary for a family to discharge a patient into the care of home hospice so that they can die peacefully at home. For us, this gives us a chance to administer the plasma and hopefully see anywhere near as miraculous of a recovery as Jackson's leg.”
Luis nods as he considers the plan. “And what about Jackson?”
“I will sign out 'against medical advice' to go home and be with my family during this tragedy. I have an excellent physician back home that can see to my needs as I heal.” Jackson winks towards Dr. Franks.
Luis is still skeptical. “This…could work. Would we go back home?”
“And how would we get Bennet there safely?” I add to Luis' line of questions.
Lukas answers this time. “Barnaby Falls is probably our best bet. To our knowledge, Adley never knew about the B&B, and it's close to the hospital where Dr. Franks can best help us in the event something goes wrong. It seems the safest option for now. As for transport, we'll charter another med-flight. Tony already has it lined up for us. We just have to say the word.”
“Traveling that far in his condition is not likely to be advised, so you will have to assert your will to get things done quickly. Micah and I are of the opinion that we should administer the shot as soon as possible so that, assuming it works, some of his more serious internal injuries might have a chance to heal a little before transporting him.” Dr. Franks, bravely, I think, rounds out the plan.
Luis levels the doctor with a contemplative look. “And you're on board with this?”
“He came up with most of it,” Micah says.
Luis still doesn't look convinced, but he nods. “Alright, so when do we think we should pull the trigger on this?”
“Immediately,” Micah answers. “As long as we're all in agreement, we need to move as soon as possible.”
“How do we get started?” I ask.
Dr. Franks smiles at me kindly. “I will help with getting the attending physician on board to move things along. Luis will have to sign some paperwork, as will Jackson, and Lukas will let Tony know to schedule the flight for this evening. The moment things are in motion, Micah has the injection ready and will administer it to Bennet.”
“You've got it all worked out, then.” Luis looks like he isn't sure if he should be impressed or upset. “I should have been in here helping come up with the solution. I'm sorry if I made it more difficult.”
“You're here now, and we can't pull it off without you, brother,” says Jackson, reaching over to thump Luis' shoulder.
“I'll go call Tony,” says Lukas.
“Alright, I'll go ask the nurse's station to page the attending and get the ball rolling,” Dr. Franks says as he stands to leave the room. “Jackson, you should probably put your bandage back on and get back in bed. You have a shattered femur, remember?”
Once Dr. Franks is gone, everyone looks at Luis, who watches intently as the doctor leaves. He is breathing through his nose, cutting his eyes around at all of us watching him.
“I'm sorry, okay. But I don't know if we can really trust him in this situation. Not because I think he's a bad guy, quite the opposite. I don't think he'd sell us out for any personal gain. But how could he simply turn his back on what he just saw? How could he not be thinking about all the patients he could help with Six's magic blood?”
Micah moves to sit next to Luis. “You're probably right. I know I had a passing thought about how a miracle cure could change the world. I think it's part of thinking like a doctor. When you see as much pain, illness, and death as he probably does, it would be a natural thought. But I don't think that he would hurt Six to accomplish it.”
“Maybe not intentionally, but how can we be sure he wouldn't sacrifice her for the greater good?”
“We'll be as careful as we can, but he's here now and we need him. We wouldn't have even thought to use the plasma if it wasn't for him, or at least it wouldn't have occurred to us until after it was too late. Besides, what did you think you were going to do about it, anyway? The way you were looking at him was like you wanted him dead.” Micah looks at Luis with sympathy, trying to reason with him.
“If that's what it takes, I'd do it. Look at what we all did back at that lab to keep her and Bennet safe. What wouldn't you do to keep her protected from ever going back to a situation like that again? I admit, maybe I overreacted in the moment. The panic hit me and my mind felt like a ticking time bomb. I couldn't stop cycling through what could happen. I almost snapped.”
“We've been through a lot lately, especially these last couple of days,” I say gently. My heart hurts that he is so worried about me he'd drive himself crazy like that.
“It's not a good enough excuse for how I reacted to you and Jackson,” Luis says to Micah. “I can't say that I'm sorry about where my thoughts went regarding the doctor. But I'm usually better at controlling my temper. It's only really gotten out of hand once before.”
“Is that when you got arrested?” I don't mean to bring up sore subjects, but if he's opening up, I am curious.
“Yeah. I was breaking up a fight. Some assholes were fighting over this woman that hung out on the corner near the tattoo shop. It escalated, and I went a little overboard. Ended up hurting one guy pretty bad.”
“You were defending her,” I say.
“She was an old friend of my mom’s. They were fighting over who was going to have her first, and she was catching punches being in the middle of their bullshit.”
“So you have a habit of losing your temper coming to the defense of women. Some would say that's admirable,” Micah says, reaching to look at Luis' hand.
“I'm not sure that the violence I'm capable of could or should ever be called admirable.”
“The way you went all Rambo on those guards at the lab saved all of our lives. That feels pretty admirable from my perspective,” Jackson says while he tapes a bandage to his leg and covers himself up with the blankets again.
I think about the way Luis snapped Adley's neck like it was nothing. Admirable or not, that man didn't deserve to live. I never considered that the violence he committed, to do what needed to be done, might bother him.
Luis stares at his hand as Micah examines him. It seems he's done with that conversation, anyway.
“Broken?” He asks Micah.
Micah scoffs. “That's an understatement. Your hand is fucked.” He pulls a syringe from his shirt pocket. The plasma.
“Don't waste that on me,” says Luis, pulling away.
“There's more where that came from,” I remind him.
“And I made extra this time. I wasn't sure how much we would need ready for Bennet. There's still four syringes, and like our girl said, we can make more. Now quit being a stubborn ass and let me stick it in you.”
Jackson snorts out a laugh from his hospital bed. I giggle. Luis actually cracks a smile.
Just as Micah is finished injecting Luis with the plasma, Lukas sticks his head in. He nods when he sees Jackson safely back in bed before opening the door fully.
“We're all decent here,” Jackson calls out. “Micah just got done changing my bandages.”
It's a clever cover for his newly cleaned bandages and the fact that Micah has gloves on, but he adds in some awkward eye waggling that has Micah laughing and Lukas rolling his eyes.
“Great,” says Dr. Franks. “I brought Dr. Fischer in to discuss your plans for heading home. I told her I am on board to help in any way I can, especially since I'll be headed back that way myself, but she rightfully has some concerns that I think you should hear.”
Dr. Franks nods to Jackson before stepping back to let Dr. Fischer talk with us. When she steps forward to discuss Jackson leaving against medical advice and the risks, he winks at me from behind her back.
Luis might be right that Dr. Franks would want to use what he's learned to help other people, but I trust he wouldn't put any of us in danger to do it. Honestly, I'm tempted by it too, but too afraid to end up trapped in a cell as a lab rat for the rest of my life. Not just because I already escaped that life, but mostly because that would mean leaving them behind.
If only there was a way to help without putting any of us at risk.
 




Lukas
“All the paperwork is done and we are ready for our ride home whenever it can be arranged,” I tell Tony over the phone.
Luis signed what seemed like a hundred forms and spoke to both the medical staff and Dr. Kuodo extensively about our decision to take Bennet home. Everything is finally ready.
“The Medevac is scheduled to pick you up in four hours. Barring any major emergencies, they should be there right on time. There will be a private ambulance on standby, as well as a towncar, to transport you all home from the hospital.”
“I guess it would be too easy to just land at the house.”
“I tried, man. They weren't having it. It didn't matter how big a donation I offered, they will only drop off at a hospital.”
“Gonna be hard to avoid detection.”
“Don't bother. All they know is some rich guy is dying and being taken home. As long as they don't see who it is, they won't have any reason to speculate.”
Way to be sensitive, damn. “We'll keep him covered. Thanks, Tony.”
“Keep me updated.”
Tucking my phone back into my pocket, I walk back into the room where everyone is preparing for yet another hospital escape operation. I feel like Bennet will be impressed with this one and can't wait to tell him about it.
I'm bound and determined to will another miraculous overnight healing. True to my nature, I've also got an entire plan written out for how we'll care for him if he doesn't wake up. But unlike my usual nature, I'm feeling optimistic.
“We are a go for transport. The Medevac will be here in four hours.”
“Nice. That's quicker than I thought it would be,” says Jackson as he walks out of the bathroom. He snuck a shower after the hospital staff left, but he's still walking around in his hospital gown. It barely reaches to his knees and his butt is on full display.
Making eye contact with Micah, I roll my eyes. What are we going to do with this one?
We all surround Bennet's bedside. Each of us holds a hand or places their hand somewhere on his person, and I'm acutely reminded of doing the same thing around Six after we first met her. Sharing a knowing look between the other guys, I can tell I'm not the only one thinking about it.
Luis shrugs, his bandaged hand settling on Bennet's shoulder. “It worked last time.”
We watch as Micah administers the plasma, standing there in contemplative silence for a while afterwards. While we know the plasma can cause miracles, we don't know how much it can help Bennet. At the very least, we need it to help him survive the trip home.
Home. Part of me thought we'd never see the B&B again. We'd intended to go into hiding after getting Bennet out of the lab, but things went so wrong so fast that we had to improvise. Now that Adley is out of the picture, it'll hopefully be safe for us to go back. It's odd to think we'd only been there a week, but it's really the only home we've ever known as a family of six.
Jackson would make a pun here—“Family of Six.”
I hope Jackson isn't going to be upset about the little surprise I have in store for everyone. Since he hasn't been answering his phone, Mrs. Coolson called me. During our conversation earlier this morning, I let her know we were going back to the estate. The Coolsons, who had just landed in Alaska yesterday, booked an immediate flight home. I warned them that Bennet had been injured, but didn't give many specifics or tell them about Jackson's injury.
Hopefully, everyone is okay with my decision. I think it'll give everyone some comfort to have them there. Plus, very little makes Six happier than a good meal.
“Do you think it's working?” Six whispers, running her fingers through Bennet's hair now that the EEG cap is gone. They've unhooked him from everything non-essential, believing that we're taking him home for end-of-life care.
“My mind keeps conjuring cartoon-like images of the plasma cells flowing through his veins, lighting up the injuries and rapidly stitching them back together.” I don't have the most vivid imagination, but this feels so much like some kind of science-fiction plotline, and that's what they would show in a movie.
There's a knock on the door that makes us all jump. Jackson hauls ass across the room, sliding back into his hospital bed and tossing the blankets over his bare legs.
“It's okay. I locked the door.” I roll my eyes, chuckling at his ridiculousness as I open the door to let Levi in.
“Good afternoon,” he says stoically. “I'm just here to get a last set of vitals before transport, and make sure you don't have questions before you sign the last of the paperwork.”
He shuffles around, recording the various readings. More than once I hear him give a thoughtful exclamation, and I have a hard time not following him around to ask if he notices any improvement. That would be too suspicious, so I stay back, packing the last of our few belongings into a duffel bag that Luis picked up yesterday. All that's in there are some clothes, packed around the centrifuge to keep it padded, and a few extra medical supplies.
“What did he say?” I ask once he's gone.
“Nothing much, just had me sign the last of the discharge paperwork. I didn't have any questions that would be considered normal in this situation, so I just signed and thanked him for his service.” Luis looks unsure. “Should I have asked anything specific? I can go get him—”
“No, it's fine. I just noticed that he was making some sounds when he took the vitals and it's driving me crazy not to know.”
Micah comes over and bends his head low, conspiratorially, which I didn't realize we were doing. “What are you two over here whispering about?”
“Lukas thinks the nurse was making sounds when he was taking Bennet's vitals.”
“What kind of sounds?”
“Like, 'hmmm,' and 'huh'.” I'm feeling super silly right about now, but Micah actually takes me seriously, turning on his heel and heading over to Bennet's bed.
He's looking at all the machines, checking readings. Studying one monitor, he points to a series of lines that I think is an EKG.
“See this line here? We'll have to confirm with Dr. Franks, but I'm pretty sure that's a positive sign.”
Look, I am not a guy who gets his hopes up. Quite the opposite, actually. I'd rather plan for the worst and be pleasantly surprised.
But I am definitely staring at that tiny white line on the monitor like it's spelling out “EVERYTHING IS GOING TO BE OKAY. BENNET WILL LIVE AND YOU'LL ALL LIVE HAPPILY EVER AFTER!”
Half an hour before it's time to go, Dr. Franks joins us, a small travel bag in hand. Micah pulls him over to examine the screens and Bennet's vitals.
“His systolic BP readings look to have stabilized, and check this EKG.”
Six overhears the conversation. “Is that good?”
“It could be promising, yes, but it's not enough change to get excited about. The best we can hope for right now is him surviving the trip.”
My chest hurts, like there's a strain against the size of the breaths I'm taking.
“Chopper's here,” Jackson announces, sitting in front of the window in a wheelchair. He didn't want anyone to lift or move him in case he accidentally gives away the secret of his miraculously healed leg. “Is it just me, or is this one bigger?”
Luis peers out the window, where the helicopter is closing in on the building in the late evening twilight. “He probably was able to book us a ride that actually has enough seats for all of us. The first one was a last-minute emergency call.”
Makes sense. A bigger helicopter will hopefully feel more secure, especially with everyone buckled in properly. I wasn't a fan of the last ride, but I was also pretty preoccupied.
Before we know it, there's a flurry of activity as Levi and some other staff members get Bennet moved to a smaller transport gurney. Then we're all moving through the building to the rooftop elevator.
The wind is intense when the doors open, the sound of the rotors deafening. My brain pauses for a few minutes, the sounds of the helicopter bringing back the feelings of that night, but Micah grabs my hand and pulls me onto the roof.
Jackson is the first to get loaded up. No one seems to notice, or at least no one reacts, when he easily transfers himself from the wheelchair to the seat. He's wearing a pair of baggy sweatpants to cover up his “bandages.”
The rest of us climb aboard and fasten the five-point seat belts before they push in and lock the gurney down. They add a bunch of extra straps to keep him still.
The entire flight home, none of us attempt to talk or even look up from the vitals monitor. I'm so focused on it, in fact, that I'm surprised when we get the signal that we're about to land.
He made it this far.




Jackson
I don't even bother trying to feign injury when we get out of the helicopter and make our way through the hospital. The flight nurse looks at me oddly for a moment, but shrugs it off as if she maybe had her facts wrong.
We leave the hospital through the same back entrance we used weeks ago. We aren't running and hiding like we did before, but we have Bennet's face covered so no one recognizes him. Not that they probably would even if they could see his face, the intubation tube and the way his eyes are taped shut take away from his recognizable, handsome features.
Just to be on the safe side though, his hair is covered with a surgical cap and we have a sheet over his face.
Two transporters load the gurney into the back of a medical transport van, Luis and Six ride with them. Dr. Franks will meet us at the B&B after he picks up some supplies from his office. Micah, Lukas, and I ride in a town car that is waiting behind the van.
“So far, so good,” I say quietly. It's the first any of us have really spoken since we left the D.C. hospital.
“I'm afraid to get my hopes up. I got a little too excited about the EKG and thought we were in the clear,” admits Lukas.
Micah, who is sitting in the middle, smacks us both on the knee. “I have my hopes up. He made it here alive, and we're going home. We infiltrated a highly secured evil lab like damn action heroes and escaped despite being horrifically outnumbered. Jackson saved our asses by running towards gunfire, got a bullet stuck in his femur, and got up and walked less than 48 hours later. And Daddy Adley is dead, which means we're safe. My hopes are way up, and I don't care who judges me.”
Lukas' lips quirk up on one side, looking at Micah with all the love in the world. Damn if I don't want to be the ham in that sandwich.
The town car pulls into the long, tree-lined drive. The solar powered twinkle lights hanging around the branches make everything look even more magical.
Lukas clears his throat. “Uh, so Jackson, I haven't gotten a chance to tell you. I hope you don't mind the little surprise I have for everyone…”
I'm barely listening, because as we pull out of the tree line, I see Mr. and Mrs. Coolson approaching the medical transport ban.
“Is that the Coolsons?” Micah exclaims excitedly. “How'd you pull that off!?”
“Wait, what? You did this?”
I'm beyond surprised to see them. And I'm happy to see them, I truly am. But if I'm being entirely honest, I'm not sure that I'm ready to see them. No one on this earth can read me better than Mrs. C, and she worries over me too much.
After everything that we have gone through in the past two days—hell, the past two weeks—I need some time to process. I'm worried that Mrs. C will be able to tell that I'm a little…off right now. Plastering a huge smile on my face, because I don't want to seem ungrateful, I wrap Lukas in a one sided hug as we pull up to the front of the house.
“This is great, man. I don't know how you did it, but it's going to be so good to have things almost back to normal.” That isn't a lie. I just need a little time to come back to myself.
The back of the transport van opens and the gurney with Bennet is unloaded as we climb out of the town car. Lukas thanks the driver, and Micah grabs our bag from the trunk. I go straight to Mrs. C, who is holding her face in both hands, shocked and terrified at the sight of Bennet.
She leaves the embrace of Mr. C and I wrap my arms around her, letting her cry into my shirt before she swats me.
“What the hell happened? And why didn't anyone tell me about this?” She looks over my shoulder at Lukas accusingly.
“I didn't want to upset you when you were halfway across the world. I'm sorry if I downplayed the situation too much,” Lukas says apologetically.
Dr. Franks arrives as we follow the gurney inside, Six directing them to take Bennet upstairs to the main room. They have to carry him up the stairs. The elevator isn't big enough to accommodate anything larger than a wheelchair.
It takes a little while for the transport medics to move Bennet to the bed, especially because we have to scramble to change the sheets first. Didn't mean to leave that mess behind.
Once Bennet is safely tucked in and all the proper machines are hooked up, Luis and Dr. Franks both sign some paperwork and we are on our own again.
“Is he going to be alright?” Mr. Coolson asks, and I know it's for the benefit of his wife, who can't quite catch her breath through her soft sobs.
Dr. Franks looks around at us as if to ask how much we should say in front of the older couple. I shake my head slightly and try to figure out what to tell them.
“Right now it's kind of a wait-and-see situation,” I say. I don't want to give them too many expectations, and I'm too tired to start the conversation now.
Six has climbed into the bed next to Bennet, and Luis sits beside her. Lukas and Micah unpack the centrifuge from the duffel and set it up. Dr. Franks is attaching electrodes to Bennet's chest.
I feel useless, so I offer to go see if we have anything to eat. This gives me a good excuse to distract the Coolsons so the rest of them can discuss the situation freely.
Digging through the freezer, I find some random frozen appetizers. I throw a tray of mini quiches and some kind of spinach pastry puffs in the convection oven before I turn to face my doom.
Mrs. C is watching me with a concerned look on her face, but she doesn't try to pry anything out of me. Yet.
Mr. C excuses himself to take the bags in.
“I'm sorry there isn't much to eat, and this fridge and pantry likely need a good cleaning since we all left so quickly. We got back just minutes before you did.”
“I didn't even know you were going to be here. What happened to the last leg of your trip?”
“We were already booking a flight home when a certain young man stopped answering the phone.” She looks at me pointedly, but not unkindly. “And to be honest, Phil was having some sea-sickness issues, so I'm not sure he wanted to keep going, anyway.”
She's probably full of it and just trying to make me feel better for ruining their vacation, but I leave it. I try to avoid her eyes without being too obvious, but of course it doesn't work. This woman has known me since I was a child. She knows all my secrets and tells.
“What happened, Jackie?”
“A lot. Most of it, I'm pretty sure you don't want to know about. The rest I'm not sure I want to tell you about.” Tears prick, and I roll my eyes up to look at the ceiling to avoid them spilling.
“I can handle more than you think.”
“It's not that, it's just…” I take a deep breath, considering my words first. “When we all left here, we were in more trouble than I let on. Truth be told, we were in more trouble than I even realized. Bennet…he put himself in danger to keep Six safe. To keep all of us safe. A lot of bad things happened, but we got him out. I was hurt, but I'm okay now. We're not sure if Bennet is going to wake up, but we're trying a…new treatment.”
“This treatment is supposed to do what, exactly?”
“First, keep him alive. He survived the trip, which is a good sign. The next thing we're hoping for is any sign of brain activity. There's a chance he could be like this for the rest of his life.”
“Oh, Jackie,” she whispers, reaching to pull me in for a comforting hug.
I can feel her sob against my chest, which breaks my resolve, and I lose control of a tear or two. Not that I'm too macho to cry, but I'm afraid once I start, I won't stop.
Mrs. C straightens herself up and wipes her nose on a tissue. Sniffing, she looks at me as if she could see into my brain, or my soul.
“And what about you?”
“What about me?”
“Jackson…”
“The situation where I got hurt was…intense. I thought I might die. And then I thought I'd never walk again—I know, I'm completely fine now. It's…a long story. The pain was excruciating, but it sort of gave me something to focus on. And then it just stopped. So now I have to process everything that I wasn't processing before. I'll be alright.”
“Are you taking your medicine?” She holds her hands up in front of her and quickly adds, “I know you don't like me asking that or prodding you about stuff like this, but I have to check in, you know I do.”
“I…No. Not on purpose. I think I left them behind when we ran. And everything was fine—”
“Until it wasn't.” Mrs. C looks at me sympathetically. “You don't need me to tell you what you need to do. But I am going to tell you this—I'm here for whatever you need. And so are they. Don't hide your pain, Jackson. That's how it gets worse, remember? Don't hold things inside.”
She doesn't say anything more about it, instead just helps me put together a tray to take upstairs.
“I'll see you in the morning,” she says, kissing my cheek.
I watch her walk towards the Groundskeeper's House, a flashlight illuminating her path. She's right. I know she is. And if it gets bad, I will absolutely get help, either from my doctor or my family. But there's so much happening. It can wait.
When I get back upstairs, tray in hand, they've already drawn Six's blood and run the centrifuge. Making a plate for Six, I hand it to her where she's sitting on the bed. She doesn't seem very interested in eating, but I pull a bottle of her protein shake out of my back pocket and hand it to her.
“If you're going to keep donating to the cause, you need to keep your strength up.”
Luis flexes his hand, fully healed, with not a scar in sight. “He's right.”
She barely nibbles on a mini quiche. My eyes narrow.
“You really want Bennet to wake up and find that you haven't been eating? Or are you going to show him all these new curves you've earned?”
Six rolls her eyes, but unscrews the top of the shake and chugs it.
“Good girl,” I say, but it comes out sounding sarcastic rather than sexy like when Bennet says it. Luis snickers a little.
While we're focused on feeding Six, Micah administers another injection, and Dr. Franks hangs a bag of special saline solution.
“That's about all I can do here tonight. I'll call in the morning before I come by. If there are any positive changes, I think we should consider taking him off the ventilator. It's risky, but being forced to breathe on his own could possibly wake him from his coma, and it'll also be a good test of brain activity.” He says his goodnights and sees himself out.
“What does he mean by testing his brain activity?” Six asks, scooting under the covers to lay as close to Bennet as she can without leaning on him.
Lukas looks up from his phone. “From what I understand, if he doesn't breathe on his own, that would mean no brain activity, right?” He looks to Micah to answer.
“It's a test to determine brain death, yes.”
We all stare at Bennet. I feel like I'm underwater.
“We might as well get some sleep,” Micah suggests. “Six, you're staying in here, obviously. Luis, you good?”
“Yeah, we know where you are if we need you.”
After saying our goodnights and kissing Six, who is nearly half asleep already, I follow Micah and Lukas out and close the door behind us.
I'm halfway to my room down the hall from theirs when Lukas calls out.
“Hey, you seem a little off. You okay?”
Mrs. Coolson's words reverberate through my head, but I'm too tired to talk about it. What I really want to do is go for a run or a hike, or a plane ride to somewhere with big mountains and few people. Sometimes getting the nervous energy out is all it takes.
“Yeah, I'm fine. Just in my head a bit.”
Micah and Lukas exchange a look, a silent conversation that ends in a quick raise of an eyebrow and a small tilt of Lukas' head towards their room.
“Would you want to come hang out in our room for a while?”
The question is innocent, the implications are anything but. Then it occurs to me exactly what I need to shake myself out of this headspace.
“Yeah, that sounds good.”
 




Micah
In true Lukas form, he mentioned earlier that he thought Jackson seemed to be acting a little odd. We'd wanted to talk it out with him, and now seemed as good a time as any.
Only it's very clear that Jackson isn't here to talk. After following us into our room, where I thought we might share a beer and chat to wind down after a long and crazy day, Jackson just starts stripping.
I'm a little taken aback at first, but after sharing an amused shrug with Lukas, we just decide to go with it. After all, the sight of his body definitely does something for me. Jackson has a sort of golden boy surfer attitude, but his body is hard from years of labor, climbing mountains, and hiking. His thighs and ass are muscular and his cock is nothing to scoff at. I like the way it curves just slightly to the side.
We've played around a lot at this point, but I'm not sure how far he's wanting to take it, so we'll let him take the lead. I'd be lying if I said I didn't want to feel that cock inside me, though. I've been curious ever since I heard him ravage Six in the woods, and more so since we played at the borrowed safe house.
“What are you hoping for here?” Lukas asks Jackson in a low voice. My mouth waters. Here we go.
“I'm looking for one or both of you to knock me out of my head.”
“Do you feel you're in the right headspace to make rational decisions? We wouldn't want you to regret anything after.”
“I made the decision the day you swallowed my balls and stuck your fingers in my ass.”
I smirk up at Lukas. “I suppose he has a point there.”
“I have to check,” he says to me with a shrug, turning his attention back to Jackson. “So tell us what you want.”
Drooooool.
“Well, for starters, you two could get with the program and strip.”
Damn. Someone is all fired up and sassy tonight. I'm not mad at it.
We do as requested and strip, throwing our clothes off to the side. Standing side by side, we let him look us over. Lukas and I couldn't be more different when it comes to our bodies and what we look like. I imagine, with some amusement, that it's a bit like car shopping. He has to decide what he wants to test drive first.
The more he stares at us, the harder I get. I absentmindedly stroke myself, watching Jackson examine us.
He sits on the edge of the bed, holding his dick. “Suck his cock.”
I have no idea who he's talking about specifically, but I'm fucking ready. Dropping to my knees, I lick my lips, ready to feel Lukas' cock in the back of my throat.
Putting on a bit of a show for Jackson, I grip Lukas' long cock at the bottom and lick it from shaft to tip before sucking on the tip like a lollipop.
“Fuck his mouth,” Jackson orders.
Damn. I've never seen him like this.
Lukas grabs the side of my face, making quick but thorough eye contact to make sure I'm okay with it. I answer him by surging forward, taking him all the way into my mouth. Holding my head still, Lukas takes control, thrusting slowly at first, but going harder gradually to help me acclimate. Soon he's fully face fucking me, until drool is dripping off my chin and Lukas moans.
Jackson finally moves to join us, kneeling behind me and reaching around to stroke my cock. I moan on Lukas' cock.
Lukas pulls out, and I know it's because he's getting close. I could feel his balls tightening. Wiping my mouth, I turn around to face Jackson, pulling his face in for a kiss while I use my spit covered hand to stroke our cocks together.
Lukas pulls both of us up to our feet and over to the bed. Then he pushes me down onto my hands and knees, exposing my ass to both of them. He rubs and kneads my ass cheeks while he talks to Jackson.
“There's a bottle of lube in that bedside table.”
The drawer opens, closes. Lukas removes his hands momentarily, but returns, settling one hand on my hip. The other hand is slick with lube as he runs his fingers up and down my crack, teasing my asshole.
“You always want to stretch a little first. It feels good and helps get him ready.”
One finger, then two, probe inside me. Lukas slides his fingers in and out, opening them slightly to stretch my tight opening.
Jackson takes over. His thick fingers in my ass, paired with Lukas stroking my cock with his lubed up hand, have my eyes rolling back in my head. I rock back into Jackson's hand.
“Mmmm, you see. Now he's ready. Look how bad he wants it, practically fucking himself on your fingers. How bad do you want it, baby?” He asks me.
“Somebody needs to fuck me before I decide to fuck them,” I answer, panting.
The hands stop as Lukas offers my ass to Jackson.
“I want to watch you first,” he tells Lukas.
Lukas lines up, having lubed himself up well, and pushes inside. My ass slowly swallows his long cock and I let out a sigh of relief.
Lukas pulls almost all the way out of me before slowly entering me again, torturing me as he lets Jackson get a close eyeful.
“Why don't you get in front of him,” Lukas suggests.
Jackson crawls up on the bed and all but shoves his cock in my mouth. They fuck me from both ends, alternating thrusts, until Lukas stops again.
“I don't want to come yet,” he explains. “Jackson, you should come fuck this ass. Come see how good it feels to have Micah’s tight hole squeezing your cock.”
Groaning, Jackson pulls out of my mouth, taking the bottle of lube from Lukas. He spreads it over his thick, curved cock as he positions himself behind me. I suck in a breath as he enters me. His cock isn't as long as Lukas', but it's thicker, and the stretch burns deliciously.
“Oh holy fuck,” Jackson moans as he sinks in to the hilt.
“Right? Micah's ass takes it so well. Come on, Jackson, don't be shy.” Lukas has a hand on my back and another on Jackson, encouraging him to thrust faster. He knows what I like.
“I'm going to touch you while you fuck him, is that okay?” Lukas asks Jackson.
“Fuck yes,” Jackson says, quickening his thrusts. His exquisitely curved cock is hitting that perfect spot inside me, sending jolts of pleasure through my body.
“Oh god,” Jackson moans. “More, I can take it. Fuck.”
To my left, the dresser mirror lets me watch what's happening behind me. Lukas is finger fucking Jackson as he thrusts harder and faster.
“Oh yeah, Jackson. Fuck me hard.” I encourage him. But he slows down! Fucker.
“I want to try it,” he says, pulling out of me.
“Are you sure? The first time can be a little intense,” Lukas tells him.
“Fuck yes, I'm sure. I can handle it.”
“You'll tell me if it's too much or if I should stop.”
“I promise. The safe word is…ham sandwich.”
“What?” I ask incredulously.
“Because I'm about to be the ham in this fucking sandwich. Now, Lukas, will you please put your dick inside me?” He says it slowly and firmly, and even though he's being serious, I still find him funny.
Laughing, I turn around to sit on the bed next to Jackson as he bends forward for Lukas. Reaching beneath him, I hold on to his cock, stroking to help distract from some of the pressure. My first time was intense, first in a strange and uncomfortable way, but then in the best way. We're going to make sure that Jackson has the best experience.
Lukas lines up, pressing just the head of his cock into Jackson's tight ring. He edges him until Jackson is whining and trying to push back. He pushes in a little further and Jackson hisses out a breath. I pump his cock, twisting and squeezing with my lubed up hand.
Finally, Lukas seats himself all the way inside.
He caresses Jackson's ass, praising him. “You're doing so well, Jackson. This ass is so tight, squeezing me so hard. How do you feel?”
“Different, but good different. Keep going, for the love of god.”
Lukas moves slowly, getting Jackson accommodated to the feeling of his hard length delving inside his body, stretching him and filling him in a way he’s never felt before. As he loosens up, he starts to moan.
“Ohhh fuuck that's good.”
Remembering what he said about the sandwich, I scoot myself back in front of Jackson. Lukas stops thrusting, but stays seated inside Jackson, pulling him back to give me room. Laying on my back in front of Jackson, because I want to see his face, I pull my knees up.
Grabbing his dick, he lines up and presses into me. A full body shudder passes over him as he rolls his hips. Pushing my knees almost up to my shoulders, he braces himself on either side of my head while Lukas thrusts again.
At first Jackson is mostly moving with the force of Lukas' thrusts, but as he gets more comfortable, he takes control. Flexing his abs and rolling his hips, he finds a rhythm.
My body tightens as I feel myself getting close, Jackson's cock hitting deep. Both of them move faster and harder, the sounds of skin slapping against skin echoing off the walls, broken only by Jackson's gasps and moans.
“Oh fuck, Jackson, right there,” I moan as he thrusts into me at just the right angle. I reach between us and start pumping my dick, hovering on the edge of orgasm.
Jackson is dripping sweat and only making unintelligible sounds, no longer capable of forming words. His face is tight, screwed up in concentration.
“Come for us, Jackson. Fill me up.” I tell him.
He cries out, slowing his thrusts but hitting harder, deeper. My cock erupts, shooting ropes of hot cum that splash onto Jackson's abs. Lukas speeds up, fucking Jackson hard and fast, pressing him against my body.
Jackson yells and I get to see the moment that the prostate orgasm hits him. His whole body tenses and jerks. He lets out a long, guttural moan as he throws back his head in ecstasy.
Lukas thrusts with rhythmic grunts, pulling out and shooting his cum all over Jackson's back.
Jackson collapses on top of me, his cock still lodged in my ass. Lukas drops next to us, reaching for me with one hand, pulling my face in for a passionate kiss. When his hand disappears and Jackson moans a little, I know he's massaging Jackson so he won't be too sore.
Eventually, we manage the initiative to get up and clean ourselves off before collapsing in the big bed and falling fast asleep. Considering everything that is happening, my fear for Bennet and the future, I sleep better than I have in weeks.
I rouse once in the middle of the night, as Jackson stumbles around in the dark to find his pants.
“You alright?” I whisper.
“Yeah man, I'm good. Go back to sleep,” he whispers back before tiptoeing out of the room. Assuming he's just wanting some space or needed something, I let him go and drift back off into a deep sleep.
 




Luis
I lay awake most of the night, unable to shake the feeling that something is off.
I'm almost glad when I hear evidence of the fuckfest happening down the hall. It helps me worry a tiny bit less about Jackson. Ever since the hospital, I've been noticing more and more that he's acting strangely. Even when he's joking around like normal, the laughter doesn't reach his eyes the same.
Lukas has me worried too, but he seems to have come around a bit since Micah laid it all out for him. We'd all be dead if he hadn't made that choice.
I'm thankful that we've made it this far. I am. But I just can't relax. And yeah, I might be a pessimist sometimes, but I have a bad feeling. I haven't been able to shake it since I saw the way Dr. Franks reacted to Jackson's healed leg.
I overthink well into the early hours of the morning, the sky lightening to a dusky blue.
What was that sound?
Sitting up quickly, I focus on the sound of the ventilator and the soft beeping of the machines. I thought I heard…something. An extra beep, a break in the regular pattern that I've been listening to for the past few hours. And something else, like a gurgling sound.
Except Bennet hasn't moved, and everything seems fine.
Until it doesn't.
All at once, hell breaks loose. Multiple machines beep loudly and rapidly. Bennet makes a horrific sound, like a cross between choking and a moan. Is he awake? Is he choking?
And then he starts to seize. His body jerks and shakes, and a whitish foam bubbles up over the tube in his mouth.
“MICAH!”
Completely at a loss for what to do, I roar out Micah's name and focus my attention on Six. I'm having to hold her back, not wanting either of us to exacerbate the issue or cause him injury. I pull her away from the bed and turn on the overhead lights.
It's worse in the light. Six chokes out a wailing cry that I feel in my stomach. That cry hurts worse than watching my brother seize and choke foam out around an intubation tube. My brother.
“MICAH!”
Micah crashes into the room in a panic, pulling on a pair of basketball shorts.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck. FUCK!”
Micah starts pulling drawers and rifling through, tossing stuff here and there as he searches for whatever it is he's looking for.
Finally, he finds the right drawer and holds up a few pre-filled syringes to the light. Finding what he's looking for, he removes the top of one of the syringes and pushes the medication into one of the tubes coming off the IV bag.
Bennet stops seizing, but the machines are still beeping irregularly. At that moment, I know without a doubt that he is dying. My body is frozen to the spot, losing the strength to hold Six back.
Lukas is on the phone with Dr. Franks, who is already on his way over. But I know he'll be too late.
Six is sobbing, on her knees next to Bennet on the bed, begging him not to leave her. Not to leave us.
Micah takes the phone, updating the doctor with all the medical jargon that I'm not in the right mindset to process. I hear the words propofol, respiratory depression, secondary neurological deterioration…
“How much plasma do we have left?” I ask, still not able to force my body to move.
“We've got about three tubes ready, and there should be about a dozen tubes in the freezer. But if it hasn't worked yet, I don't know if maybe he's too far gone…”
Six folds herself in half, hugging her knees to her body, murmuring to herself or to Bennet, I don't know.
“Could it hurt?” I ask.
“I don't know, but—”
“Ask Franks, could it hurt?” I demand, interrupting him.
Micah focuses on the phone. The doctor must have heard, so at least we aren't wasting time relaying messages and repeating information.
“It's not likely to hurt, but we probably don't have enough to make much of a difference considering most of it is frozen and it'll take too long to make more before…”
My mind made up, I finally summon the strength to move. Locating three tubes of plasma, labeled with the time and date they were extracted last night before bed, I hand them to Micah.
“At least it's something.”
“It won’t be enough,” he says sadly.
“WE HAVE TO DO SOMETHING. HE'S DYING. WE CAN'T JUST SIT HERE AND WATCH HIM DIE.” My voice breaks like a prepubescent teenager, the pain is too much.
In the background of my awareness, I hear Six choke out another sob.
Lukas starts an electric kettle out of the room’s kitchenette and then digs through the freezer. “He's right. We have to try something. Anything.”
Pulling some tubes from the otherwise empty freezer, I notice his eyebrow furrow in concern. He uses the hot water from the kettle to warm up the handful of tubes he found. Didn't Micah say there were more than that?
Combining the tubes doesn't give us a very impressive amount, but it's something.
Micah hangs the collection bag and attaches tubing to Bennet's IV. The dark red fluid captures my attention, and I watch it pass through the tube all the way to where it enters Bennet's arm.
“It doesn't seem like very much. Maybe we should make some more. Enough to fill a bag, maybe?” Suggests Six.
“This is a little less than half of what a normal unit of plasma is, but we saw what one shot of it did for Jackson. There's still some hope, maybe. But yeah, we can do another donation and get it started just in case.” To his credit, Micah doesn't even attempt to talk her out of it. I think he appreciates the benefits of doing anything that could help.
Five minutes pass. Ten. Six gives an impressive blood donation for someone her size. She's white as a sheet and weak on her feet, but insists she can handle it and will recover quickly. And I believe her, but that doesn't mean I like it or that I'm going to ignore it.
I pass Dr. Franks on the stairwell on my way to the kitchen. Maybe it's just my anxiety over the situation, or the mood I've been in lately, but I get the impression that he's avoiding looking me in the eye. Shaking my head, I try to let it go and focus on the task at hand.
Bennet dying. Six wasting away.
“You're in here early,” I say to Mrs. Coolson when I walk in and find her rifling through the cabinets.
“I need to get this place cleaned up before the grocery delivery arrives. But is there something I can help you with?”
Rolling my lips in, I wonder how to keep her apprised of the situation without giving her too much information. She lives here, so she's obviously going to notice something. And I know that she's worried about Bennet too.
“Six donated blood, and she's a bit pale for my liking. I thought I'd see if there's anything I can make her for an early breakfast.” Honest but vague seems like a good balance.
Mrs. Coolson’s face contorts in sadness and concern. “Oh the poor thing, I was so focused on Bennet that I didn't even ask her if she needed anything. I didn't ask any of you, I was just so shocked and worried. My apologies.” Her voice trembles.
“Not necessary,” I say, giving her a friendly one-armed hug. Not usually my thing, but Six is making me soft. And I genuinely like the Coolsons. I sometimes wonder what my life could have been if I’d had a family like them.
“We don't have a ton here until the delivery, but I believe I have some things that might work.”
She pulls together a snack for Six and a coffee tray for all of us. I don't want her to see Bennet as he is right now, so I insist on taking it myself and that she should continue with what she was doing before I interrupted.
Upstairs, Lukas has just come out of Jackson's room.
“He's not in his room and he left his phone in our room last night. Along with his shoes.”
“Shit. Where do you think he could be?”
“Who knows? I'm kind of worried about him, honestly.”
“Mrs. C is downstairs. Maybe she has some idea? Let me know if I can help.”
“Call me if anything changes with Bennet. I want to be here if…if…” He doesn't finish the sentence, but the sentiment is definitely received.
I enter the room with the tray and walk into a very tense atmosphere. The room is loud with activity, the bustle of movement as Micah and Dr. Franks adjust machines and administer medications, I’m not sure exactly what they’re doing. But no one speaks, their postures stiff and facial expressions grim. It feels like all of the air has been sucked out of the room.
Six crosses the room and comes to stand beside me, nuzzling into my side, her tears wetting my shirt.
“Did anything happen?”
“He had another seizure. A smaller one this time, or at least less intense.”
Shit.
We're losing him.
 




Six
Things go from terrible to worse. And then to unfathomable.
Sometime after Dr. Franks places electrodes on Bennet's head and confirms multiple rolling seizures, the machines go crazy again. The beeping and alarms pierce my brain, despite Micah turning the volume down or off on the various machines. There are only three making sounds, but it feels like a dozen. Two dozen.
Then the worst sound of all burrows into my brain.
Flatline.
A terrible screaming, throaty and pained, replaces the sound of the flat tone of death. I didn't think there could be a worse sound.
The air leaves my body, replaced by an overwhelming urge to vomit. My heart ceases beating, and I can't catch a breath. I'm primed to die with him, to follow him to wherever our consciousness goes next. If I didn't have the other four, I feel positive that my entire body would fail right along with his. Alas, it holds on.
As Micah and Dr. Franks explode into action, I realize that the terrible screaming is coming from me. My body is being held off the ground by strong, tattooed arms and pulled against a hard chest. His tears soak through the shoulder of my shirt where they fall in hot, fat drops.
I watch through a tunnel as a pair of large, sticky pads are applied to Bennet's chest. My body heaves with his as each surge of electricity arches his back off the bed.
The bruising on his chest is almost healed. His body shows almost no signs of the trauma that he was put through just days ago. The proof that the treatment worked, at least on some level, feels like a cruel joke.
I lose count of how many times they shock him. It feels endless and violent, yet when they stop, it feels like not enough.
This can't be it.
There is discussion happening all around me, but the words don't sink in. Their voices reverberate in my head, bouncing off my eardrums and muffling through cotton-like static.
All I can hear is the empty and never-ending tone of the heart monitor. Even after they shut it off and unhook the ventilator, I still hear it. It echoes through my brain as they take the tube out of his mouth and remove all the electrodes.
Scrambling out of Luis’ arms, my feet carry me to Bennet the moment they finish removing the wires and tubes. Crawling into the bed, I finally do what I've been wanting to do for days, and lay my head on his chest. Sobs are wracking my body as I lose myself to heartbreak.
I don't know how long I lay there, grief pouring out of me in sobs and screams and snot. Eventually, I succumb to sheer exhaustion and stare, unmoving and unseeing, out the window at the fading colors of the sunrise.
Undeterred by my heartache, the sun does rise. Birds fly by. The wind rustles the trees. The sky doesn't even have the compassion to cry with me, not that I have anything left to cry. My mouth is dry and my eyes burn. There is no moisture left to turn into tears. There is only pain.
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Thump.
Pain…and madness?
Thump.
Sitting up, I stare down at Bennet's chest. There's no movement, no signs of life.
I'm hallucinating. I have to be.
Thump. Thump.
“Micah?” I call out softly, my voice weak and hoarse.
“I'm here, baby. We're all here.”
Pressing my ear to Bennet's chest, I lift my hand and wave Micah over.
“Listen,” I whisper.
My gaze meets Micah's as he looks down at me sympathetically, his bloodshot eyes welling up with tears.
Thump. Thump.
My voice cracks, pleading. “Micah, please…”
He closes his eyes on a deep inhale, the tears spilling over on the exhale. Nodding sadly, pacifying me, he picks up a stethoscope from a nearby cart of medical supplies.
I can barely bring myself to move my ear a few inches to give him room, I am so desperate to hear my hallucination again.
Thump. Thump.
Micah's eyes widen and lock on mine. We hold our breaths and listen.
Thump. Thump.
“Is he…”
Micah shakes his head, “This is…I don't know. Sometimes the heart can keep beating after death, but I've never heard of it stopping and then starting again.”
Luis' voice startles me. I hadn't realized he was sitting so close behind me. “Wait, what? His heart is beating?”
“What?!” Both Lukas and Jackson speak at the same time, rushing over to surround the bed.
Micah speaks gently, cautiously. “No one should get their hopes up. It's most likely just electrical activity in the body.”
“Um…I'm pretty sure he's breathing,” Jackson points.
Keeping my hand on his chest, I hover my face above Bennet's mouth. Sure enough, I feel a faint breath against my lips. Tears, defying all odds of my dehydrated body, spill again, splashing over his face as I lightly kiss his face.
“This is…highly improbable, right?” Lukas asks Micah.
“Should be impossible, but considering how long he's been without circulation or oxygen, it's even less likely that he'll have any brain function.” If it's possible, Micah looks more depressed than before.
“But he's alive,” Jackson exclaims.
“That depends on what you consider alive. His heart is beating sluggishly, and he's barely breathing after flatlining and failing to be resuscitated. He was gone for nearly an hour. This happening at all should be inconceivable, but maintaining any brain function after all of this is beyond impossible. It would probably be kinder to him, and to us, if his body would just let go.” Micah’s eyes are brimming with tears, the words coming out strained as he holds back sobs.
“Maybe he can't let go, because he knows all of us are still holding on to him.”
Once again, everyone reaches out a hand to touch Bennet. After a few moments of silence, they back off a bit to let me have my space and time. If Bennet's heart is not likely to beat for much longer, I want to listen to every last beat he has. Even if he wouldn't know that I'm here, this is the closest thing I'll ever get to closure.
 




Bennet
Thump. Thump.
It feels like I'm being held down at the bottom of a pool, except the water is made of something thick and viscous. Like I'm swimming through sludge, thin enough to move through it, but thick enough for it to hold me down. It takes significant effort to pull myself up, to fight for oxygen, to will my sluggish heart to keep beating.
Thump. Thump.
The light is dim through the murky pool of my unconsciousness, but it's the first light I've seen in who knows how long. I'm reaching for it, fighting to breach the surface.
She's waiting for me on the other side. I can feel it.
Thump. Thump.
 




Lukas
Despite willing myself not to be too hopeful, I was legitimately so happy to come back to this estate. We'd only spent less than a week here together, but it's the place we all truly came together. Our first home with her, the first days of the rest of our lives together.
Except we're not so much together anymore. Bennet has been absent for way too long. Even after we rescued him, you can't really say that he was here. And now he's dead, or dying, or barely alive but without what makes him Bennet. That sharp intellect, the constant vigilance and forethought, the calm, controlled demeanor that naturally forces everyone and everything around him into compliance.
Bennet is gone. Coming to terms with that has been fraught with useless sparks of hope—a tiny improvement here, a faded bruise there, a feeble heartbeat after being declared dead. Six's pained screams as the hopelessness of reality set in will live in my memory forever. And none of us can make it better. We can't distract her with humor, or force her focus on us with sex. Nothing will be the same again.
And Jackson. Jackson may never be the same either.
The happy-go-lucky, free-spirited, jokester of a man has been hiding a deep secret from us all. An underlying pain that he covers up with humor and seduction.
I went to find him after the last of the plasma was administered. There was nothing else I could do to help, and my worry about Jackson was bothering me the more time that passed. He'd been gone for hours at that point. There was so much commotion when Luis called for Micah, I don't know how anyone in this house could have missed it.
Sure enough, he wasn't in his room. Calling his cell phone, I doubled back to our room when I heard it ringing through the door. He'd left his phone, and his shoes, on the floor near the sofa.
After I ran into Luis coming up the stairs, I took his suggestion to ask Mrs. Coolson where he might be. Her reaction to him being missing made my stomach drop, and I knew then that this was more than just Jackson taking a late night walk to clear his head.
With pain pulling the fine lines of her face down, Mrs. Coolson admitted to me that Jackson suffers from spells of depression and anxiety. She suggested checking the attic where his mother's things are, or a certain area around the lake, where a tree hangs over the water.
Eventually, I found him, sitting on the ground in the near pitch black night, beneath the drooping branches of a tree next to the lake. Now and then, the clouds would part and allow for some moonlight, but the crescent moon could only do so much.
“I'd like to bring a telescope up here,” I said as I approached, trying to keep the conversation casual and comfortable.
“I have a pretty decent one back at the cabin, actually. We can get it out anytime.” His words were friendly enough, but I could hear the strain in his words.
“Am I bothering you if I join you here? We don't have to talk.”
Jackson is too nice to turn me away. “No, it's fine.”
Sitting on the ground just a few feet away from him, close enough to reach if I strained, but far enough to give him space, I wordlessly set his shoes next to him.
We sat in silence for mere seconds before Jackson spoke. Never one to keep things inside, that one. For once, I found myself thankful for it.
“I'm sorry I just left like that. I hope it didn't make it seem like a walk of shame situation. I don't, you know…I don't feel that way. I very much enjoy being included in…” He buried his face in his hands, possibly in frustration for not being able to find the words he wanted. I can't imagine Jackson Boyd ever being embarrassed. “Anyway, I planned to be back before anyone woke up. Why are you even awake?”
“There was an incident with Bennet. I think they got him stabilized, but it was scary for a minute there. Actually, I don't want to lie. It's still not looking good. They gave him the rest of the plasma we had left.”
He immediately pulled on his shoes, standing to rush back. “Shit, we gotta get back.”
As we walked back towards the house, I could hear him muttering to himself about not being there when he was needed.
“Jackson!” I called out to him, pulling him by the shoulder so I could look at him. We were close enough to the house that the light from the porch reached us, but it only illuminated the shadows behind his eyes. “There wasn't anything you could have done. I basically stood there, useless, while Micah took over and Luis held Six back. Don't beat yourself up. Being in the room wouldn't have made a difference, and you clearly needed some space. You couldn't have known this would happen. It's okay.”
“It's not,” he said, jerking his shoulder from my grip. “You wouldn't understand.”
“I wouldn't understand that you make it your personal responsibility to be there for everyone else, while simultaneously hiding your own pain behind humor and sex? Out of what? Distrust that anyone would want to stay around if you aren't full of sunshine and rainbows all the time?”
Pulling him back to me, I gripped the back of his neck and pulled his forehead against mine. “I see you, Jackson. We all see you.”
“Lukas, you don't—”
His words were cut off by a horrific, guttural screaming. My heart dropped into my stomach as we took off, tearing through the yard and into the house. Mrs. Coolson was making her way up the stairs as quickly as she could, hurrying towards the continued moans and screams from the room upstairs.
I think I knew before I made it into the room what had happened, but seeing Dr. Franks cut the heart monitor off and unhook the ventilator put things into a graphic perspective that no one could be ready for. Six's screams had died off, Luis holding her against his body as his own sobs wracked his body.
There's something about seeing a man like that reduced to tears. Not that men can't cry, or that they shouldn't. But someone as stoic and strong as Luis, his tough outer shell and overall demeanor, kneeling on the ground and sobbing into the back of Six's shoulder—it's gutting.
My heart physically shredded, my face wet with tears, it was all I could do to maintain my composure and stay standing. The real, genuine pain came when Six climbed into the bed to lay next to Bennet's body, her head against his chest. We all did our best to give her space and let her grieve, although the urge to scoop her up and run far away was strong.
Jackson fell to his knees inside the doorway, his neck bent despondently towards the ground, a string of spit or snot trailing from his face. Mrs. Coolson finally made it to the room and stood behind Jackson with her hands over her mouth, eyes wide in sorrow and disbelief.
Micah backed away from his patient—his friend, his brother—and fell into a chair to cradle his head in his hands. 
I looked at the man—the body of the man—that had become all those things to me as well, and felt…numb.
We all stood there in silence, watching Six sob, for what felt like hours.
Dr. Franks, perhaps realizing that I was the only person coherent enough to talk to, whispered his condolences and promised to check in on us the next day. He offered to bring a prescription to help Six cope and sleep. Through my haze of grief, I couldn’t forget Jackson, and it occurred to me we could use the doctor’s help before things got worse for him.
Gesturing him quietly into the hall, Dr. Franks and I reached to guide Jackson to stand. He complied easily enough, letting us lead him into the hallway with Mrs. Coolson behind us.
Not sure where to go—I didn't want to bring him into our room because it still looked like a sex bomb went off, and I didn't want to use Bennet's room for obvious reasons—I led everyone into Jackson's room, hoping he wouldn't mind the intrusion on his privacy.
The only way you could tell it was his room at all was his duffel bag thrown on the bed and a pair of shoes lined up near the door.
I gestured for everyone to come in and find somewhere to sit, and then awkwardly sat next to Jackson at the end of the bed.
“Dr. Franks, you mentioned a prescription to help Six cope and sleep? I'm wondering if you might have any ideas, or even any referrals, for Jackson. He's been struggling, which is understandable given recent events, but I think it might be more than just recent events. I'll leave you to talk,” I said, standing up to leave.
“I already have a prescription,” Jackson admitted. “In the craziness of running for our lives when Bennet was kidnapped,”—Mrs. Coolson gasped—“I left them behind or they got lost in the fray, but I'm not sure where they are. And there was so much to focus on, I didn't want to have a bottle of pills become a focus. I thought it'd be fine, but I also didn't expect all of this to happen.”
“Well, I'm happy to write you a refill or a new prescription if needed,” said Dr. Franks understandingly. “And I have referrals for therapists that deal with grief and trauma, although I have to admit I don't know that anyone's ever seen anything like this before.”
Jackson just nodded, texting over the information for the medication he takes.
“I'll bring it by tomorrow, along with something for Six if she needs help sleeping. Please, let me know if there's anything I can do for any of you. I'm so sorry we couldn't save him,” Dr. Franks says sadly.
I don't know why, but something about the tone of Dr. Frank's voice sounded more than just remorseful. Like he took it personally, or felt guilty, that he couldn't save Bennet. When he reached for a handshake on his way out, I pulled him in for a sort of half-hug, patting him on the shoulder.
“Thank you for everything, Dr. Franks. None of us would have made it this far without you. Your support from the very beginning has meant a lot. Bennet's death is not on you, it's on his father.”
Another gasp from Mrs. Coolson reminded me that all of this was probably quite shocking for her. I felt bad that I kept forgetting she was in the room and wasn't already privy to what we'd gone through.
After that, I left Mrs. Coolson and Jackson to talk and joined the rest of the guys in standing vigil over Six as she grieved. We watched the sunrise through the windows that surrounded the bed, and I thought about how unfair it was that life just kept moving on, despite the despair that surrounded us.
Jackson finally joined us, sitting next to me in pained silence. I caught his eye, searching for some sign that he would be alright.
He acknowledged me with a slow drop of his chin, his eyes cast downward.
I nodded back, giving him a little nudge with my arm that I hope was comforting. It's really hard to comfort people when you are grieving, too. Especially if you're already socially awkward. But Jackson never seemed to have an issue with understanding me before, so I hope he understood what I meant with my nudge. I'm here for you, man.
 




Jackson
I admit I was feeling low before, but the all-encompassing anguish I feel now is heavier. Like I'm wading through mud, my entire body feels the weight of my grief with every step or movement of my body.
The difference, right or wrong, is that this grief is almost easier to manage. Somehow, being surrounded by people who are also drowning helps me keep my head above water. This pain is tangible and has reason. It makes sense.
I'm not sure if I've dozed off or if I've been spaced out this entire time, but Micah standing to check Bennet's heartbeat jars me. Sitting up straighter, I notice trays of food and coffee that have long gone cold. None of us even noticed poor Mrs. C coming in and out.
She is sad too, for all of us, but also because she'd become attached to my big little family and had dreams of us living here permanently. It's what we discussed for a while before I came back to be with the rest of them. I appreciated that Mrs. C didn't hide her pain or sadness from me, or treat me like I'm fragile. It makes me feel more normal, even though I realize I'm a hypocrite because that's exactly what I do.
I thought she'd head home to tell Mr. C about what happened and spend some time grieving herself, but it's very much like Mrs. C to want to take care of everyone first. It's her own way of coping, and I can understand that.
There's a heartbeat.
Even recognizing the expression on Micah's face, clearly not positive, I can't help but feel my heart rate increase. Maybe there's some small chance?
My spine straightens, and I stand to approach the bed. I hold on to that tiny tendril of hope, but only long enough to see Micah shake his head. He's right, it would be kinder to all of us to not have hope.
Six says something about his body hanging on because he knows we aren't ready, and I find myself reaching out a hand and placing it on his ankle.
You fought hard, brother. It's okay. We'll make sure she's okay.
Six stays where she is, listening to the feeble beating of a heart that isn't truly pumping. It's a cruel joke, but she looks almost comforted by it. Maybe getting to listen to his heart stop beating feels like closure when it stopped so abruptly before.
Hours pass and Six hasn't eaten or drank anything, or even so much as gotten up to go to the bathroom since sometime yesterday. None of us is exactly sure how long it's been, but her lips are cracked and eyes sunken into her face. Her hair is matted from sweat and tears.
We'll take care of her,  I project my thoughts towards Bennet as if he could hear me. Kneeling behind her on the bed, I swipe some strands of hair from her forehead.
“Come on, Sunshine. Let's get you cleaned up. He's not going anywhere, I promise. No one will move him.” Cradling her against my body, I lift her up and walk back to the bathroom.
She is dazed and unresponsive, so I remove her clothes and literally set her down on the toilet to pee while I turn the shower on and remove my own clothes. I carry her beneath the spray of the waterfall shower and hold her there, letting the water pour over us, humming a song.
I sing the words to one of my favorite songs, Bridge Over Troubled Water. It's a song that I sung to my mother countless times, and one that I even sing to myself when I'm feeling the most in need of comfort.
At some point she finally looks up and makes eye contact with me, her sad, sunken eyes making her light grey irises even more distinct. Kissing her forehead, I set her on her feet and reach for the shampoo.
Six lets me lather and rinse her hair and body, and by the time I am working conditioner into her matted hair, she is more responsive. She takes over and finger combs the knots from her hair while I wash myself, still softly singing the ending lyrics. As I stare into her steely grey eyes, the reference to “silver girl” stands out the most.
Washed and refreshed, we wrap ourselves in fluffy white towels and just hold each other for a while. When she's ready, I take her hand and lead her back into the bedroom.
The other guys have cleaned up the room and opened the windows to let in the late evening breeze. Six keeps her eyes mostly trained on Bennet, but she gets dressed and allows us to sit her down at the small table.
She can't quite force herself to eat, but she drinks a full glass of water and a protein shake, and that's good enough for us. Pulling back clean sheets that the guys somehow managed to change with Bennet there, I help her climb into the bed and settle next to her. Luis lies on the couch, and Micah and Lukas pull the trundle from beneath the bed.
It isn't until the lights are off and we're all lying there in silence before I realize what a familiar scene this is. Tears leak from my eyes. A small hand folds itself into mine.
Considering that I didn't sleep at all the night before, and all the activity and emotion of the last two days, I'm surprised I stay awake as long as I do. I have no idea if anyone else sleeps, but it isn't until well after it's completely dark before I drift off.
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Something wakes me, but I'm not sure what it is or how long I've been asleep. My eyes fight to stay open, the fog in my brain pulling me down to sleep again when I hear a rustling.
Sitting up, I look all around me. Six is breathing deeply, asleep on her side with her back to me. Micah and Lukas are asleep on the mattress below me, wrapped in each other's arms. My mouth twitches a little, thinking about the night before. I haven't had much time to process all of that, given my mood and then everything that happened after, but thinking about it makes me smile before I remember myself.
Luis is passed out on the couch, one leg on the ground as if ready to jump up at any moment. Then again, I'm sure he is primed for action after the last few days. We were all on edge even before Bennet died.
Bennet.
Bennet is sitting up.
Bennet is fucking sitting up.
Not sure if I'm seeing things, I drop my leg off the side of the bed and kick Micah. My foot bounces off the side of his perfect ass. Never taking my eyes off Bennet, I kick him harder.
“What the fu—Jackson? Are you okay?” Micah whispers loudly.
“Nope. I might be hallucinating.”
“What?”
Pointing, I direct Micah's gaze to the man sitting on the other side of Six's sleeping form. My brother, who is supposed to be dead.
“Is this another disturbing electrical impulse that sometimes happens after cardiac arrest?”
He shakes his head, his eyes and mouth open wide in shock. “Definitely not.”
Micah stands and creeps quietly over to Bennet's side of the bed. He reaches for a lamp, but decides against it, instead crouching next to Bennet, who is sitting up, but doesn't seem to be reacting to anything around him.
Micah clears his throat softly. “Bennet?”
Bennet blinks, and then turns his head to look at Micah.
“Holy fuck.”
“Holy fuck.” I repeat.
“Bennet, do you know where you are right now?”
Bennet doesn't respond, but blinks again and looks around himself. His eyes settle on the sleeping form of Six.
Turning to the side, he lays so his body is propped up by one elbow. Lowering his face down next to hers, he caresses her cheek with his free hand, gently turning her face to kiss her lips. At first his kisses are feather-light, but they are enough to pull a reaction from her. I watch on, dumbfounded, with a mixture of horror and fascination, as the kiss deepens.
Micah nudges the others awake, but holds his finger to his lips.
A few moments into the kiss, right as I notice Bennet's tongue slip past her lips, Six gasps. If she realizes who she's kissing before she opens her eyes, I don't know. She screws up her eyes tighter and leans into the kiss, like she's afraid if she opens them it'll be a dream. She probably thinks this is a dream right now.
I'm not entirely certain this isn't a dream right now.
Finally, but not until after everyone in the room has astonished boners, or at least I do, Bennet pulls away slowly. He doesn't acknowledge anyone else, gazing down at Six with an expression I've certainly never seen on his face.
Six screws her eyes up tighter, tears escaping. Bennet swipes them away, leaning down to whisper in her ear. I can't quite hear his words, but her eyes pop open the moment she hears his voice.
A gasp mixed with a sob escapes the moment her eyes open, her pupils dilating with shock. The sobs continue as Bennet pulls her into his arms.
My mouth is dry from how long I've been holding it open. Turning to look at the other guys, I see that they, too, are watching on with a mixture of surprise, fear, and elation.
“Is this real life right now? Is this actually happening?”
Micah reaches over and pinches me, and then himself. I definitely felt it, but just in case—
“Harder.”
Lukas smacks me across the head instead. Feels like a little bit of normality has returned, however insane the circumstances might actually be.
“How are you awake right now?” Six asks through her sobs. “How are you alive?”
Micah scoffs. “Alive I could almost accept, but you're not just alive. You're sitting up, moving around, talking? I don't understand.”
Bennet looks as confused as we are. “I don't have any answers for you. I don't even know how long I've been out. Are we back at the estate? How did we get here?”
 




Luis
An earthquake would be less shocking than what I'm staring at right now. I fell asleep thinking about how much I missed the sounds of the ventilator.
While I am certainly no stranger to being woken in the middle of the night by chaos, this is a completely different animal. I'm staring at a dead man, except he's not dead. He's perfectly well, moving and talking like nothing ever happened.
His first reaction to realizing where we are looks like relief, but then after thinking about it, he remembers that the estate isn't supposed to be safe. Before he can panic, I can see it start to set in by the tensing of his shoulders and jaw, I hold my hands up to assure him.
“We're safe, Bennet. You're safe. Six is safe.”
“How? How am I here, and why are we here? They'll find us.”
There's a moment where his expression makes me think he's wondering the same thing I am—is this actually real? Am I dreaming, or hallucinating?
His eyes dart back and forth, his arms tightening around Six. He looks ready to flee.
Six straightens up onto her knees, taking his face in her palms.
“He's dead, Bennet. Your father is dead.”
His eyes widen, and blinking, he looks around at all of us.
“How?”
No one speaks up, but I suppose this is my part, so I take responsibility. “I killed him,” I reply, lifting my chin and gazing into his eyes. “Right after Six beat the ever living shit out of him.”
I stare at him like he could see into my memories and watch from my perspective as Adley's neck snapped and his body went limp. Like he, too, could see the life fade from that evil man’s eyes.
Bennet nods slowly. “Tell me everything.”
“We will,” says Micah. “But first, you've got to let me check you out. You, uh…you died, man.”
Bennet's eyebrows furrow, disbelieving.
“He's serious, bro. You just woke up from the dead, like some kind of zombie or something, except all casually, like you were just having a short nap.” Only Jackson could make this into a joke.
“I suppose that would explain why I feel like shit.”
“You look…normal,” says Six, running her gaze and hands over his body, as if to check that he's real. “Too skinny, but we can work on that.” Her lips quirk up on one side.
Micah approaches slowly, but as he listens to his heart and lungs and checks his pulse, he relaxes. “Part of me wants to hook you up to some of these machines and get some readings, but I'm not going to lie, I don't particularly want to see you hooked up to them ever again.”
“I'm just worried that this isn't real and the readings will show this is some kind of fluke,” Lukas speaks up for the first time since waking up to find Bennet sitting up and talking. “I'm not really processing this well. It doesn't make any sense.”
Jackson gestures to his leg and then to my hand. “It had to have been the plasma.”
“But he was dead. For hours.” Lukas reiterates.
“It's almost enough to make me rethink religion,” I say, squeezing my perfectly healed hand.
Bennet clears his throat, demanding our attention. The very sound that used to make me want to beat him upside the head with his briefcase now sounds like music to my ears.
“Would anyone like to catch me up on what I've missed?”
As Micah hooks him up to the EKG and EEG machines to get readings on his heart and brain activity, and Lukas locates a cold protein shake at Six's request, I run him through the basics of the last few days. I tell him about the cabin and Tony setting us up with access to the lab security cameras, hacking into the files, and the plan we made to sneak him out quietly. He tenses when I tell him about how many things went wrong, and some of the things we saw and did. Everyone pitches in here and there to tell their perspectives of the various events.
When we get to the part where Jackson was shot, literally running towards gunfire to cover us all, Bennet reaches over to squeeze his arm. I don't go into specifics about the tense helicopter ride, but he's shocked when we tell him about Dr. Franks waiting for us at the trauma center in D.C.
“Remind me to give Tony a raise. And a really large bonus.”
“Dr. Franks said you died on the table, but every time one system or another failed, your body kept healing itself.”
“It's because of you,” he says to Six. “My fa—Adley told me they were using your DNA to make people genetically superior. That's what the 'vaccine' was. It was your DNA in my system that was keeping me alive.”
Six's eyes are overflowing with love, relief, and more tears. I think she might need an IV before we're through with this.
“Dr. Franks figured it out. Well, sort of. He figured out that you and Jackson were ‘different’ like she is, but on a smaller level. We ended up telling him about the 'vaccine,' and it helped us come up with using Six's plasma to see if it would increase healing,” Micah explains. “We tested it on Jackson first. A bullet had fractured his femur. He was in a ton of pain and had a nasty incision after surgery. We gave him one injection of the plasma and the next morning he was like new.”
“There isn't even a scar anymore,” Jackson confirms. For a moment I'm worried he's going to pull his pants down and show us, but there's so much more to say that the conversation moves past the moment and we're all spared.
“How did you cover that up with the hospital?” Bennet asks, impressed.
“Dr. Franks helped us mastermind an excuse to get out of there and Tony booked another med flight. Those two seriously were integral parts of keeping all of us alive,” Micah answers.
Casting my eyes around the room, I notice Bennet is watching me. I see dying didn't make him any less observant.
“At what point did you injure your hand?”
“At the hospital,” I admit. “I…had a moment.”
Bennet tips his chin in understanding. “Well, as long as we're all fixed up now, right?”
Hmm. I don't know about that.
“You still don't trust him, do you?” Six asks patiently.
“If anything, I'm more worried than I was before,” I admit.
“Worried about what?” Bennet asks as Micah is removing the electrodes from his head and body.
Taking a deep breath and rolling my shoulders, I pull a chair over. Other than Micah, who has a reason to be standing, I'm the only one still pacing around like a lunatic.
Resting my elbows on my knees, I consider my words.
“In no way do I want to undermine what Dr. Franks has done to help us, or diminish his importance to all of us being in this room-living and breathing, as it were. We absolutely would not be here without him, and I am acutely aware of that.”
“Okay, but…” Bennet gestures for me to continue.
“It's because he is a truly good guy and a good doctor that I'm worried. I watched his reaction when Jackson revealed his healed leg. It was a miracle playing out before his very eyes.”
“And how could he not want to use that medical miracle to save other lives,” Bennet states plainly, finishing my thought. He gets it.
“Exactly. And once he sees it brought you back from the dead…”
Bennet is nodding thoughtfully, and I'm extra appreciative to have him back in this moment. He and I had really built a bond over being cynical and realistic, even if it came slowly.
“You're right,” he says. “Although honestly, I'm not sure what to do about it. I'll need to give it some thought.”
“He'll be here in the morning,” says Lukas. “He's going to stop in and check on us all, and bring some supplies. And help make…arrangements for the body.”
My hackles go up again. I really don’t want him here right now. “What supplies would we need at this point? As far as he's aware, everyone is healed and Bennet is dead.”
“It's for me,” says Jackson. “I, um…I usually take daily medication to help me with depression and anxiety. I lost track of it when everything went down, and not having it, on top of everything that's happened, has put me in a tough spot.”
Six actually lets go of Bennet for a moment to hug Jackson.
“You take medication for depression?” Micah asks, surprised. “Not that there's anything wrong with that, that's not what I meant. I just mean that you seem so…chipper all the time.”
Chipper?
“I'm glad Dr. Franks is coming through for you,” I say. “I'm sorry, I didn't know. The way I acted in the hospital—”
“Was completely understandable,” interrupts Jackson. “And my behavior didn't help.”
“What are they talking about?” I hear Bennet ask Micah.
“Oh, they almost fought. Luis looked like he was going to pull a Firestarter on Dr. Franks, and Jackson squared up to him. I'm not going to lie, other than not wanting to see my brothers fight like that, I was pretty impressed with Jackson. Luis was terrifying.”
Six is nodding in agreement, a little shiver passing over her. I can't decide if I want to roll my eyes or continue asking for forgiveness.
“I'm not proud of how I lost control,” I tell them.
“Dude, you were scary as a mofo, and there is no way I would have tried to start shit if I was in my right mind. It was my fault, too.”
I disagree, but I let it go. “So, what are we going to do about the doctor? Because I have another theory that no one is going to like.”
“You absolutely cannot lock him in the basement, Luis.” Did Lukas just make a joke? Or does he think I'm really going to try it?
And truthfully, would I try it? Probably.
“I think that Dr. Franks might have taken some of the plasma with him. There were half as many tubes as you said there should have been when we pulled them out of the freezer.”
“He's right. You said that there should have been a dozen, right?” Lukas asks Micah, who nods. “There were only seven. So five tubes were missing.”
Fuck. I was hoping I was wrong.
“What do you think he is going to do with them?” Six asks, worried.
“I honestly don't believe he would put you in direct danger on purpose. What I'm worried about is that he'll try to do his own testing, and either come up with some kind of medical breakthrough that he can't recreate without involving you, or someone will find out about his research and it'll spiral from there. Again, it wouldn't be intentional, but no matter what, it puts you in danger.”
Bennet slouches against the pillows, the shadows beneath his eyes looking more pronounced than they did when he first woke from the dead.
“We'll figure something out,” says Jackson. “Look at all we've been through so far. Bennet's a godsdamned living zombie, for fuck's sake. We're going to be fine.”
My eyes roll, but for the first time, I consider whether Jackson's free-spirited mentality and jokester attitude are actually a cover up or a defense mechanism. I bet that's exhausting.
Mental note to attempt to be nicer to Jackson.
“We have a lot to figure out,” says Lukas. “Tony will be happy to know you're alive and will probably bombard you the moment he knows you're awake, so you might want to get some rest before that.”
“What does Tony have?” Bennet asks.
“We'll save it for tomorrow, after you get a good night's rest. But he wants to discuss going to the feds.”
The room explodes in conversation.
“What?!” Six cries incredulously.
“Is that safe?” Asks Micah.
“Seems reasonable,” says Jackson.
And my immediate response is, “Fuck no!”
“We clearly have a lot to discuss, but rest—for all of us, needs to be a priority so we can think our way through these problems.” Since when is Lukas so assertive? Aside from when he's dicking someone down, that is.
“What are you smirking at?” Bennet asks, settling into the pillows and pulling Six against his chest.
“You don't want to know. Yet.”
 




Bennet
The sun warms my face as I stare at the ceiling, my mind strangely at peace.
Someone left the windows open last night, and the heat of the summer day has settled in the room as the sun settles high in the sky. My skin is sticky with sweat and it feels like my face is slick with grease.
The last time I had anything resembling a shower was the high-pressure hose they kept turning on me in the basement utility room of the lab, or that's what I'm assuming that room was.
Not wanting to wake anyone, I gently extract my arm from beneath Six's head. Everywhere our bodies are connected is slick with sweat, but it makes it easier to slip out from beneath her. Taking a moment to appreciate the achingly familiar view, I again consider staying in bed, just like that first morning I woke up with them all in these exact same positions. But I really need a shower, and I don't want anyone fussing over me.
My legs are unsteady and weak as I make my way to my own bedroom to take a shower. I consider using the suite bathroom, but I don't want to risk waking anyone, and all my clothes are in here.
Turning the shower on as hot as it will go, I step beneath the near scorching water. My skin turns red as I scrub my body from head to toe, until the heat of the shower becomes too much. Turning the temperature down, I let the cooler water soothe my scalded and scrubbed skin. I don't think I've ever taken a more invigorating and refreshing shower, but then again, I feel like my new lease on life is putting things into a different perspective than I've ever known before.
I'm alive. I'm home with my girl and my brothers…my family. Jackson Adley is dead, which means we're safe. Six is safe.
I refuse to take another day, another moment, for granted. Living starts now. But, of course, there is work to be done.
Most of my clothes are too large for me right now, so I dress much more casually than I normally would. Pulling on a pair of grey sweatpants and a white t-shirt, I leave my feet bare and my hair wet. Little pleasures.
Peeking in the room, everyone is still asleep, so I slowly make my way down the stairs. Intending to head into the office, I make a pit stop at the kitchen to grab one of Six's protein drinks and a snack of some sort.
I don't expect to run into Mrs. Coolson. Considering what day it is, according to the watch I'm wearing, I thought they'd still be on their cruise.
What I expect even less than running into Mrs. Coolson is the blood-curdling scream that escapes her when she sees me. Do I look that frightening? Or, oh no—she thought I was dead. Or worse, saw me dead and now I'm up walking around.
“Shit. I’m sorry…”
Holding my arms out in front of me, I try to calm her the same way I imagine people calm horses. “It's okay, Mrs. Coolson. It's okay.”
“But you…you…oh my, I need to sit down.”
Taking her elbow, I gently assist the dear lady to a stool near the kitchen island.
“How is this possible?” She finally calms down enough to ask, patting my shoulders and looking me over.
I start to answer her just as the cavalry arrives, tripping over each other to run to our dear Mrs. Coolson’s rescue, Jackson and Lukas in the lead. They burst into the kitchen, looking around wildly as the others bring up the rear.
They calm down when they see us both sitting casually, and I continue our conversation.
“I'm not entirely certain of all the technicalities, but I'm going to go with sheer luck and a faulty heart monitor.” I hate lying to her, but I worry that the truth might upset her more. It'll be easier for her to believe that I wasn't actually dead and made a miraculously speedy recovery. After all, I'm not sure that I've quite come to terms with the idea of coming back to life.
And just like that, the dear old woman starts fussing over me. “Well, what are you doing up and walking around? Shouldn't you be resting?”
“I’m sure he plans on resting from his office chair,” Luis says sarcastically.
I shrug as Six comes to link her fingers through mine. “There is some important business I need to attend to.”
“I heard about your father.” I appreciate that the sweet older woman doesn't offer me condolences, betraying her knowledge of some of what happened to me.
“Yes, well, if nothing else, it leaves me with a lot of work to do.” I say lightly.
I am going to have a lot of work to do in the wake of that asshole’s death, but it's not the most important business at hand. I need to come up with a plan for Dr. Franks, and I need to find out what Tony knows so we can move forward.
After that, I'll likely dismantle The Adley Corporation, selling it off piece by piece and finding a way to make something good out of the empire my father built on lies, death, and illegal activity. And considering that I've been preparing to do just this for the majority of my life, I'm very much looking forward to it.
Mrs. Coolson shoos me from the kitchen with a protein drink in hand, insisting on bringing me “a proper breakfast” directly to my office chair. I'm also threatened that she'll sic Six and the guys on me if she doesn't think I'm taking it easy enough. For now, though, they all head upstairs to get dressed.
Before I'm finished making a phone call to Brenda to check in and let her know I'm okay and home safe, a tray with an omelet, toast, and fresh cut fruit is left at the edge of my desk. I eat while I glance at the news, surprising myself with my capacity to ignore the hundreds of emails I have waiting for me.
Some time later, as I'm researching the plan I've put together, Six peeks her head in.
“I figured you’d still be down here,” she says quietly.
“Good morning,” I smile, standing to meet her on the other side of the desk. Enveloping her in a tight hug, I breathe in the scent of her shampoo. Another little pleasure that I will never, ever take for granted again.
“How are you feeling?” She asks, noticing my clothes with a quirked eyebrow.
“It seems most of my clothes don't fit at the moment, so this will have to do. But I'm quite well, I promise.” I lean against the desk and pull her closer to me. “I wanted to say something, but I'm not sure how it's going to sound coming out.”
Her keen eyes search mine. “What is it?”
Taking a deep breath, I just say what's on my mind, which is nothing that I would have ever done before. “I'm sorry. I'm sorry that I never told you how I felt about you or really even showed any sign of how I was feeling. Not that it's a good excuse, because there is no excuse good enough for my asshole behavior, but I've always had an issue with control. It's likely some kind of innate need to regulate the world around me because of the way I grew up, and the things my father exposed me to.”
“You don't have to apologize, Bennet. We're together now. That's all that matters. And I knew, simply by the way you kissed me before you left, how you felt about me.”
“I acted like a dick, tried to pretend that I didn't care or wasn't affected by you. I actively avoided you because I was worried that I would lose control.”
“What did you think would happen if you lost control?”
“I don't know…that I could hurt you, or push you away.”
She scrunches her face, a little v forming between her eyebrows. “What exactly could you do to hurt me or push me away?”
“I have, or had, some…proclivities. They might not be entirely normal.”
“Like what?” Her eyes narrow with interest, and I also notice her nipples bead beneath her camisole, the thin material leaving nothing to the imagination.
Hesitating, I bide my time by tracing my finger along the strap of the cotton top. The skin of her shoulder is hot beneath my touch.
“Bennet,” she whispers. “Tell me.”
“I like control, in all things. It gives me pleasure to bend you to my will, both inside and outside the bedroom. From the things you eat, to what you wear, to how and when you are allowed to cum.”
Her eyes darken, clouding with lust as she listens and absorbs my words. Her cheeks flush, and she presses her thighs together.
“And you wanted all this before?”
“Desperately, but I sometimes feel that I deserve to withhold pleasure from myself, or punish myself for not being able to rid myself of thoughts or feelings that aren't productive. But more than anything, I don't want to hurt you. I didn't then and I don't now.”
“In what way could you hurt me?”
“What if I lost control? What if I went too far? Or worse, what if I liked it? It disgusts me that I want these things, considering the type of man my father was. The things I witnessed him do.” I close my eyes, because I don't want to see her reaction to my truth.
Her voice comes out strong, domineering almost. “Bennet, look at me.”
My gaze meets hers. Her light eyes are darkened, pupils dilated.
“I am a big girl. I can take care of myself, and I'm certainly capable of telling you when I don't like something. So…show me.”
Blood rushes through my veins as my pulse quickens. “Show you what?”
“Show me something you might have wanted but wouldn't let yourself have.” Her tongue darts out to wet her lips.
Was she this sure of herself before?
I suppose ‘Carpe diem’ is my new motto, so I do as she asks. Pulling her closer to me, I kiss her deeply and passionately, relishing every soft stroke of her tongue against mine. It takes a few flicks of my wrists to rid her of her camisole and shorts, baring her to me.
Standing and turning us around, I lift her by the waist and set her on the desk. I may be weak, and she has definitely put on weight beautifully, but she is still tiny compared to me. And I'll be damned if I let her worry about me when all she should be focusing on is what I do to her body.
My lips trail over her jaw, the shell of her ear, and down her neck, murmuring against her skin. I take this opportunity to tell her everything I wished I'd had the chance to tell her when I thought I'd never see her again.
“I can't tell you how many times I would sit at my desk and fantasize about having you here. It would distract me, and that felt like weakness. I was angry at myself for being weak, but when I was taken away from you, I realized that the real weakness was not being brave enough to go for what I wanted, to tell you how you affected me.”
Her eyes gaze up at me with lust and emotion.
“When I was in that place, I would replay every single moment we had together. And then I would imagine how I would change it. So that instead of acting aloof and unaffected, I would show you how much you mean to me. Instead of ignoring you and focusing on my work, I'd take you on my desk and focus on making you mine.”
Getting down on my knees, I kneel before the goddess in front of me, bowing to kiss her feet. Trailing my lips over her ankles and up her calves, I worship her the way I should have from the beginning.
“I will never take you for granted again, Six. I'll never think of you as a vulnerability again, because it was my love for you that kept me strong, that kept me alive. You are everything good in this world, and I still don't believe that I'll ever deserve you—but I'll take you anyway. Because I know now what it feels like to have you gone from my life. I'll take you anyway I can have you, anyway you will give yourself to me.”
My lips reach the apex of her thighs and she instinctively opens for me. Sitting propped up on the edge of my desk, her legs spread wide, panting for me…She's never looked more beautiful.
I can't even bear to waste time teasing, diving into her center, tongue parting her folds. The sweet tang of her is intoxicating, driving me to lightheadedness because I don't want to breathe. If it wouldn't mean having to leave her again, I'd happily die here.
I lick and suck and kiss her until she is writhing, her juices and my saliva forming a little pool and dripping off the edge of the desk.
Her hips are rocking and she tries to squeeze her thighs together. Pulling back, I wait until she looks down at me, confused, before making hard eye contact while I pull two chairs closer to the desk, on either side of her legs.
Roughly pulling her legs apart, I place a foot in each chair, holding her knees apart.
“Stay.”
Not waiting for a response, I pull her hips closer to the edge and kneel again, returning my focus to her delicious pussy.
“So sweet,” I groan, and resume licking and sucking her, alternating between dipping my tongue inside her and flicking her clit until she is squirming again.
She doesn't move or squeeze my head this time, I note with satisfaction, and decide to reward her. Using my fingers, I spread the folds of her hood apart so I can best access the tiny pleasure nub. Pulling her clit between my lips, I suck rhythmically. When her body tenses and I know she's close, I insert two fingers into her tight walls, pumping with the rhythm of my assault on her clit.
Her walls squeeze my fingers as she comes, her head thrown back, crying out.
“Ahhhh….” Her cries are breathy, but it's not enough. I want to taste my name on her tongue.
Keeping her legs spread wide the way I instructed, she rolls her hips forward slightly, rubbing her sex into my face. She mewls as I draw out her orgasm, forcing my arms under her thighs and moving her legs to wrap around my shoulders. I pull her harder against my face, sucking harder and flicking my tongue until she cries my name on the next climax. The juices of her release pour out of her and over my lips, dripping off my chin.
Letting her catch her breath, I release her, looking around for something I can use. Packing tape is all I can find, but it'll have to do.
“Hands.”
Obediently and without hesitation, she holds her hands out in front of her, her chest rising rapidly, panting. In a swift movement, I pull one wrist, making her stand and spin around before taping her wrists together behind her back. As I wrap the tape around her wrists in a figure-8 so there's a handle between them, I lick my lips at the sight of wetness dripping down the insides of her thighs.
“The next time you come, it'll be on my cock.”
I hear a sharp intake of breath and a suppressed groan when I tug on her restraints, testing them.
Leading her around the desk, I remove my clothes, pressing my erection against her hip, letting her feel what she does to me. Her hips twitch, pushing her ass back into me, teasing, asking.
“You want my cock, sweet thing?”
“Yes,” she whimpers.
Brushing her hair over one shoulder, my lips at the nape of her neck, I murmur, “You have been a good girl, Six, and I'm dying to bury myself inside you. I'm going to fuck you until you're milking my cock with your tight pussy. Do you understand?”
She moans in response, her panting increasing. I'll teach her manners next time. I need to be inside her now.
Pushing her chest down over the desk, I kick her legs apart. Holding onto her arms bound behind her, I spend some time massaging the enticing new curves of her ass.
I'm distracted by the way she's filled out, the way her ass cheeks look and feel as I squeeze them in my hands. “You've still been drinking the shakes?” I ask, mostly just out of curiosity.
“Every day, just like you told me to.” She must know how much her obedience delights me. Chest against the desk, she lifts her head to look over her shoulder.
“Good girl,” I murmur, still distracted. She lays her cheek on the table and groans.
Ooh, she likes that.
Swiping my fingers down the crack of her ass, I cup her sex from behind. It's still dripping wet and radiating heat.
“Mmmm, so hot and wet. Are you ready to take me, baby?”
“Yes. Please,” she whines, wriggling her ass against my erection.
Holding the handle of her arm restraint, I use my other hand to run the head of my cock between her sopping pussy lips. Gathering the wetness, I cover my cock in it, lubing myself up with her natural wetness before lining myself up. Slowly, I push my hard length into her heat. I revel in every inch, watching myself sink inside her until I'm flush against her body.
I hold myself still, luxuriating in the tight warmth of her body. Pulling back on her arm restraints, I force her chest to lift off the desk. Leaning forward, I run my tongue up her spine, gathering the little dots of sweat that have gathered there.
She pushes back against me, shivering at the contact of my tongue on her skin and my cock inside her.
I could stay just like this for a long time, but I need to move. I've waited so long and had so many doubts about whether I'd ever feel her like this. Connected. Emotionally. Physically. I pull out of her slowly.
“Mine,” I grunt out, snapping my hips back against her. A tiny whimper escapes.
Pulling out a little further, I thrust forward again. Each time I pull out, I do it slowly, pulling out the tiniest bit more. Then I surge forward, thrusting my cock deep inside her. Each time my pelvis meets her ass, I punctuate it with a word.
“You are mine. Ours. No one else will ever have you or take you from us. Do you hear me?”
“Yes,” she whimpers.
It's not enough. “Do. You. Hear. Me?”
“Yes!”
“Tell me who you belong to, sweet girl.”
“You! I belong to you!”
“And who else? Say our names, Six. I want them to hear you screaming all our names and wishing they had thought to lure you into a room and lock the door.” I chuckle to myself, knowing they'd wake up and look for me. If they haven't already, they'll know how to find me.
Keeping the same slow pace, I thrust harder, forcing each name on a breath of air.
“Micah!”
Pull out. Thrust.
“Luis!”
Pull out. Thrust.
“Jackson!”
Pull out. Thrust.
“Lukas!”
Pull out. Thrust.
“Bennet!”
Increasing the pace when I hear my name, I demand it again. “Again, Six. Say my name while you clench on my cock and come for me.”
“Bennet!”
With all the strength I have left in my body, I drive into her, pulling back on her arms. Six keeps repeating my name, each thrust forcing the air from her body. The desk is shifting, scraping against the linoleum floor.
“Bennet…Bennet!” She cries my name, the cries getting higher until she screams.
Those tight walls clamp down around me like nothing I've ever felt before. My imagination could never come close to the real thing, the rippling of her muscles pulling my orgasm out of me with a force I didn't see coming.
“Oh fuuuuuccckkkk Six.”
Dropping her arms, I grab her hips in both hands, pulling them back to meet my thrusts as I empty myself deep into her belly. Her chest and face fall against the desk as her feet are lifted off the ground and I drive her into the heavy desk. She shudders against me and I still, my cock still pulsing inside her fluttering tunnel.
When I finally stop shooting cum, I fall back into the desk chair, physically spent. Admittedly, I've probably overdone it. Dizziness overwhelms me and I have to lean forward to rest my head against her ass. She doesn't seem to mind and I cover up my vertigo by squeezing and kissing the roundness of her ass.
“…a very, very good girl,” I say, my voice muffled in the meat of her ass.
Once I can handle sitting up again, I help Six up off the desk and pull her into my lap. Finding a pair of scissors in a drawer, I release her hands and peel the tape from her skin. I kiss the skin where it's red and chafed. Six grabs my face with her hands and presses her mouth to mine. She kisses me so hard and passionately that I feel my cock stir again, but I'm honestly not sure I could handle any more intense activity without passing out.
A knock at the door helps me divert her attention so I don't have to worry her. Quickly pulling on our clothes, Six opens the door and lets the other guys in.
“That was really fucked up…but also really hot,” Micah says, swatting at Six's ass as they walk in. I don't miss how her ass jiggles slightly when he smacks it.
I've never been more obsessed with a body part than I am now.
Jackson notices me staring and decides to fuck with me, leaning forward conspiratorially, but whispering loud enough that everyone filing into the office can definitely hear him.
“You should feel her ass from the inside. It's so fucking tight and exactly enough to hold on to. It's just…unh,” he says with a chef's kiss gesture.
Rolling my eyes, I try to pretend to be annoyed and unaffected, but I actually can't. All the blood rushes from my head, my erection raging all over again, straining my grey sweatpants. Groaning, I lean forward and rest my forehead in my hands.
“Jury is still out on whether I live through this,” I joke sardonically.
Luis laughs knowingly. “She did a good job keeping up with those protein shakes, didn't she, brother? I'd say she was a pretty…good girl, wouldn't you?”
“You're literally killing me right now.”
“Nah, you'll live,” says Micah.
Lukas chimes in as well. “It never gets better, by the way. Once you've gotten a taste, it's like some kind of drug that you can't stop craving…”
“Imagine being addicted to five different drugs at the same time. I'm surprised I can walk straight most days.”
“Especially after Luis gets to you,” Jackson jokes, lunging away from the brother in question. “What?! I'm just saying…it's like a fucking farm animal. Where do you even keep it when it's not being used?”
Luis takes long steps, a dangerous grin on his face as he tries to chase Jackson around the desk.
Six suppresses a giggle. “Awww…you leave Luis' monster cock alone.”
The laughter that explodes out of everyone is enough medicine that if I were truly dying, I think it'd heal me. I never thought I'd be back here, with Six and these guys. My actual brothers and my chosen brothers.
My family.
In the interest of not taking my family for granted, I know we need to get to work. Clearly, I'm still going to have to be the one to reel these children in.
Not that I mind.
 




Micah
Once we all settle down enough, we pull in chairs so we can get to work. As soon as everyone sits down, though, Jackson stands back up and walks across the room.
“We need some air in here,” he says, opening a window. “The smell in here is going to give everyone boners and we won't get anything done.”
Shaking his head, Bennet tries to hide a grin as he lays out the plan he's come up with to deal with Dr. Franks.
Halfway through his plan and I'm pretty sure my jaw is on the ground. How was it we made it this long without him? I'm just about positive that if it had been someone else trapped at BioCere and not Bennet, he would have been able to come up with a much more successful plan.
This dude is a genius. And he has the resources to back up his ideas and make them happen. I'm in genuine awe of him, and the trust he wants to put in me to execute his strategy fills with me with pride and terror in equal measure.
“I'm still a little unsure about the potential for exposure, but I think it's…a way better plan than I had come up with,” admits Luis.
Lukas snorts. “Your plan was probably to club him over the head and drag him into a cave.”
Shrugging, Luis laughs. “You're not far off, actually.”
“You wouldn't!” Six admonishes him.
Jackson scoffs. “Like hell he wouldn't. Dude almost ripped my head off to get to him, or have you forgotten how he basically shifted into some kind of demon, bulking out to three times his size and growing horns?”
Luis rolls his eyes, chuckling. “Whatever man.”
“I'm serious,” Jackson says, looking at Bennet with feigned shock. “There was smoke coming out of his ears and everything. I feared for my life.”
“You're an idiot,” Luis deadpans.
“Alright, children. Settle down,” Bennet calls out blithely.
I bet he's as happy as he's ever been. I've certainly never seen Bennet act like this, playful and engaged. The closest thing I've ever seen to playful Bennet was the day he tied Six up and told me how to touch her. Not that I couldn't have figured it out myself, but it was hot. And, admittedly, probably pretty helpful.
“What are you thinking about?” Lukas whispers next to me.
“Trying to get some work done,” I reply, not looking him in the eye.
“Mmmhmmm, alright then.”
The doorbell rings, announcing that Dr. Franks has likely arrived.
“Alright, let's set things in motion. Micah, you stay here with me. Luis, if you could escort Dr. Franks into the room. Frightening him is okay, but please don't hurt him,” Bennet says so casually that it sets us all laughing again.
Lukas and Jackson pick up the extra chairs and start filing out. Six walks around the back of the desk and kisses Bennet.
“It's a really amazing idea. I'm excited,” she tells him.
“Are you very sure?” He asks. “Because we can go with Luis' plan if you're worried or uncomfortable.”
Giggling, Six drops a kiss on my temple on her way out of the room. “We'll have some lunch ready for everyone when you're done.”
“Thanks, doc! Micah's waiting for you right in there!” Like a child that giggles and gives up his hiding spot during hide-and-seek, I can almost hear the grin in Jackson's voice.
There's no way he could ever guess what he's about to walk into, though. I'd feel bad about it, except that we're pretty sure Dr. Franks is responsible for a few missing plasma tubes and that needs to be addressed. If scaring the wits out of him is what it takes, that's what we'll do. Thankfully, I think we have a much more productive plan in mind.
When Dr. Franks walks around the corner and sees Bennet, sitting there looking almost as well as the day we all met, he looks like he might have shit his pants. His face freezes in shock, his mouth held open in an odd expression.
I'm worried enough about the older man having a stroke that I get up and grab him by the shoulders, guiding him to the seat next to mine. He nearly drops a manila envelope, his hands are shaking so much.
“H…How…” He attempts to speak but falls short, surrendering his attempts at speech to stare warily at the man in front of him, as if he were an actual ghost.
“Dr. Franks, it's so nice to see you again. I wanted to thank you personally for flying all the way to D.C. to take care of me. From what Micah and everyone else tells me, I wouldn't be here without you.” Standing to come around the desk and shake the doctor's hand, Bennet looks every bit the master of the world he was before everything fell apart.
The sweatpants don't even detract from the absolute power that emanates from his very posture.
“It was my pleasure, Mr. Adl—Um, Bennet.” He looks at Bennet, uncertain about the use of his name.
“Bennet is fine. I think we've developed that kind of rapport. You saved my life, after all.”
The doctor's shoulders relax, but not all the way. Maybe I'm only noticing because I'm looking for it, but he looks incredibly on edge. His brow is furrowed, the smile lines around his mouth turned down. He looks sad. He looks like he feels guilty.
“I certainly can't take that credit. It was Mr. William's quick thinking that came up with the plasma.” He nods to me, but keeps his eyes on Bennet. “You'll have to excuse me. I was hoping to talk to you, Micah, but I'm struggling to process at the moment.”
“I get it. You should have seen all of us when we woke up to Bennet sitting up like some kind of zombie. It was shocking, to say the least.”
“An absolute miracle,” he breathes. “I cannot fathom…H—how are you feeling?” He asks Bennet.
“Quite well, considering. Maybe a touch fatigued with exertion.”
Don't laugh. Don't laugh. You're an adult. Be better than Jackson.
I manage to clear my throat and keep the conversation moving without so much as a smirk. “You wanted to talk to me, Dr. Franks?”
Still struggling to take his eyes off Bennet, he acknowledges me. “Yes. I, uh…” He lets out a breath, steeling himself. “To be perfectly upfront and honest, I've broken your trust. I didn't set out to betray you or go behind your backs, but I let curiosity get the best of me. Once I realized how my actions could have been perceived, I, well…”
I'm so pleasantly surprised by his admission that it almost feels wrong to keep him dangling the way we are. But hearing him out before we approach him with the plan is important. We need to learn everything about the person we're potentially risking everything with.
Dr. Franks leans forward, resting his elbows on his thighs and looking back and forth at each of us. “I took some of the plasma with me to do some tests.” His words come out a little rushed, but once the truth is out there, he seems more comfortable pushing forward.
“Seeing the way Jackson's leg healed was nothing that I could have ever fathomed. A true medical miracle played out right in front of my face. Even through Bennet's…death,” his eyes cut to Bennet, like he still doesn't trust that he's sitting right in front of him, “he still showed remarkable signs of progress.”
“While I would never seek to put any of you, especially Six, at risk, I'm afraid it was a little too tempting for me to not explore the possibilities. The sheer number of lives that could be saved from researching this phenomenon…the potential is astounding.”
“I can understand that,” I admit. “I considered it myself.”
Relieved, Dr. Franks relaxes a bit more. He looks down at the envelope he brought, and then passes it to me.
Opening it, I find pages of handwritten notes and some printed photos of cells, as well as a memory card, and the five missing tubes of plasma.
“Not that I deserve your trust after taking the plasma in the first place, but I want you to know that there are no records of any of this research. I took all the notes by hand, and I pulled the memory card for the digital camera that was used for the micrographs.”
Luis was right, but he was also wrong. Yes, the doctor went behind our backs to study the plasma, but that he's here right now, telling us what he did, makes me feel hopeful for the future. I make eye contact with Bennet, giving him a small nod.
Dr. Franks mistakes my silence while reading the notes for anger or disappointment.
Bennet addresses him. “You know, Dr. Franks, you had every opportunity to take this and run. Even if you weren't in it for career advancement or fame, you could have surrendered this to any number of companies. The potential for advancements in medical research alone could be staggering. I can absolutely understand your interest. But why did you stop? Why are you here now?”
“I never intended to share the research, but my curiosity overrode my sense. And the more I thought about the implications and potential, the more I came to understand how dangerous this could be in the wrong hands. Not only could it put Six in danger of becoming a test subject again, but there are people that would overlook the inhumane way that she came into the world and possibly try to recreate those same circumstances. And I cannot, even for the greater good, have that on my conscience.”
Bennet and I look at each other again, in full agreement about our next steps.
Putting everything back in the envelope and passing it to Bennet, I turn to Dr. Franks with a serious expression.
“We knew you took the plasma, or at least we had a very strong feeling you did. We used all the rest of the plasma as a last minute Hail-Mary to save Bennet, which didn't work anyway. Or at least we thought it didn't. We noticed there were a handful of tubes missing.”
Dr. Franks' face blanches. “If you didn't have enough, it would have been my fault.”
“Honestly, if it didn't work, it probably wouldn't have. Even with double the amount. I don't think those few tubes would have made a difference. Luckily, it's a non-issue.”
“I have no excuse worthy of your forgiveness. Truth be told, I'm wondering how I made it this far into the house, considering Mr. Posa…”
“He's not your biggest fan right now,” I admit. “It will probably take a lot for him to trust you, but he's generally untrusting of anyone.”
“I had to die to get him to trust me.” Bennet shrugs, smirking.
I scoff at his joke. And you had to die to grow a sense of humor. “It would probably be best to tread carefully around Luis. But we do have a proposal for you.”
“I'm interested in whatever you might have in mind.”
Bennet acknowledges that with a dip of his head, folding his hands together on the table. “Before we get into specifics, there will, of course, be extensive paperwork. You will essentially have to sign away your life in non-disclosure and confidentiality agreements, as well as a slew of other paperwork and promises to keep Six and other involved parties safe and protected from identification.”
“Of course, I would expect nothing less from you.”
“It is my intention to destroy The Adley Corporation, tearing it down and selling it off piece by piece. There might be more to the BioCere Inc. lab than what my father was involved with, and we intend to do what it takes to destroy that, too. But we cannot ignore that some of the research and results that came from that tragedy might have some benefits for the future of medical research.”
Dr. Franks' eyebrows raise, his interest peaked.
“Mr. Williams and I were considering starting our own research project. I know genetics is not your specialty, but as you are already involved and we feel we can trust you, we would like to bring you aboard.”
I like how his delivery doesn't leave much room for refusal. If Dr. Franks notices or disapproves, however, he doesn't show it. In fact, he agrees almost immediately.
“It would be my honor.”
 




Six
Listening as Micah and Bennet show Dr. Franks out, we wait with bated breath for them to join us in the dining room. They walk in to all of us waiting expectantly to learn what happened. We all assumed that Dr. Franks would be on board, but since he took the plasma behind our backs, there was some worry about whether we could trust him enough to involve him. The only other solution, which was the one that Luis trusts the most, was to make him disappear.
Micah grins widely. “One problem down, one to go.”
“I feel like that's an oversimplification,” Bennet asserts, but he looks satisfied.
They catch us up on all the details over lunch. Mrs. Coolson made Bennet's favorite lasagna and offered him his choice of three flavors of protein drinks. 
Bennet takes his job of filling back out seriously, eating an impressive amount of lasagna and drinking two protein drinks. He makes us all laugh when he does an impression of me, declaring the café latte flavor to be his new favorite thing.
I quirk my lips and aim my eyes at the ceiling, but the truth is I love this new Bennet. Don't get me wrong, I loved the old Bennet too—but this Bennet seems freer, happier. Despite being horrifically tortured by his own father, dying, and then coming back to life only to face a plethora of problems to solve, it seems like a weight has been taken off his shoulders.
Weight that he wants to put back on, in the literal sense. He and Micah discuss a physical therapy and workout routine that makes my head spin, but I fully intend on joining them. Getting stronger could never be a bad thing, and also watching these two work out together…Whew!
“What are you thinking about?” Bennet asks me, interrupting my erotic daydream.
My cheeks heat. “Nothing of interest.”
“Oh, really?” He looks like he might force it out of me, but his phone rings. “It's Tony.”
He puts the phone on speaker, another sign of how much he's changed.
“Hi, Tony. I've got you on speaker.”
“Excellent. How are you, man? Last I heard, it wasn't looking good. I was surprised to get your message. Pleasantly, of course.”
“Of course,” Bennet acknowledges jokingly. “I'm fine, thanks in large part to you. Everyone here has filled me in on everything you did to help get me home and then some. I'm eternally grateful, and I intend on showing you just how grateful in due time.”
“Thanks, Bennet. But I hope you'll still feel that way after I tell you what else I did.”
Everyone looks around the room, wondering what could put Tony in the doghouse after all he did to save our lives.
“You called Tova.” He states calmly.
“Who's Tova?” I whisper to Luis.
He shrugs. “My guess is the FBI agent that Bennet was in contact with in the past, when he was trying to build a case against his father for embezzlement.”
“Yes, I called Tova. How did you know?” Tony responds.
“It's what I would have done.” Bennet answers.
“Well, that's good to know. I thought you might be pissed, but I don't think we can take this one down without help. BioCere is bigger than we could have ever expected. Besides Raleigh and the other lab in Atlanta, there are more offices across the country, accounts and investors internationally, and a lot of shady government involvement in some pretty unsavory research projects.”
“I can only imagine. So what do we need to do?”
“For starters, I'd schedule a meeting with Agent Tova as soon as possible. I've got him on standby, just waiting for word from one of you. He's actually staying at the Barnaby Square Hotel, so he could meet at a moment's notice.”
“Always one step ahead,” Bennet praises.
“Learned from the best. Let me know when you want to set up a meeting and I'll make it happen.”
“Go ahead and ask Brenda to set us up for an early lunch tomorrow at the Square. Better make the reservation for seven, I have a feeling everyone will want to attend.”
“You got it, boss.”
“And hey Tony?”
“Yeah?”
“Thanks again. I mean it.”
“Anytime.”
Lukas speaks up. “Are we sure about such a public setting for a meeting?”
“The Square has a private dining room, and Tony knows discretion is important. He'll know what to do.”
Jackson chuckles. “I want to be Tony when I grow up.”
I'm giggling, but Bennet and Luis don't miss a beat. Both of them say, in unison, “I'd just be happy if you grew up.”
They quickly turn to stare at each other before everyone bursts out laughing. I laugh so hard my sides ache, and I definitely know, without a doubt, that I have never been this happy.
Bennet stands, and I expect that he's going to go back to the office, but he surprises me once again.
“Well, now that's all taken care of…I read through some of the files that Tony sent over this morning, there's some pretty disturbing stuff in there. You're welcome to use my computer if you want to dig into it, plus there's the laptop, of course. I'll be upstairs for the rest of the afternoon.”
Is he going to take a nap?
On his way around the table, he grabs my hand and pulls me to walk behind him. Looking back at the guys' surprised faces, I raise my eyebrows and bite back a grin.
Bennet doesn't say a word as he leads me upstairs into his bedroom. I haven't really spent any time in here, but I'm not surprised to see how neat and put together everything is.
While he's digging through a closet, I admire the way he looks in his grey sweatpants and white t-shirt. It's an unusual look for him, almost unnatural, but as he turns and stalks towards me, I definitely have great appreciation for the assets that are highlighted.
The sweatpants hang low on his waist, flowing over the curves of his body, especially his thick and growing erection. I watch, hypnotized, as it bobs beneath the fabric of those blessed pants. Before I know it, he's standing before me, shirtless, a knowing smirk on his face.
“Like what you see?”
“Well, duh, look at yourself.”
He chuckles and starts laying neck ties over his shoulders. He puts six of them around his neck and throws a handful of others to the side.
“What are those for?”
“You'll see. I want to play a game.”
The wetness between my thighs that started as soon as he pulled me into this room, walking around in those damn pants, becomes a trickle.
“That sounds fun.”
“This game is called 'Bennet is in charge, and Six doesn't talk back'.”
Laughing, I roll my eyes. “That sounds like less fun.”
Raising an eyebrow, Bennet removes one tie from around his neck and closes the distance between us. I have to crane my neck to look up at him.
“First, I'm going to take away your sight. So now, not only can you not roll your eyes at me, but you won't know what's coming.” He smirks before he wraps the tie around my eyes, blindfolding me.
“So, what are the rules?” I feel his body move away from me, but I can't hear his footsteps on the carpet, so I have no idea where he's gone.
“Rule number one,” his voice comes from directly behind me, sending a shiver down my spine. “You do whatever I say, when I say it, without question or hesitation.”
“I—”
“Rule number two, no talking back. You only speak when I ask you a direct question or instruct you to say something.”
My face scrunches, and I'm about to say something, but his hand wraps around my mouth. His breath sends shivers down my body as he talks against the shell of my ear.
“No. Talking. Unless I ask you a specific question, or you'll be punished. The only exception is to tell me to stop. If at any point you are uncomfortable or don't want to continue, you can always let me know. Nod that you understand.”
I nod, clenching my thighs together at the low, demanding tone of his voice. I stay still as Bennet gathers my hair into a ponytail and ties it off.
“Good girl. Now, take off your clothes.”
Obediently, I slip out of the denim shorts and pink t-shirt I changed into before lunch. I unhook my bra, letting it fall to the ground. When I go to step out of my panties, Bennet stops me.
“I'll take those.”
Holding them out blindly, they are grabbed from my hand.
“Did you just smell my panties?”
No response.
Well, I guess he is Jackson's brother, after all.
My hands are suddenly yanked behind my body and I'm pushed down onto the bed. My legs are bent behind me, each wrist tied to the opposite ankle, before I'm spun around. I end up face down at the edge of the bed.
“If you're going to mouth off and break the rules, I'll just have to put that mouth to use, now won't I?”
My lips part, taking a breath to respond, but then his thick, hard cock is unceremoniously shoved into my mouth. Surprised, I gag and fight the impulse to bite down. Holding my ponytail, Bennet pulls out a little to let me get my bearings, but then shows no mercy, fucking my mouth.
I have no control. My shoulders pulled back, arms bound to my ankles behind me. The position curves my spine and takes away any ability to balance and adjust myself. The only thing I can move is my head, and he is holding it, forcing my neck to stretch.
His cock hits the back of my throat in a punishing rhythm before he pulls out, a string of drool drawing down my chin. He releases my ponytail and my face hits the bed again. I wipe my mouth on the covers as he releases the ties on my ankles.
“Lay back on the bed.”
I can't help it, I think of saying something sassy again. For example, how exactly do you expect me to move from this position tied up as I am?
But the truth is, I am too turned on to do anything other than comply. I figured out how to get him to punish my mouth. Now I'm paying attention to see what I have to do to get him to punish my aching pussy.
I try my best to turn over, but I just end up flopping around in a very unsexy manner. Chuckling, Bennet shows me pity and unties my hands.
Turning over, I push up onto my knees and turn around towards the middle of the bed. I make a show of stretching out my back before crawling just a few steps in. Before I can lie back, a hard smack lands on my ass.
A yelp escapes me at the sharp sting of the unexpected slap. The sting quickly turns to heat, and I imagine a bright red handprint popping up on my pale skin. I hope the actual visual does as much for him as it does for me.
“Don't think I don't know what you're doing, Six.”
Biting my lip, I shrug my shoulders in a show of innocence before leaning back on my elbows, the position jutting my breasts out.
I feel the bed bow as Bennet climbs onto the bed, hovering over me. I feel his face get close to mine and I lift my chin, expecting him to kiss me, but he just pulls my bottom lip into his mouth and bites down. Not hard enough to draw blood, but hard enough to make his point.
Then he pushes me back so my back is flat against the bed, using his hips to widen my thighs.
Yes, God, finally.
But he doesn't do more than run the underside of his shaft through my folds, making me ache even more. Ignoring my whimpers, Bennet presses his shaft against me while pushing my legs up against my body.
“Hold your legs out like this,” he instructs me.
Grabbing my calves, I hold my legs, effectively spreading myself for him. Still waiting for something, I don't know what, Bennet hovers his mouth barely an inch above my skin, puffing hot breaths down my body and over my pussy. Squirming, I'm about to beg him to touch me, kiss me, fuck me, anything. But then he climbs back over me, bends over my head to remove the pillows. I can hear the rustling of the ties, and I think he might tie my hands to the headboard.
Excitement courses through my veins, but that excitement turns to confusion when he doesn't reach for my hands.
He's not trying to tie my hands to the headboard at all. He's tying my feet to the headboard.
Bennet moves my body and ties me up so that I'm flat on my back. He ties my legs open in a wide V and, secured to the headboard on opposite sides of my head so that I am nearly folded in half. My arms are then tied to my ankles.
My heart is beating erratically as I feel Bennet moving around on the bed. He pulls the comforter out from beneath my body so that all that's left on the bed is the fitted sheet and me, spread and exposed.
I feel the bed dip around my head and then feel Bennet's knees at my shoulders. His hands caress down my body as he lays across me, his cock hitting my face in warning.
“Open, Six.”
Barely able to breathe as it is, I open my mouth wide, allowing his cock to slide once more down the back of my throat. This angle allows him to thrust deeper into my throat, but the position has another surprise. While Bennet has his cock buried in my mouth, his mouth also lands between my legs.
While his hips thrust into my mouth, his tongue is thrusting into my throbbing, oversensitive pussy. His nose rubs against my entrance when he sucks my clit into his mouth and it doesn't take me more than a couple of seconds to detonate. Without the ability to clench my legs, move, or even hold my breath, the orgasm is more intense than I expect it to be. My scream is muffled by the large cock in my throat before he pulls out of me.
My breaths are too loud for me to hear where he is once he moves off the bed, but I feel when he crawls back onto the bed to settle at the base of the V my legs are spread to. He licks me in one long stroke, from ass to clit.
My arms pull uselessly at the restraints, but I can't move any part of my body other than my head. “Too sensitive,” I whine as Bennet plays in my folds like there's candy hidden in there.
He stops, but only for a moment, and only to shut me up. He kisses me deeply, tangling his tongue with mine so I can taste my arousal, before shoving my panties in my mouth and then using another tie to gag me. My cries are muffled as he resumes his tongue thrashing.
He licks and sucks until my muffled cries are loud enough to let him know something big is about to happen. I can feel a hot flood of liquid trickling from my body right as he adjusts on the bed. He inserts his thumb into the trickle, spreading it up and using it to circle over my clit.
Another orgasm tears through me violently as Bennet thrusts into me, the unexpected intrusion hitting deep. I feel like I'm being split apart as he fucks me, hard and fast. My muffled moans are being pushed from my body with each thrust.
Bennet loops one arm beneath my ass, lifting my hips. The slight change in position hits a sharp spot inside me that sends me careening over an edge I wasn't expecting. I'm dangerously close to peeing, and I want to call out a warning, but my cries are muffled. I can't control any of my body's faculties. A spark travels down my spine and back up to my toes, and there's nothing I can do to control the wave that overtakes me. Then Bennet pinches my over sensitized clit and I scream so loud and high that the gag can't even muffle it enough not to be heard across the house.
Bennet bends over my body, his arms braced on either side of my head. His hips roll and undulate with his thrusts as my inner muscles continue to clamp down, pulsing and squeezing until he cries out. Slamming into me one last time, he rocks against me, riding out my orgasm as he reaches to release each tie from my arms and legs.
My legs come down, my hips stretched and sore, to wrap around his hips as he continues to move inside me.
“Fuuuuck,” he moans as he pulls the blindfold and gag from my face, looking down at me with an exhausted and almost pained expression. “I can't stop. I never want to stop.”
Instead of softening, his cock grows hard again, each push inside me squelching our combined releases around the edges of his shaft. Hooking one leg around him, I flip us over so that I'm on top.
My hips are sore and I'm over-sensitized to the point of discomfort, but I don't want to stop either. I roll my hips, grinding down on his never-dying erection. Bending forward, I press my breasts into Bennet's face as I reach for the ties that are still attached to the headboard, slipknots still conveniently in place. He lets me slip them over his wrists, tying him down.
Sitting up, I steady my hands against his chest and lock my feet over the front of his thighs so I can push myself up and down his shaft. The rhythm finds me, and before I know it, I'm bouncing up and down, riding his cock until another orgasm runs through me and I can't move anymore.
His arms still attached to the ties, Bennet shifts me under him, his arms bound across each other. He uses the leverage from the bindings to drive into me, the ties cutting into his wrists. My hands grip his ass, pulling him deeper.
Sweat drenches our bodies, dripping off his hair, face, and chest as he thrusts into me with slow, firm strokes. He takes my mouth as he comes, and I swallow his breathless moans, tears leaking from my eyes.
We collapse in pure exhaustion after we're finally able to release Bennet's arms from the ties. They'd tightened so much they rubbed his wrists raw and bloody. Covered in sweat and tears and cum, we lay wrapped around each other, our limbs too useless to move.
As we're drifting off to sleep, my head on Bennet's chest, movement grabs my attention. Bennet groans.
“Ignore that.”
“How is it still…”
“I don't know, but the damn thing is going to fall off. Don't give it any attention.”
With great effort, Bennet rolls over onto his stomach, his arm around my middle. We finally succumb to the exhaustion and fall into a deep sleep.
 




Lukas
It's a little hard to focus with the intermittent noises happening directly above our heads. At first, Bennet's stamina is impressive. After a while, it almost becomes alarming.
Finally, after hours, we don't hear any further movement from the room above our heads. I'm not sure why we didn’t just move into the dining room, but I think part of me is comforted by the tangible proof that Bennet is alive and well.
Very, very well.
The four of us who aren’t having marathon sex are going through all the files Tony was able to hack from the lab. He had thought that there would be more in the internal servers and he was right.
There is further proof of the atrocities committed for the ProGen series. The files we had before only mentioned that Six was the most successful of the series. We didn’t know until they were inside the lab that Eight was even still alive. We didn’t have access to anything that gave us any specifications for the other subjects. The files that Tony was able to pull from the server are a lot more thorough.
“Is it just me, or does it feel wrong to refer to them as ‘subjects’? Six is a person, not a subject. And so was Eight, whether or not she could communicate effectively.”
Nodding, I agree with Jackson. “It really does, but since that’s how the files refer to them, it’s hard not to use their terms when we’re reading aloud. It’s all sick, though.”
“Fucking hell, did you see this? Some of them were used to test common interrogation techniques. They used EEG measurements to figure out what the most painful or psychologically traumatic forms of torture were, and then sold the information to government entities, both foreign and domestic.” Luis looks like he wants to throw the laptop across the room. “I wonder how much our government knew about how those studies were obtained.”
“What pisses me off the most is that all of this ‘research’ is all being used for useless bullshit or flat out evil. They knew that Six’s blood had regenerative properties, but instead of making important medical advancements that could save lives, they used it to try to create superpowers and force more ‘test subjects’ to be born.” Micah shakes his head. “It’s fucked up! At least we might build something good from it, though. That’s what I keep telling myself.”
All of us are a little on edge after reading about the atrocities that were committed at the BioCere lab. The worst part was the videos. Some of them were just Six doing puzzles, but the lively woman we all know and love wasn’t much more than a puppet. She never smiled or reacted to anything, simply moving through her tasks like a machine on autopilot.
The most disturbing was a series of tests after they realized she had gained heightened reflexes. They threw and shot things at her, and even terrorized her at night by trying to catch her off guard while she was sleeping. We witnessed her get burned with a flamethrower and shot with rubber bullets multiple times.
Then there were the tests where they had her watch hours of martial arts videos and then had guards attack her. We shut the videos off when two guards were sent in to hold her down and assault her in the middle of the night, explicitly instructed to do ‘whatever it took to agitate’ her. The only saving grace from that video was that we got to watch her beat the shit out of those guards, killing one by stabbing him in the throat with an ink pen she pulled from his front pocket. Even I grinned cruelly at the way the surviving guard beat on the door and screamed for help.
I like to think that even if she hadn’t escaped to come find us, that she would have burned that whole place to the ground, eventually.
The second lab, in Atlanta, is also a corrupt testing facility, but they have a more legitimate business front in the pharmacogenomics industry. Officially, their mission is to evaluate responses to various drug therapies based on their genetic markers.
Unofficially, they test genetic reactions to biological and chemical weapons. They do a lot of testing on animals, and we have the unfortunate pleasure of reading and watching the evidence of some of their human trials as well.
They didn’t seem to get into the Raleigh lab’s brand of evil until Six started showing obvious signs of “promising advancements.” Not long before Six escaped, the files show that the Atlanta lab was meant to receive a large shipment of her genetic material—mostly blood or plasma, but also saliva, urine, and skin samples, to start an entirely new study based solely off her DNA.
The files also included some evidence that Adley and the Atlanta lab’s executive were having disagreements about whether Six herself should be sent to Atlanta. Ronald Johnson, the ProGen director and overall owner of BioCere Inc., wanted her on site for the new chapter of experiments. Adley, apparently, was creating enemies by keeping his main asset close.
“I bet they were pissed as hell when she escaped,” Jackson says.
“They were already angry too,” I point out. “All those tests Adley did outside the lab with your moms were completely unsanctioned. The tests for mine and Micah's families were the only ones officially run by BioCere. He was already going rogue.”
“I have a feeling Mr. Adley might not have lived much longer, with or without our help,” Luis says without a shred of sympathy.
“I can't look at this anymore,” Micah says, closing the laptop.
I nod in agreement. “We've been at this since noon. We should probably go stretch our legs or something. Maybe take a walk before the sun sets completely?”
Overhead, a familiar noise starts up again.
“Well, I guess they're awake. We could see if they want to go for a walk,” Micah says jokingly.
“How has his dick not fallen off yet?” Jackson exclaims.
Luis shakes his head. “Do you think he was always like this? Or could it be a side effect of the plasma?”
“I had some of that. I didn't have an erection that lasted 24 hours.”
I laugh. “You seem disappointed by that.”
“Well, I mean—who wouldn't want to fuck Six until their dick falls off?”
We all take a moment to consider that until we hear a familiar feminine moan that definitely has my pants getting tighter. With a quick look around to confirm that we're all thinking the same thing, everyone bolts from the room, laughing and pushing each other, trying to beat each other up the stairs like children.
It's no surprise that I make it up last, but once Jackson and Micah burst through the door, I'm thinking being the awkward first might be the worst.
Six screams, but then laughs when Jackson yells, “What the hell kind of kinky shit is going on in here?!”
The rest of us walk into the room to see what he’s shrieking about, finding Six with her ass up in the air, legs tied to opposite ends of the footboard. Her arms are bound as well, pulled down beneath her body and tied to the center of the footboard.
She and Bennet are laughing uncontrollably, having been startled out of…whatever it is they’re doing in here. Of course, she’s stuck in her position and unable to move, but Bennet is sitting on the bed next to her, wiping tears from his eyes.
Luis turns the light on.
“Rude,” Micah says.
“I just wanted to see the setup a little better,” Luis says, walking over to the bed and flicking something on or near Six’s ass.
Jackson chokes out a laugh. “Holy shit, Six. Your ass is red.”
Six is blushing so hard it’s spreading down her back. Sure enough, her ass is red too, but I don’t think that’s from blushing. There’s a clear handprint across her left ass cheek that I’m having trouble taking my eyes off.
“Can we not all stand around staring at my ass while I’m all trussed up and literally cannot move?”
Jackson moves closer, strumming one binding. “Wow, these are pretty tight. Neck ties? Nice.” Running his hand up her calf, he gets to the binding that is holding her knees down. “Did you rip a sheet?”
Bennet shrugs. “I didn’t have any rope.”
Luis looks at me. “He didn’t have any rope.”
I shrug and nod. “Seems legit.”
Micah is probably trying to be serious when he asks Bennet, “So, how long have you maintained that erection?”
Bennet picks up a pillow and holds it in front of him.
“Nu-uh. Nope. Put that down, or untie me. The ceiling light is glaring directly into my asshole right now. You do not get to cover up your stubborn cock,” yells Six.
“Why is it so hot when she says words like ‘asshole’ and ‘cock’?” Jackson asks me from across the room.
“Probably because she looks too sweet and innocent to have such a filthy mouth,” I answer.
Six scoffs, as if she weren’t face down on a mattress with her ass in the air. “You should talk, sweater vest!”
Even I have to laugh at that.
“Ooh, Six is feeling spicy tonight,” Jackson says through his laughter, reaching to tug on the rope holding her arms down between her legs. “What do you call this setup?”
“We were calling it fun,” Six mutters under her breath.
Bennet, his shoulders still shaking from laughter, makes eye contact with me and I almost see a lightbulb go off.
Oh boy.
“Lukas, are you going to let her get away with that sweater vest joke, or do you think she might need to be punished?”
Admittedly, I’m aroused and intrigued. But standing around in a well-lit room having people watch me try something new is a little outside my comfort zone. Bennet enjoys being in charge though, and he hasn’t gotten to have the same experiences that the rest of us have…together.
“I think you might be right. What’s on your mind?”
“Well, I was in the middle of turning her ass red for being sassy and mouthing off. And I was thinking that it was too bad I can't punish her mouth and her ass at the same time. But now that you're here…”
My mouth pulls up on one side, eyebrow quirked. “Seems like with so many of us here, we could punish her in all sorts of ways. And maybe Jackson too, for being a brat in general.”
Luis nods in my direction. “He does have big brat energy, doesn't he?”
“Don't even think about it, man. Number one, we're related and I'm not into that. Number two, I'm not sure my ass could take that tree trunk you call a dick.”
“I'm not sure mine could either,” Micah deadpans.
“There's only one person I'm sticking my dick in, and it isn't either of you.”
“Well, thank fuck for small favors. I wouldn’t be able to sit for a week—”
“Oh, my god…How is it I’m tied to a bed, butt naked, with my knees pulled apart and my ass in the air, surrounded by five men who have general permission to do whatever they want to me…but we’re all just standing around cracking jokes about Luis’ huge cock? Honestly, unless you’re putting it inside me, I don’t want to hear about it.”
All of us blink down at Six, a little shocked, but mostly amused at her outburst.
“Remember when she used to blush when you told her to eat?” I ask Bennet, walking closer but purposefully ignoring Six and continuing the banter just to frustrate her.
“Are you serious right now?”
Bending closer to her ear, I whisper, “Must be the sweater vest clouding my judgment.” And then, in a totally uncharacteristic moment, I give her ass a hard smack.
She lurches and cries out, her eyes wide with shock. “Did he just…”
“Oh, it’s on now…” Jackson says as he gets undressed.
Someone has the forethought to turn off the overhead light and turn on some side lamps instead, so the light isn’t as glaring. As I strip, I consider how much we’re all going to appreciate not missing Bennet, his absence having left a gaping hole that no one could look past.
I’m unsure if this is how it will always be, but I notice that I’m not the only one waiting for Bennet’s cues. I want to give him the opportunity to get comfortable with the idea of all of us in here together, and also it’s clear that he thrives on control. The ropes biting into Six’s ankles are evidence of that.
“Before we begin, it seems we have some brats to punish. Luckily, I have plenty more ‘rope’. Micah, would you mind?” He gestures to a mound of ripped sheets sitting on the table. Micah grabs a few lengths and stands beside Bennet, wrapping it over his arm like an electrical cord.
Bennet pauses, his hand on his chin, considering his options. Jackson eyes us warily, although he is clearly excited. His erection is jutting straight out, his eyes bright with mirth.
Six lets out an exasperated sigh at how long it’s taking anyone to touch her. One side of my mouth turns up in a smirk. Withholding is more fun than I thought it would be.
Just for fun, I sit and lounge back on the bed. Positioning myself so that I’m close enough for her to reach, if she had control of her arms that is, I lazily stroke myself.
Bennet catches my eye and winks approvingly.
Micah comes up with his own idea. “Jackson, would you mind holding Six’s hands?”
Jackson agrees, looking maybe a little disappointed that he isn’t about to get punished, but I see Micah’s ruse before he and Bennet jump on Jackson, holding him down. They tie his hands to Six’s, threading the ‘rope’ through her bindings. If he pulls too hard, he pulls on her, and in that position she can’t move far.
Jackson is now bent over the edge of the bed with his hands bound in front of him, his face maybe a foot from Six’s ass. Pushing up to his knees, he crawls forward to bury his face in her ass, licking her pussy from behind.
Six groans, finally getting a little relief.
“Jackson, I don’t think you understand how punishment works. You’re going to let him get away with that, Micah?” Bennet leans back against the dresser, casually watching how this is going to play out.
Micah grabs Jackson by the back of his thighs and jerks him back. Climbing up on the bed, he straddles Jackson backwards across his lower back to hold him down.
“Lukas—” Bennet gets my attention before tossing me some of his homemade rope. Following his lead, we each secure one of Jackson’s feet to opposite bed rails. So now Jackson is bent over the edge of the footboard, with his hands bound above his head and his legs spread and bound so he can’t move much more than Six can.
The two of them bound like this is quite a sight.
Six is groaning about being left wanting again.
“Luis, care to use your best asset to shut her up?” Bennet suggests.
Luis stalks to the front of the bed, and stroking her hair back, stares down at her. Six licks her lips. That seems to be permission enough. His hand tightens on the nape of her neck, lifting her head up. With her neck craned back, he has perfect access to her mouth.
Holding his impressive erection with one hand, he rubs the head of it around her lips as if he were applying lipstick. Six sticks out her tongue, licking him before he pushes the head of his cock inside her mouth. Her mouth opens wide, stretching around his thickness, barely able to take more than a few inches.
Some guys might feel intimidated by seeing their girl struggle to take a huge cock, but I am hard and turned on as ever, absentmindedly stroking myself as I watch her lips stretch, eyes watering. Luis is as gentle as he can be, working into her mouth bit by bit. I’m transfixed, startling out of my voyeuristic paralysis by a loud smack.
Six cries out in surprise, causing her to jerk forward and choke herself on Luis’ cock.
Bennet has joined the group, doling out Six’s punishment, caressing and soothing the spot where he smacked her before spanking her again. She yelps every time, taking Luis a little deeper as he thrusts into her, slow and controlled, still only getting in about halfway before her mouth can’t take anymore.
Micah is having a little too much fun pinning Jackson down. He’s pinching his ass and patting it like a drum, and now has spread apart his ass cheeks to blow on his crack.
“Dude, that’s not fair! Okay, okay, okay…My safe word is ‘Anaconda’ because if Luis gets near me, my buns don’t want none.”
More than one person snorts, trying to hold back their laughter.
Taking inspiration from Bennet, I move behind Jackson. Gesturing to Micah to get ready to hold him, I caress my fingers over his ass before landing a hard smack.
“Oh, fuck!” Jackson squeals.
Six moans around Luis’ cock, earning her a smack right over her pussy that only causes her to moan louder, the muffling of her high pitched mewls only make it hotter.
We trade smacks and moans until Six’s pussy is so wet there is wetness sliding down her leg. Jackson is so hard and worked up that he is pressing his hips into the bed, trying to get any kind of friction.
Micah reaches out and pulls my neck down so he can take my mouth in a searing kiss. Pressed into Jackson’s back and ass, we hold each other’s erections, stroking and thrusting into each other.
“Oh holy night, this is fucking torture,” Jackson whines, earning himself his hardest smack yet.
On the other end of our human chain, Luis is dirty talking Six.
“You take it so good, pretty girl. I love seeing your mouth stretched around my big cock, feeling you choke every time your ass gets smacked.” He looks up at Bennet. “She takes her punishment so well, don’t you think, brother?”
“She does indeed. Such a good girl. Lukas, don’t you love the way her ass lights up for us?”
A nod is all I can manage at the moment.
“I think maybe it’s time for a little reward, don’t you think?”
Micah shifts off Jackson’s back, down his ass like a playground slide. Bennet is untying one of his ankles from the bed, so I reach down and untie the other.
“Flip him over,” Bennet whispers to Micah.
Micah grabs Jackson’s hips while I control his shoulders, flipping him onto his back. In this position, his face is only inches from being right beneath Six’s pussy. Bennet reaches over and releases Six’s hands so she can steady herself, and I push Jackson’s body up so she is hovering right over his face.
His arms and hands loose, he reaches up to hook his arms around Six’s thighs, pulling her down onto his mouth. Six cries out, rubbing herself on his face as he licks and sucks, drawing out little moans of pleasure. She finds a rhythm where she is rocking against Jackson's face, using the momentum to bob up and down on Luis’ cock. She pulls her mouth away, saliva pouring over her chin.
“More!” she cries, before wrapping her lips around Luis’s cock again, taking him as deep as she can manage.
Bennet smacks her pussy and inserts two fingers, pumping in and out, drawing her wetness out until it’s dripping over his hand and down her thighs.
“Fuck, Six. Always so responsive, so ready for us.”
She pulls off again, crying “more!” louder before Luis grabs her face in both hands and shoves his cock into her mouth. He fucks her face, less gently this time, thrusting his hips and stuffing as much of himself into her mouth as he can, which is still barely more than half of what he has to give her.
Bennet leans close to her ear, commanding her in a low voice as tears wet her face. “Come for us, Six. Jackson needs to be lubed up so Micah and Lukas can fuck him.”
Six’s eyes roll back into her head and she gurgles, her body tensing. Micah presses his dick against Jackson’s as he leans over to pump his fingers into Six as she comes, working a handful of slick wetness from her body.
I’m about to step out and grab my bottle of lube, because I can’t not fuck Micah while he’s fucking Jackson, while he’s face fucking Six, and so on. But Bennet is ready for me, passing me a tube that I use to palm over my cock, slicking me up.
Micah gathers the cum from Six’s trembling body and, pushing his knees up against his body, spreads it over Jackson’s ass. When he inserts a finger, working into him to loosen and spread him, he groans.
“Damn, Jackson. You’re going to be so tight.”
Jackson moans, rocking his hips against Micah’s fingers. “I’m ready for you man, fuck me good.”
Reaching forward, I squirt some extra lube directly on Jackson’s ass, and then rub a handful over Micah’s cock, stroking him. I squeeze and pump him before helping him line up to Jackson’s ass. As Micah eases the head of his cock inside Jackson’s puckered hole, I turn my attention to Micah’s ass.
As I am fingering Micah, Bennet climbs up onto the bed, bending one knee next to Jackson’s body and lining up to Six’s entrance. Quickly lining myself up, I thrust into Micah at the same time that Bennet thrusts into Six.
Everyone moves in different rhythms, writhing against each other. Luis in Six’s mouth, Bennet behind her in her pussy, and Jackson holding her down to suck her clit all at the same time. As Jackson is sucking on Six, Micah thrusts into his ass, his arms on either side of Jackson’s body for leverage as I take his ass.
Jackson comes first, grabbing his cock and pumping twice before spraying cum all over Micah’s chest and neck. His yells, muffled into Six’s sweet pussy, set her off again. She cries through her mouthful of cock, Bennet pistoning his hips into her as he unties some of the ropes.
Micah backs into me, pushing himself harder onto my cock and forcing me back a couple of steps. Pulling out of Jackson, he yanks him back from under Six and flips him around, thrusting back into him.
Micah fucks Jackson hard and fast, ping-ponging back and forth between our bodies, basically fucking himself on my cock while he fucks Micah.
“Fuuuucckkkk, that’s so goooood,” Jackson moans as Micah pounds against his prostate.
Luis and Bennet both pull out of Six. She whimpers, but Luis lays across the bed for her to crawl up his body and sink down onto his gigantic cock with a sigh. Leaning forward, she presents her ass to Bennet, who is pumping lube over his already dripping wet erection.
Climax threatens as I watch Bennet sink into Six’s ass, slowly, until fully seated. They are still for a moment, letting her accommodate to the size of both of them at once. Jackson reaches across the bed, slinking his hand between Six and Luis to rub her clit until she moves, grinding on both cocks.
God damn.
Her raspy breaths and gasps are my undoing, my orgasm building at the base of my spine. Roughly, I push Micah down, flattening him against Jackson as I take control of his ass. Gripping his hips, I drive into him, thrusting, my body slapping against his until I erupt with a grunt.
“Fuck, Lukas, yes. Harder!” Micah lifts one leg onto the edge of the bed, deepening my angle as I bring him over the edge with me. I fill his ass with my hot cum, while he pulls out and, yanking Jackson’s head back roughly by the hair, shoots ropes of cum onto his face.
Six watches us as she rides the two brothers. When Micah’s cum splashes onto Jackson’s face, his mouth opening to catch as much as possible, she loses it. Her hips roll and she mewls, shaking her head back and forth.
Bennet catches her hair and wraps it around his hand, arching her neck and back. Luis grips her hip with one hand, wrapping the other around her throat.
“Come for us, pretty girl,” he growls, as the brothers move.
Using her hair as leverage, Bennet sets a punishing rhythm, fucking her ass, his body bouncing off of hers in quick but hard thrusts. Luis rolls his hips, thrusting upwards with slower, longer strokes, using her hip and his grip around her throat to hold her steady.
As Six’s moans grow louder and uncontrolled, Bennet encourages her. “That’s right, my good girl. I want to hear you scream as you come on our cocks.”
She obliges, a throaty scream tearing out of her as her body spasms. Luis chokes out a cry as her walls clamp down on him.
“Shit, that’s fucking tight,” he grunts out, and then roars.
Bennet moans as he closes in on his climax too, thrusting into Six a few more times and crying out his release.
Everyone collapses, breathing heavily. Bennet pulls out of Six’s ass, a string of cum trailing off the end of his semi-hard cock. Luis lifts her off of him, his cock snaking out of her and a surge of fluid pours out of her and all over his lap.
Six is boneless and all of us are wobbly as we make our way to the big bathroom off Six’s suite. Luis carries Six and Micah starts the bath. Jackson finds a bottle of calming scented bubble bath.
We all sink into the hot water and bubbles, washing each other and resting against the edge, satiated and happy. Once we’re all cleaned up and relaxed, we head downstairs to raid the kitchen. We eat cheese and crackers and fruit, listening to Jackson tell us stories about all the places he’s traveled and the characters he’s met. When we head to bed, we all pile into the big bed and the trundle—Bennet, Six, and Luis in the big bed, with Jackson, Micah and me on the trundle.
For the first time in recent memory, everyone sleeps peacefully. There are no nightmares, no restlessness, no anxious insomnia.
Just…peace.




Jackson
It’s amazing what a couple of days of meds, some good sleep, and an orgy can do.
While my thought process isn’t, and may never be, perfect—I’m feeling much better, much more like myself. I’m able to overpower the intrusive thoughts and focus on my family, which is all I can ask for.
Our meeting with the feds is today. It would be impossible to not feel a little anxious about it. This is a massive operation that needs to be taken down. We have to balance turning over what we know with keeping some information back in order to not expose Six. Keeping her safe is our top priority. Not that she makes it easy…
We try, knowing we will fail, to get Six to stay home. I even offer to stay with her, enticing her with a hike to one of my favorite secret swimming spots from my childhood. When that doesn’t work, I try reminding her of how much fun the woods can be, asking if the tree burn on her back has completely healed.
She wants to help take down the operation that allowed the atrocities that happened to her, Eight, and so many others to occur. It doesn’t matter if she wouldn’t have existed without it, the torture she went through and the lives of the other test subjects are too heinous to overlook. If there’s one thing they gave her in that lab, it’s a superior mind built for solving problems, and she is bound and determined to make it count.
As we’re all getting dressed, Six keeps running up with different outfits, asking if they look okay. She’s full of excited, nervous energy.
“What’s gotten into you?” I ask her.
She looks up at me with her bright, pale grey eyes. “This is my first time going out in public. I’ve never eaten at a restaurant or been around people other than you all. I’m excited, but part of me is a little concerned about fitting in. I can’t help but worry that it’ll be all too obvious that I don’t belong, and then I’ll blow our cover.”
I consider using that to persuade her to stay home, but I’d feel too guilty. “Six, you’re smarter than the vast majority of the population, you’re kind, you’re funny, and you happen to be drop dead gorgeous to boot. You don’t have to talk or put on a show, and it’s okay to be nervous. He’s a cop, I’m sure he’s used to people acting weird around him.”
“Here, come on,” I say, walking over to the closet with her. I choose a simple but pretty sundress and a pair of converse sneakers. “Perfect.”
“Ohh, you look pretty, Six.” Micah says to her when he comes in.
Bennet doesn’t say much, but stares a little too hard and then has to leave the room. Six looks concerned, looking down at her outfit with a creased brow.
“You look great, Six,” Luis assures her. “Don’t worry about him.”
“Is he okay? Is he upset about something?” She’s too kind to say it, but I think she’s also worried that he might have returned to his unaffected, aloof persona.
“He’s still struggling with perma-boner,” I explain to her with a smirk.
Lukas rolls his eyes, returning his gaze to Six’s skirt. “Perma-boner? Really?”
Pulling a middle finger out of my pocket, I blow him a kiss with it and wink. “Shut up, Sweater Vest. You know you find me endearing.”
“Alright children,” Bennet says upon his return, taking us in. “You know, you all actually clean up pretty well. I’m impressed.”
Given that The Square is on the fancier end of lunch spots, we’re all dressed in slacks and button-up shirts. Well, all except Luis. He’s still wearing jeans and his signature black boots, but the jeans are dark and well pressed, with no holes. His black button-down shirt isn’t tucked in, but he still looks pretty sharp. Bennet, of course, is wearing a full suit. Mr. Coolson actually helped him take it in with some fabric tape and well placed safety pins so his weight loss isn’t so apparent. And the alterations are temporary, so his suit won’t be ruined when he fills back out.
We don’t have the minivan anymore, having left it behind during the BioCere fiasco, so Bennet hires a car. When an actual limousine shows up, I shouldn’t be impressed, but I am, and it’s probably obvious. I have a real urge to stand up and stick my head out of the sunroof, Tom Hanks style.
Note to self, add Big to Six’s movie list.
Bennet is back in CEO mode on the way to the restaurant, discussing what we should or should not divulge during the meeting.
“Anything to do with Six or the ProGen series is off the table. There’s enough other nefarious dealings to warrant taking them down. ProGen was the worst of it, but there’s too much chance of exposing Six and them finding out what makes her special. I don’t trust anyone with that information.”
We are all in agreement there. We spent all morning printing out files worth of evidence for all manner of crimes: from embezzlement and fraud, to corporate espionage and both human and animal testing of weapons and unsanctioned pharmaceuticals. Not one person connected to BioCere will likely see sky outside the confines of a prison yard again.
Six keeps fidgeting with her dress and bouncing her knee. Resting my hand on her thigh, I try to lend her some comfort but just end up turned on, my hand riding up her skirt.
Bennet groans and shifts in his seat. “You can’t do that around me right now.”
Making a face, I remove my hand. “I think there’s an 800-number you can call for that, you know.”
“Pretty sure you can only call that number if you took the little blue pills,” Micah says with a chuckle.
“I wonder if Dr. Franks could help?” suggests Lukas.
“I’m pretty sure all any of us can do is mark it down as a side effect, assuming it was the plasma that is causing it.”
Unable to control my laughter, I snort. “Adley was trying to create an injection to make super-humans, but the whole time he had the true billion-dollar miracle right under his nose: super-boners!”
“I’m not sure anyone would pay for this.”
“I might,” Six says under her breath.
Bennet points at her. “No. Behave.”
Lukas tries to hold back his laughter, and I am giggling uncontrollably at this point. I can tell Luis wants to laugh, but he’s trying to pretend he’s an adult. Buzz kill.
“That actually does seem like it would be super uncomfortable. I’m surprised you’re not chafing by now.” Micah actually keeps a straight face, sounding concerned.
“Oh, I am actually quite chafed from yesterday. That’s why I’ve been avoiding you all day,” he tells Six, still trying to avoid looking at her.
Grimacing, I do feel some sympathy towards a chafed dick. “One time when I was backpacking in Florida, I had to wade through waist deep swamp for a while and it was super hot and muggy. The waterproof bag I kept my change of clothes in apparently had a hole, so I didn’t have any dry underwear or pants to change into, so I had to hike for four hours with wet drawers. My junk was so chafed I could barely walk, and I had to take three days off. I still hate Florida.”
“Gross,” Micah says, returning his attention to Bennet. “I’m sure we can find some cream for it or something.”
“Great. For now though, can we just stop referring to it at all? We’re here.”
The limo pulls around to a side entrance, where a valet opens the door and ushers us inside. “Mr. Adley, we’re so glad to have you with us again. We’ve got you all set up in the private room, and your guest has already arrived.”
Buttoning his jacket button in that way that powerful men do, Bennet waits for us to join him before nodding to the valet to open the door. He strides in confidently, walking towards where a stocky man in a blue suit stands, holding his hand out.
My phone rings. I scramble to turn off the ringer, returning it to my pocket with an apologetic grin. Bennet turns his attention back to the dark-haired man.
“Agent Tova, it’s nice to meet you. Thank you for coming.”
“I’m glad we could finally meet in person. I’ve been trying to make this happen for a while.”
“Circumstances didn’t allow for it at the time. Things have changed.”
“Yes, of course. My condolences.” He bows his head slightly.
“Unnecessary,” Bennet dismisses the sentiment. He gestures to us. “This is my family. Six, Lukas, Micah, Jackson, and Luis.”
If Agent Tova is confused by the introduction or our family dynamic, he doesn’t show it. He simply nods to each of us and shakes our hands. “So nice to make your acquaintance. Shall we sit? I think we have much to discuss.”
Nodding, Bennet pulls out a chair for Six, but then moves a few chairs over to sit closest to Agent Tova. I work hard to suppress my grin as I sit next to her, directly across from Bennet, resting my arm over the back of her chair.
My phone buzzes in my pocket. Since when am I so popular?
We sit in relative silence as a few servers arrive with place settings, water, and trays of tiny appetizers. Bennet has already placed everyone’s orders, which explains the lack of menus. Because of course he has.
Once we are alone, Bennet doesn’t waste any time reaching for the files that Lukas is carrying with him.
“When we started working together a few years ago, and until recently, we thought that my father’s misdeeds were limited to primarily financial crimes and illegal business practices. Obviously, given what we found in Raleigh, we were very wrong. In these files, you’ll find an extensive list and concrete proof of the white-collar crimes that we were already sure about, and so much more. BioCere Inc. was not just a shell company, it was much deeper and more disturbing than anyone could have ever suspected. Crimes against humanity, murder, government espionage—you name it.”
Agent Tova whistles, flipping through the pages. He grimaces as he reads through some of the sick details of what these labs are capable of. And he doesn’t even know the worst of it.
Bennet hands the agent another file. “And here is proof of what is happening in the second BioCere Inc. lab in Atlanta, Georgia. This lab actually tries to present itself as a legitimate operation, but the tests and experiments they are conducting there are just as shockingly disturbing and illegal.”
After waiting for the wait staff to set our entrees in front of us and clear out again, Bennet gets right to the point. “Agent Tova, how do we shut this operation down and how quickly can we manage it?”
“This is all quite troubling indeed, and you’re right, much worse than we ever suspected. But it will likely still take years to pin anything on them and hope it sticks.”
Lukas is outraged. “What do you mean, hope it sticks? There’s proof of all of their crimes right there. We have video footage of Jackson Adley’s partner, Dr. Ronald Johnson, the director of BioCere Inc., either committing or signing off on all manner of horrific and highly illegal activity. How is this not enough to shut them down and put them away for good?”
“Lukas, is it? Tell me, how did you come into possession of these records?”
Lukas doesn’t answer.
“Is it safe to say that you didn’t obtain them by strictly legal means?”
“Why would that matter if all the proof is there, plain as day?” I ask, not actually answering his question. My phone continues to buzz in my pocket.
“Unfortunately, even the most concrete evidence can be thrown out or suppressed if not obtained legally. I’ve seen full confessions of some of the most heinous crimes get thrown out because they were considered inadmissible. I’ve seen murderers walk free because of simple mistakes in the chain of custody for hard evidence. Not only would none of this stand up in court, but it could make it all null and inadmissible even if we found another way to back up the claims, simply because of how the information landed in our hands.”
Micah shakes his head in disbelief. “With all due respect, sir, that’s bullshit.”
“Well, Agent Tova—”
“Please, you can call me Derrick.”
“Okay, Derrick. Tell me what we can do. Because we cannot wait years while these crimes continue to be committed. The people that run this company are a direct threat to the safety of my family, not to mention countless others if they are allowed to continue to operate.” How Bennet stays so calm and collected, I will never understand. It’s a talent I definitely do not possess.
“The best we can hope for is to catch them in some sort of illegal activity that would give our team a legitimate reason to raid their place of business. Then we could seize their computers and gain access to the same information you have here, just legally. But, honestly, I’d been watching your father for years. I am a very thorough investigator, and I never knew about your father’s involvement in any sort of research facility. These people know how to cover their tracks.”
I’m distracted for a moment, reaching into my pocket to turn my phone off. Grasping at straws, I throw out anything I can think of.
“How could we get them to make a mistake, then? A trap of some sort? An undercover spy? What is it you people do to catch the bad guys?”
“There are sting operations, but they take time and paperwork. If we want to take them down and make sure they stay down, it’s going to take some patience.”
“Fuck that,” Luis exclaims.
If the agent takes any offense to that, he doesn’t show it. Instead, he actually shakes his head in agreement. “I agree that it’s…distressing. But if we don’t do this the right way, they could get away scot-free. Can you tell me anything about how they have threatened or endangered you specifically?”
“Not without putting us in more danger, no.”
“I can offer you protection…”
“The government is the biggest thing we need protection from,” Bennet interrupts indignantly. “There has to be another solution.”
“Do you think they’d do anything illegal to get this information back?” Lukas asks curiously.
“What do you mean?”
“What if, for instance, they were approached by someone who threatened to expose them? Would it be illegal for them to pay to cover up their crimes?”
“It’s possible something like that could work, but my guess is they’re probably smart enough to find a way around it. And, unfortunately, they have ties to some very important people that could help make evidence like this disappear.”
“What about kidnapping?”
Everyone’s gaze snaps to Six. “What?”
“If someone were being held there against their will? Would that be enough to raid the building?”
“Yes. But who would they—”
“Me.”
Agent Tova stares as the five of us erupt in a fury of outrage.
“What?!”
“That is not happening.”
“Absolutely not!”
“Are you out of your mind?”
“I forbid it.”
The last statement from Bennet has Six narrowing her eyes. “You might be in charge in the bedroom, but I am my own person and I make my own decisions. This would work.”
“It’s too dangerous, Six.”
She looks at Agent Tova. “There’s only one thing they want badly enough to make a mistake like that.”
“You?”
She nods.
The room runs out of air as we all stare at her, incredulous. Luis stands up, knocking his chair back, and walks out of the room. Wait staff scramble out of his way as he stalks out, his fists balled up, a vein in his forehead threatening to explode.
Bennet looks at the agent. “It’s not happening.”
He nods, not arguing, but looks pensive as he studies the plate of pasta in front of him. “I have to ask. What is it about her that would make her important enough for Johnson and his staff to want to come after her?”
“We can’t answer that,” Lukas says plainly, his discomfort with the situation clear on his pained expression.
Micah nods, reaching for Lukas’ hand. “We’ve all been through a lot, Agent Tova. And much of it was to protect this girl right here.”
Six stands, her posture defiant. “I have some…knowledge that they want. Without what I have, they can’t continue their main experiments and lose everything they’ve worked for. We need them shut down, and we need it done now. I’m in danger. You’re in danger, either way. This is the only way to pull them out of their safety zone and push the timeline.”
She looks at Bennet. “You can make whatever deals and stipulations that you want, but I’m doing this. It’s the right thing to do. To stop them from hurting people. To stop them from threatening my family.”
To Agent Tova, she says, “The sooner we can set this up, the better. They’ll be scrambling after what happened to the Raleigh lab, and they’re probably looking for me as we speak. The time to act is now.”
She walks away from the table, chasing after Luis. I consider following her to see if I can help, but I annoy Luis on the best of days, so I let her go, trusting that if anyone can bring him down, it’s her.
Bennet watches her walk away, but then looks back at all of us. “It’s not happening,” he says with finality.
Micah pulls his buzzing phone from his pocket, looking down at the number curiously before shutting it off.
“Who was it? My phone was going nuts earlier, but I shut it off before I could check who was calling.”
“I don’t recognize the number, but my mother has been trying to reach me and I’m not interested.”
Lukas’ phone buzzes next. Curious, concerned, or both, he answers. “Hello?” Listening to whoever is on the other line, he stands as his eyes grow wide and worried. “Where are you now? Are you safe? Okay. Stay there, stay hidden. We’re going to send help.”
“It’s the Coolsons,” he tells us. “Someone, or a bunch of someones actually, just broke into the B&B and ransacked the place. They’re locked in their attic, but either they haven’t noticed there’s another house on the property or they aren’t interested in it.”
Fuck! If anything happened to them…
Bennet stands and leans forward, his hands on the table as he addresses Agent Tova. “Do you have anyone you can send? There’s an older couple living on the grounds that are hiding in the attic of a nearby property. Keeping them safe is a priority, but if we can prove that these people are from BioCere, maybe we can use this as a way in.”
The FBI agent is already on the phone. Lukas passes him a notepad with the address for the B&B.
“We’re sending in a team to check the perimeter and secure your people. We need to hang back for a few while they suit up. Once they confirm the house is safe, we can go in ourselves.”
Grabbing the phone from Lukas, I stay on the line with Mrs. C while we wait for updates. “Mrs. C? It’s Jackson. Don’t worry, help is on the way…”




Six
I finally catch up to Luis in a now deserted hallway outside of some double doors. There’s a sign above the door that says “ballroom.” Luis shakes the handles, but they’re locked. He nearly runs into me as he looks for a new escape plan.
“Luis, stop, talk to me!”
“I need some air, Six.”
“There’s plenty of air for both of us in this hallway. Just calm down…”
“DON’T TELL ME TO CALM DOWN!” He yells, his face red with anger.
When I don’t back down or cower, he takes a breath, running his hands roughly through his hair.
“You can’t do this,” he says bluntly. “You can’t just put yourself in danger, knowing what we all went through to get Bennet back, and how much worse it would have been if it had been you. When Adley pulled you into that room and I didn’t know what was happening, I went wild, Six. I didn’t even see the faces of the men I killed, and then shot point blank for so much as following orders to come after you…I don’t know what I would have done if something had happened to you.”
“How else are we going to draw them out, Luis? We can’t just let them go on like they are, creating more genetic clones and torturing people. I can’t look into the eyes of another me and end their life as a kindness. I have to do something to stop this.”
“We’ll figure something out, but this is not the answer. Putting you in danger is not the answer. Think of what would happen if you died, or if we couldn’t get you back for any reason. Think of how much that would break Bennet, knowing everything he went through was for nothing. Think of how it would tear apart Lukas and Micah. Jackson would spiral. And I…I would burn everything down coming after you. None of us would ever eat, sleep, or go on living without you. You can’t do this to them. You can’t do this to me.”
Luis is more than angry. His tone is cold, and it doesn’t go unnoticed by me that he doesn’t use his pet name for me even once. He balls his fists, the tension in his arms threatening the fibers of the shirt he’s wearing. His face is strained and red, pupils blown, a vein in his forehead throbbing. His whole body is radiating tension, but there’s something more. Desperation and fear are the driving force of this reaction, and that burns me from the inside out.
Normally, when I step up to any of them, they come to me. They stoop down or lift me up to their level. Luis’ spine is ramrod straight, though. He’s not giving in. Everything about his demeanor says to get away.
But I’m not afraid of him.
His hands are down at his sides, like he’s holding them there to control the urge to throttle me. They’re squeezed tight, and no matter how much I attempt to snake my hand into one of his, his fists won't open. I try pulling on the lapels of his shirt to get him down on my level, to kiss him and comfort him. When he doesn’t respond, I fight fire with fire.
Anger builds inside me, and I act before I think, ripping his shirt open. Buttons snap and fly off in all different directions. His white undershirt is thin, the black lines of his tattoos showing through the material. He barely reacts, his eyes flashing before he schools his features again, looking down at me passively.
“You might be mad, but ignoring me is cruel,” I say, pushing him. No reaction.
Leaning forward, I bite down on his pec, hard enough that blood wells up and soaks into the wet spot left behind by my mouth.
That has the desired effect, and Luis can no longer ignore me. The thin string that keeps him together, taut and strained in his current anger, snaps.
Luis lifts me up and slams me against the wall. But instead of yelling at me, instead of screaming in my face and raging like I expected him to, he kisses me. Roughly, painfully, our teeth clashing together as he presses me into the wall with his hips, his hands pushing the skirt of my dress up to my waist.
Reaching down, Luis tears the fabric of my panties right off my body, throwing them off to the side. Releasing his belt buckle, he frees his erection from his jeans, pulling it from his boxer briefs as his jeans fall around his muscular thighs.
Locking arms beneath my knees, he slams into me in one hard stroke. My pussy stretches to accommodate him, and I cry out at the pain, like fire burning through my core. His powerful arms hold me open as he drives into me relentlessly, each thrust forcing the air from my body.
As quickly as the pain takes hold, it turns to something else. My cries become moans and panting as spasms of pleasure fissure through my body. The painful stretching becomes a throbbing need and quickly builds to a peak as my climax threatens.
Luis, holding me wide open as he thrusts into me, looks down at where our bodies are joined. I watch his expression as he watches his big, thick cock move in and out of my screaming pussy. The moment his gaze snaps to mine, I explode.
My orgasm tears through me, my walls pulsing and greedily milking Luis’ cock as he follows me over the cliff with a guttural grunt. He holds me there, thighs spread wide, back aching from where I was hitting against the wall.
Before he pulls out of me, he looks deep into my eyes and growls, “You’re not going anywhere, pretty girl.” Then he drops me unceremoniously, pulls up his pants, and removes his torn shirt. He uses it to wipe away the mess between my thighs before he throws it on the ground with my tattered panties. Before he turns to walk away, he wraps a hand around my throat, pushing me back against the wall and kissing me deeply.
I stand there for a moment, dumbfounded, as he turns on his heel and stalks back down the hallway. Once I’m able to catch my breath and collect my thoughts, I follow him back to the dining room.
When we get back, everyone is tense and looking worried. Jackson has a phone pressed to his ear, pacing the room while he speaks in calming tones.
Lukas catches us up with what’s going on. “Looks like you were right about them already looking for you. Mr. and Mrs. Coolson are okay, and we’re just waiting for word that it’s safe for us to go back and assess the damage.”
“We thought Adley didn’t know about the B&B,” I say, worried.
“This Johnson guy might be smarter.”
Agent Tova takes a call and then announces that we’re ready. We exit the building and pile back into the limo, but this time we get a protective detail. There are black SUVs with flashing lights in front of and behind us.
With our official escort, we make it back to the estate in record time. As we pull in, my heart drops when I see an ambulance parked on the side of the house, close to the path to the Coolson’s house.
The limo barely rolls to a stop before we swing the doors open and run across the driveway to find Mr. and Mrs. Coolson sitting on the back of the ambulance. My breath is shaky with relief when I spot them looking healthy and unhurt.
They stand when they notice we’ve arrived, coming forward to hug Jackson first, then the rest of us.
“Are you both alright?” Jackson asks, holding them both at arm’s length so he can look them over.
Mrs. Coolson pats his arm comfortingly. “We’re okay. The ambulance was just a precaution. They looked us over and checked our blood pressures, probably just because we’re old.”
“What happened?”
“We heard some commotion soon after you all left. A truck, like a military vehicle, pulled up and about a dozen men in black outfits and ski masks poured out. They were armed, and made a lot of noise, but they left as quickly as they came.”
Jackson looks at Mr. Coolson. “How’s your blood pressure, old man?”
“I’m just fine. A little elevated, but not bad, considering.”
Jackson’s shoulders visibly relax. He, Micah, and Lukas stay with the older couple to get caught up while Bennet heads back to Agent Tova. Luis and I follow Bennet.
“What can you tell me?” He asks the agent.
“Not much, I’m afraid. They did some damage, probably just to cover their tracks and make it look like a burglary, but nothing seems to be missing, and it doesn’t look like they were searching for anything specific. Most likely, they were hoping to find someone rather than something. We’re dusting for prints, but I wouldn’t expect to get much evidence.”
Bennet and Luis talk with Agent Tova and another man while I look back at the commotion around our home. I knew they’d find us eventually, but I never could have prepared myself for the feeling of helplessness and intrusion of someone finding us here. It’s the only home we’ve ever known. The only home I’ve ever had.
“I’m going to go back to the Coolsons, see if there’s something I can do to help,” I tell Bennet and Luis, walking back towards the ambulance.
Halfway down across the driveway, a police officer approaches me. “Uh, miss? You live here, right?”
“Yes, can I help you?”
“Yeah, I just have a few questions for some paperwork. Looks like the man…men of the house are preoccupied.”
Is this guy serious?
Leading me to his police cruiser, he opens the door to retrieve a clipboard, and then rests his hip against the back of the car to flip through the papers.
“Just looking for…Ah, yes, right here. Could you confirm for me what time you left the house?” He leans forward with the clipboard, as if he were showing me something or needing me to write the answer myself.
Confused, I take a step closer and lean forward to look at the clipboard. As soon as I open my mouth to answer him, I feel a sharp pain in my arm. My vision blurs and the ground spins as I look down and notice a syringe in the police officer’s hand.
Attempting to call out for help, I stumble forward, directly into the officer’s arms. He pushes me back into the car, the door still open wide and waiting. A trap.
The door closes just as my head grows too heavy to hold up on my own, and the car pulls forward, driving away without one person noticing anything untoward has happened.




Luis
A police car drives by, pulling my attention from the conversation we’re having with Agent Tova.
“Where did Six go?” I ask Bennet, looking towards the ambulance. I see Micah and Lukas, and Jackson is standing between the Coolsons.
Six is nowhere to be seen.
“She can’t have gone far,” he says, looking around. “And it’s not like anyone could get to her with this much police presence.”
Bennet and I walk around the property, looking around the cars and trucks. The other guys notice us looking and join in. When we still don’t find her, we recruit various officers and agents.
Within minutes, it’s very clear that Six is gone and we start to panic. Agent Tova organizes a debriefing with each and every police officer, to account for anything that someone might have seen, or to account for any missing cars or faces. Everyone that is supposed to be here is accounted for, and none of them has come or gone since arriving.
The police car. Fuck.
“It had to have been an officer or someone posing as an officer. I saw a police cruiser driving out just before I noticed she was gone.”
Bennet blanches. “Shit. Derrick, we need access to the footage on every dash cam on the property. We need to know for sure if she was in that car and who it was that took her.”
To his credit, Tova doesn’t balk at Bennet’s demands or even ramble on about police procedure. Instead, he just makes it happen.
A member of the agent’s team pairs up with each police cruiser, overseeing as they rewind through their footage until we can see the cruiser in question from multiple camera views. There is no audio, but we can clearly see a uniformed police officer lure Six over, move to hand her a clipboard, and then stab her in the arm with a syringe, before casually placing her in the vehicle and driving away.
The other officers on site seem genuinely surprised about their colleague, who is an actual officer, but not assigned to this case. They give us his name and badge number, and they also help us track down the cruiser with GPS. By the time we locate the car, it is showing up in the same airfield that Jackson chased Bennet’s father to.
Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.
The entire department and most of the FBI cars load up to chase the rogue cop down. Bennet and I ride with Tova, the others riding with another agent directly behind us. As fast as we are driving, a huge convoy of lights and sirens clearing the way, we make it to the airfield in only ten minutes, but there are no planes to be seen. In the distance, a small jet disappears into the horizon.
The officer that kidnapped Six, Donnie Madison, is recalled to the station. Since he does not know that we are on to his deception, he returns to his captain, only to be detained.
Agent Tova and one of his partners spend some time interrogating him, but when they come out, they shake their heads. They got nothing.
“He’s lawyering up.”
“Is there a way to get eyes on any Atlanta area airfields or the lab itself? If it’s BioCere that took her, it seems like that’s where they’d be most likely to go, unless they got very smart and took her to another location. But it’s our best bet for now,” Bennet suggests.
“I’ll make some calls and see what we can do,” Tova says, and walks away, leaving the five of us sitting in the hallway with our heads in our hands.
Bennet pulls his phone out. “I’m calling Tony.”
Lukas leans over to me and whispers. “What’s the likelihood that he did that on purpose?” He gestures to the door to the interrogation room.
The open door.
Not one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I stand up immediately and walk into the room where Officer Madison sits calmly on one side of a metal table.
Oh, how convenient, the camera isn’t even on. Thanks, Derrick.
My eyes cut toward the camera in the corner of the room that is pointed to the table. Madison looks up, his eyes widening when he puts the pieces together.
My fist collides with the officer’s face in a burst of spit, blood, and teeth. He sways in his seat.
Micah and Jackson come into the room.
“Damn, dude. You didn’t waste any time, did you?” Jackson looks ready to join the party, rolling up his sleeves.
Micah cracks his knuckles. “Bennet’s going to get Tony to delete any security footage, so no worries there.”
“It wasn’t on when I walked in,” I tell him.
His eyebrows raise, impressed. “Nice.” He turns his attention to the officer. “So, Donnie, how do those teeth taste?”
The sorry excuse for a man spits defiantly at the ground. Jackson laughs maniacally. What the hell?
Casually, still laughing, Jackson pulls out a chair and turns it around, sitting backwards.
“Dude, let me tell you how this is going to go down. You really don’t want to fuck around with these guys—if that isn’t apparent by just looking at them, I’ll tell you why. Micah here is a champion boxer and can bench press 350lbs without working up a sweat. And Luis, well, Luis is just a scary motherfucker who will fucking end you if you don’t tell us where our girlfriend is. And me? I’ll sit back and make snarky commentary and laugh at how pathetic you are when you get beaten so badly, you’ll need to be fed through a tube for the rest of your life.”
Micah and I stand on opposite sides of the sneering man, folding our arms and looking down at him like we’d rehearsed this.
“Have anything to tell us?” Jackson asks him.
He spits again, this time on my shoe. I raise an eyebrow at Micah. You want a turn?
Micah pulls back Madison’s chair and lands a heavy hit to his stomach. Madison lurches forward, groaning and coughing, until he throws up.
I don’t even bother to stand back to avoid the splash of puke on my boots. Instead, I grab the back of Madison’s neck and hold it so he’s looking at the fluorescent ceiling lights.
Swiftly pressing his head back down, I bring my knee up and smash him in the face. The crunch of bone and spray of blood from his nose is incredibly satisfying.
Donnie whimpers. “I know nothing, man. This morning I woke up to a manila envelope in the driver’s seat of my cruiser. I was provided with the syringe and instructed to get her to the airstrip. I got $25K cash for my trouble, and another $25K on delivery.”
“Where was the plane headed?”
“I don’t know for sure, but when I carried her onto the plane, I overheard the pilot complaining about how humid it is in Georgia.”
Jackson throws his hands up. “Was that so hard?”
Bending down close to his face, I lower my voice and drop a little truth bomb on him. “If anything happens to her, I’m coming back here. And I’m going to fuck you up so bad you’ll wish you were dead every day for the rest of your pathetic existence.”
Not wasting another second on the sorry bastard, we leave him to bleed and walk out. Just to be an asshole, Jackson shuts the lights off and pulls the doors closed.
Bennet and Lukas are waiting for us in the hallway. We walk out of the precinct together.
“Anything?” Bennet asks.
“Nothing concrete, but it’s looking like another trip down South.”
“I’ve got a plane on standby. We can head there now.”
Agent Tova meets us outside. “Figured you wouldn’t take long. Mind if a few of us ride with you? We can get our own ride, but it’ll take a couple of hours to ‘rush’ the paperwork.”
Bennet nods. “Let’s go.”
We get a police escort again, making it to the airstrip quickly. On the way, we compare notes about the likelihood of Atlanta being the right destination. Between what we learned from Madison and the FAA flight records from the airport, we’re pretty sure we’re on the right track.
Bennet’s private plane is waiting on the tarmac.
“If I never see another plane, helicopter, or airport again I will be a significantly healthier person mentally,” Jackson mutters when we get out of the vehicle.
Once we’re in the air, Tova runs us through what the mission will look like if we get clearance to raid the lab. He uses a tablet to show us the blueprints for the lab and how the SWAT team will gain access and secure the building.
“I will provide you with protective gear, but no weapons. You have the hardest job, staying behind the lines with me.”
“Oh, hell no. We—”
“Let me make this perfectly clear; you are not going into that building. I don’t know what happened in Raleigh, and I don’t want to know. But you need to let the professionals handle this.”
I stew over that for about an hour until we get a call from Tony.
Bennet answers. “Hey Tony, you’re on speaker. We’ve got Agent Tova and some of his team here with us,” he warns, I suppose in case Tony has anything incriminating to say. “We’re about an hour and fifteen minutes from landing in Atlanta.”
“Sounds good. Hello again, Agent Tova. Hi all. Letting you know, I've got eyes on Six. I’ve forwarded the visuals and information to Tova’s team in Georgia, so they’ll be able to monitor the situation and get appropriate clearance to get the go ahead to raid the building.”
“How is she?” Jackson asks.
“She looked okay, no worse for wear anyway. One of the guards escorting her can’t say the same, though.”
I relax a little, knowing she is at least unharmed. “What do you mean?”
“One of the guards has a busted nose.”
“That’s our girl,” Jackson grins.
It’s hard to find anything good about this situation, but knowing that she’s holding her own and protecting herself definitely takes some of the edge off.
Even so, I’m going to kill every last one of them if I get the chance.




Bennet
The BioCere Inc. lab in Atlanta is a much different set up than the Raleigh lab. The first and most obvious difference being that it’s a huge, state-of-the-art building with a big sign outside that says “BioCere Inc. Research Laboratories.” From the outside, and to the public, this is a legitimate and esteemed business.
This building is also much, much larger. Over 150,000 square feet larger, with three stories of offices, multiple labs and testing facilities, conference rooms, and more. Plus a basement. It’s huge and she could be anywhere.
The only good news is that we know she is here. After being tracked by Tony, Tova’s agents took over and were able to provide surveillance, capturing proof of a person being held captive. That, paired with the “anonymous tip” received by a private citizen that illegal activity is being conducted on the premises, allowed Agent Tova to get the warrants necessary to conduct an emergency raid. He had to go through a trusted federal judge and, because BioCere has a lot of government officials and powerful people in their pockets, put his job on the line to get this warrant.
After taking him off speakerphone, Tony let me know this lab has much better security features in place than the Raleigh lab, including a dummy security surveillance system. The FBI warrant allows them to access any surveillance footage that is transmitted through the web or wirelessly to a server, but that won’t give us access to everything we need to see. He’s working on getting into the internal security cameras, which will show us footage for the labs and rooms they wouldn’t want found. 
Not to mention that Ronald Johnson seems to have learned from my father’s mistakes and bumped up his security after the Raleigh lab was taken down. Hopefully, they haven’t had enough time to hide all the evidence of their illegal testing and activities, because it’ll be more than Tova’s job on the line if this raid proves fruitless.
It’s after normal business hours, so there are fewer people in the building, but there are still quite a lot of cars in the parking lot. Because of the size of the building and the number of people still on site, Tova has called in eight SWAT teams of ten to twelve officers each, on top of FBI agents specializing in Investigative and Operations Support, and Critical Incident Response Groups, plus a slew of other state and federal personnel.
My biggest worry is that with this many people and moving pieces, someone might tip off Johnson and the other BioCere powers-that-be. But the fact that this entire raid has been put together so fast should help minimize any damage they can do. Plus, we have Tony doing what he can behind the scenes to prevent information from disappearing.
I’ve been talking, off and on, to Derrick Tova about the potential to take my father down for over two years. If there’s one person I trust to be methodical and painstakingly deliberate in every move to make sure this mission is successful, it’s him. There are times during the last couple of years that he could have taken any tiny bit of information against my father and ran with it, but he understood the importance of having a thorough and organized case, otherwise Adley would have gotten away with everything.
“Confirm your positions,” Tova says into his earpiece.
Tova, Lukas, a surveillance specialist named Officer Rainey, and I are in a black van roughly 150 yards away from the building, surrounded by computer screens. The surveillance footage shows us all the main hallways, the reception area, conference rooms, office area, and even a cafeteria, but few lab areas. That alone tells me that Tony was right, and they’re going to have a backup internal security system for the labs and areas conducting nefarious activities.
The back and side door to the van are open. Luis, Jackson, and Micah are outside with two other agents, watching SWAT approach through binoculars.
Tova gives the first order. “Go, team one.”
Team one is actually two different groups. Their job is to surround each of the exits. When the second group is sent in, team one secures the exits to ensure the safe exit of employees and potential civilians, all of whom will be loaded onto buses, which are approaching now.
As the buses, and the tactical officers in charge of each bus, are in place, Tova sends in team two.
“And now things get interesting,” Tony says to me through my Bluetooth earpiece. “I’ve breached the internal servers. Let Tova know most of the scary stuff is on the basement level.”
“Derrick, with no cameras available in the basement, seems like we should start there if we’re looking for hostages and illegal activity?” I give the agent a meaningful look, gesturing discreetly to my earpiece.
The look he gives me back is wary, but he drops his chin in a sharp nod, understanding my meaning. I can’t tell him too much, because it could jeopardize the legalities of the mission. At the same time, this is helpful information for the safety and wellbeing of his entire team and any hostages. And Six.
He gives the call to ready team three, instructing them to focus on the basement level.
“Team three, a reminder that we do not have eyes on the basement. I repeat, we do not have eyes on the basement. Stay on your guard, masks and night vision at the ready. And…go, team three.”
The only way into the basement is via one of three elevators or two stairwells. The team splits up to take all five so they can enter from all sides at once.
“Has anyone gotten eyes on the hostage?” The question is directed at Tova and officer Rainey, but it’s meant for Tony.
“Not yet,” he says. “But I’m looking.”
As team three infiltrates the basement, teams one and two are clearing out the building. The employees are walking out with their hands held high in the air, each of them getting frisked before they are loaded onto the buses.
“How will we know if any of them are important or higher-ups in the company?” Lukas asks as we watch them file out.
“Each of the tactical teams has a list with photos of the corporate and scientific leads, so if they find them, they’ll be pulled for questioning. Other than that, each of these employees is going to be booked and questioned. Some employees, like call center or cafeteria employees, will be sent home. But the lab workers and scientists will all be held and potentially interrogated based on what we find here today,” Tova explains.
“Makes sense. I just don’t want Johnson or anyone responsible to slip through the cracks.”
“Neither do we, don’t worry. They’re going to answer for their crimes.”
“Found her,” Tony says through my earpiece, and I perk up probably too obviously. “She’s on the basement level, in a small room on the northwest end. She’s alone currently, and might be unconscious.”
Without giving myself away, I do my best to let Tova know where to send back-up. “These schematics make it seem like there are a lot of offices or storage rooms in the northwest end of the basement. What do you think they could be keeping in there?”
I despise this. I’m sure I look like an idiot who’s trying to poke their nose in where they don’t belong to these other agents, but Agent Tova catches my drift and works it into the orders.
He asks for status updates from the SWAT members that took the stairs closest to the northwest end, and instructs them to clear every room as they make their way to the main labs.
Through my earpiece, Tony cusses. “We’ve got trouble. There are armed guards outside of the room Six is in, as well as outside a few other rooms and the main laboratories.”
“Are they ready if they meet any hostile parties down there?” I cut my eyes at Tova, hating that I have to talk in codes like this when the knowledge that Tony has could save lives.
“They’re ready,” the agent assures me.
My palms are sweating enough that I have to wipe them on my pants. I’ve had to remove my jacket because of the oppressive heat down here, and I’m wishing I’d taken my button-down shirt off too, and just had my undershirt under my tactical vest like the other guys did, but I was stubborn.
We hear yelling over the agents’ earpieces, but none of us are privy to what’s happening as Agent Tova starts to rattle off more orders. “Team three, secure the area. We have hostiles on the basement level. Team four, we have hostiles on the basement level. I repeat, we have hostiles on the basement level. Be ready to engage. Team four, you are a go.”
From the outside, we watch three more SWAT trucks empty, approximately thirty more armed specialists splitting up and running to various entrances
“Team four, officers Smith and Wright, priority to the offices at the northwest end. All others, as you were.”
“That should be more than enough officers to subdue the guards, but I don’t know what their end game is here,” Tony mutters through my earpiece. “Shit, I just lost the footage.”
Suddenly, the surveillance footage that Officer Rainey is watching cuts out. The screen fuzzes over, but then cuts back on to a new camera angle. This time the feed is of a familiar face. The same middle-aged man, wearing wire-rimmed glasses and a bad comb-over, that was photographed shaking hands with my father outside the Raleigh office, is staring back at us. When he speaks, his Southern accent is so thick, he sounds like a cartoon villain.
“I would like to talk to Mr. Bennet Adley,” he says.
Agent Tova answers him first. “It’s just you and me right now, Dr. Johnson. We have your entire lab surrounded, and your armed guards are overpowered. The best thing you can do right now is to surrender yourself and call off any hostiles before we are obligated to use force.”
“I know young Mr. Adley is there, because I have a certain asset in my possession.” To prove his point, Johnson holds up a very pale looking Six, a scalpel to her throat.
There’s a scuffle outside that I don’t have it in me to pay attention to. My heart both drops and lodges itself in my throat simultaneously as I look at the woman I love, once again at the mercy of an evil man. This will not stand.
Pushing my way in front of the screen, I yell, so he can hear me. “I’m here! I’m here. Don’t hurt her.” Officer Rainey sets me up with a mic and a webcam so Johnson can see me.
“Ah, here he is, the heir to the Adley Empire. Like father, like son, here to fuck me over. Do you know how many years of work and research your father ruined with his innate ability to go overboard on his little rogue missions?”
“I’m not my father, and if you must know, I plan to dismantle everything he touched.” I hope he hears the implied threat in that statement.
“Your father had a talent for squirming out of troubling predicaments until your little friends got to him.” He has my attention with that last bit. “Oh yes, I know all about what happened in Raleigh. And I have proof, not only of the damage your little friends did, but also the absolute phenomenon of your surviving such an unlucky circumstance. Wouldn’t it be interesting what the government could do with that information?”
I definitely heard the implied threat in that statement.
“Get to your point, Johnson.”
The older man tsks, his fleshy neck vibrating as he shakes his head. “Such an impertinent little brat. I shouldn’t be surprised. You’re probably used to getting everything you want, aren’t you, Bennet?”
“What is it you want?”
“I want to walk out of this building with the means to disappear and live lavishly in an undisclosed location of my choosing. So I’m offering you a deal.”
Behind me, one of the agents that was outside with the other guys, Agent Jess I believe, comes running up to the door. “Agent Tova, the other three went rogue. They knocked Rami unconscious, stole her badge and gun, and ran for the building.”
Tova levels me with a look, as if I had anything to do with it. Returning his attention to the agent, he tells him in a hushed tone, “There are a hundred agents in or surrounding that building. I don’t think they’ll get far. Hopefully, they won’t get themselves shot.”
I turn my attention back to the screen. “What kind of deal?”
“Buy my company from me. You can afford any price I put on it. And then, for the price of my freedom, I’ll sell you my daughter.”
Excuse me?
I could choke with how tightly my throat has closed up. “Your what?”
“Why else would I name the project ‘Progeny?’ She and her sisters were all my sire. I used my own DNA to make them.”
I didn’t think he could get more depraved. “You’re sick.”
“And you’re lovesick. So, make your choice. You have one hour to have a helicopter on this rooftop, and then we’ll meet somewhere secure to make a trade.”
“You should know that I don’t have the power to make this happen. We’re surrounded by the FBI and SWAT. You really think they’re going to just let you go because I tell them to?”
“I’ve seen more miraculous things happen. I’ve seen gunshot wounds heal overnight, people rising from the edge of death. You know, come to think of it, maybe I don’t need you. Because if I sell what I know to the right people, I could get anything I wanted…”
As he talks, Six comes to, her eyes sunken and glazed. Her skin is pallid, lips cracked. That bastard probably bled her dry.
“Three hours.”
“One, Mr. Adley. One hour.”
Before Johnson hangs up, Six looks me directly in the eyes through the screen and barely, just barely, I see the hint of a dangerous smile before the screen cuts out entirely.
I don’t bother trying to make any arrangements.
Retribution is here.




Micah
The moment we see that greasy bastard holding a knife to a weakened, pale, barely conscious Six, we decide enough is enough. The FBI and SWAT teams have done their job, but there are some things they just can’t handle. And there is no fucking way that we aren’t getting our girl.
As we march down to the building, the two agents that are babysitting us try to stop us. We plead our case for a minute, but in the end, we have to subdue two perfectly nice agents before taking off down the hill. 
There’s a smaller side entrance where only two SWAT team members are guarding. They aim their weapons at us as we charge towards them. Sliding to a stop, we hold our hands up, Jackson waving a badge that he must have stolen off one of the agents. Smart.
“Special Agent Rami, I’ve been sent to handle hostage negotiations by Agent Tova.”
“He didn’t say anything to us.”
“He’s on the line with Johnson right now. He couldn’t send word without giving us up.”
The two agents don’t let us pass, but do lower their weapons momentarily to contact their second in command. In that moment, Luis grabs one of their guns and head-butts them in the face, blood spurting from their nose. I uppercut the other guard in the face, knocking them out cold.
After relieving them of their automatic weapons, we trudge on. Neither of us had time to study the blueprints thoroughly, but the basement didn’t have specifications anyway, so it wouldn’t have helped.
Jackson thankfully has a moment of brilliance and dials Tony, who we’re hoping can guide up through the basement to find where Johnson is holding Six.
“He’s not in the basement anymore. I can’t be positive, because he took all the cameras completely offline, but the background of the video didn’t look like what I could see of the basement. My best guess is his office, at the southwest corner of the building. SWAT already cleared the top floor before he got up there, so you shouldn’t run into much trouble. I’m letting Bennet know you’re there.”
We make it through the first floor to the stairwell that will bring us up closest to the southwest corner of the building. Halfway up the stairwell, we come face to face with two more SWAT officers, who immediately go on the offense.
Jackson drops his phone, which falls between the rails and smashes against the stairs on the floor below us.
“Friendlies! We’re friendlies! Hold your fire!” I hold up Agent Rami’s badge, flashing it only long enough for it to be noticeable, but not studied.
“Sorry sir, we weren’t expecting you,” one officer says, lowering her weapon. I suppose since Rami was FBI and not police/SWAT, they’re higher rank?
Between the stolen badge and our protective gear, plus the SWAT issue weapons we’re holding, we’re believable enough that they don’t notice we aren’t meant to be here. They confirm that the second floor is clear of civilians.
“We’re headed to the third.” Luis asks, his voice gruff and official sounding.
“We cleared from the top down. That floor has already been cleared,” the second officer says, his expression telling me we were probably supposed to know that.
Uh…shit…improvise, Micah…
“Correct. Tova updated us on the way in. But now there’s a hostage situation, they sent us in to do a last sweep.”
“I see. We haven’t been updated on that yet.” This officer, whose name tag says Gips, looks unconvinced, but doesn’t hold us up further.
My pulse feels like it might crush my windpipe as we share a relieved but worried look, running up the stairs, taking the steps two at a time. Through the small window in the third floor door, we can see that the lights have been shut off, some faint daylight offering enough visibility, but no cover.
Crouching low, the three of us make our way across an area filled with cubicles. Johnson’s office is easily identifiable by the two armed guards.
“They seem to be the only two out here, but once we take them out, it’s going to draw attention.” And who knows how many people Johnson has with him in that office.
Luis gestures to Jackson. “Rami’s handgun has a silencer attached. Jackson, you’re the best shot. Just picture yourself back at the cabin shooting oil cans with Six. Take them out, one shot each, and then we wait for thirty seconds to see if anyone notices. If anyone comes out to check, shoot first, ask questions later, then rush the door.”
Jackson looks anxious, his eyes staring ahead of him blankly. But he nods, however shakily, taking a steady breath. I can only imagine the stress of knowing you might be about to run towards gunfire again.
Pulling my stolen weapon around to hold at the ready, I reach out and grab Jackson’s head, pulling his forehead against mine. “We’ll be ready to cover if you miss or if anything happens. We got this together, man.”
Luis nods, slapping us both on the shoulders. “Now quit making out and let’s go get our girl.”
Jackson moves around the cubicle so he has a clearer shot. Squatting low, he takes a deep breath in, and then on the exhale, stands and fires off two rounds.
The guards collapse, one taking a bullet to the throat, the other a perfect bullseye to the middle of the forehead. Eyes wide, Jackson nods back to us. He did it.
Within seconds, the door opens and chaos breaks out. Two more guards stick their heads out the door to check what happened, then three more come out with their guns raised. The five guards pause, looking around the perimeter for who shot their fellows.
Luis holds up three fingers, moving each one as he counts down. When he gets to ‘one,’ the three of us stand and open fire. The guards fire off a few of their own shots instinctively, but they only hit the cubicle walls around us.
Seven guards now lay piled at the entrance to what we’re assuming is Johnson’s office, their bodies holding the door open. No more guards come through, but if there are any left, they’re probably smart enough to figure out the trap.
Eyes focused on the inside of that room, we move closer. Luis steps in first, aiming his weapon in front of him just in case, but no more shots are fired. Instead, he holds his hands up in the air before reaching with one hand to pull the strap over his head and drop the gun on the ground.
“Both of the others, in here, now!” A deep voice with a thick southern accent beckons us inside the office.
As we are entering, Jackson pauses and kneels to the ground before coming in after me. When we come through the door, we line up next to Luis. Jackson, for whatever reason, has picked up one of the weapons from the guards outside the doorway.
The moment we step through the threshold, my eyes automatically land on Six. Johnson is holding her unconscious form up, shielding his own body and holding a knife or large scalpel to her throat. There are tiny cuts where the sharp instrument has touched her skin, blood smeared down her neck. The sight of it lights a fire inside me. This man is dead already.
When we make a show of placing our weapons down and then holding our hands up high, I realize what Jackson has done. The bulge of the handgun is only just noticeable from my angle when Johnson makes us turn in a circle to check for any other obvious weapons.
Johnson eyes us like he would a filthy mongrel of a dog—with disgust, but also fear. “It’s not too surprising that a few of you were stupid enough to bust in here, but I have to admit, I’m impressed you got this far.”
“We just came for the girl. We overheard Bennet is working on getting you safe passage out of here, but she stays with us.” I lower one of my hands to reach out, as if I’d get lucky enough that he’d pass her to me.
“Now what kind of father would I be if I let my precious Progeny run off with…how many of you are there? Five? How does that even work? Do you all take turns on a schedule, or is it just a free for all?”
Johnson shakes his head as if to clear it. “Never mind, I don’t actually care what you do to her, but currently she’s my insurance policy. If Bennet is a good boy and makes sure I get out of here free and easy like, you might get to see her in a month or so when I can assure my safety.”
“You are nuts if you think he’s going to agree to that. Who knows what you’d do to her in the meantime?”
“Micah, is it? You wound me. I’m not a savage.”
“Look at what you’ve done to her. She’s pale as a ghost and unconscious.”
“A simple blood donation. She’ll recover.”
Jackson chooses this moment to chime in, taking a step forward and positioning himself in front of me and Luis. “Wasn’t it you that signed an order to have two guards sneak into her room at night, intending to rape her?”
Johnson scoffs. “A training exercise. I knew she could defend herself. Even if she didn’t, she’d heal. Besides, as luck would have it, she apparently likes to get gang banged.”
Luis’ posture stiffens. Jackson’s ears turn red. A burning hot rage flushes through my body. I can feel it from the tips of my toes to the follicles of my hair.
If I could just get a better angle to get a good shot, I could make Jackson’s unspoken plan work. My fingers itch to pull that gun out of the back of his vest and shoot Johnson in the balls, but I don’t have a shot.
The anger in the room over his words is palpable, and there’s a rumbling coming from Luis’ chest that sounds almost like an animal growling. I’m afraid he’s about to attempt something out of anger, so I reach to hold him back, but something else stops us instead.
Six’s eyes pop open, the paleness of her skin making her grey irises appear almost dark. I recognize the look on her face from our training exercises, and I know that all hell is about to break loose.
Shit’s about to go down.
Johnson has been holding her limp body for a while now, still under the impression she is unconscious. She’s obviously weak, but she uses the element of surprise to her advantage. Grabbing his arm that is holding the scalpel, she pulls down and tilts her body to the side before ducking under his arms. Her hands gripping the hand that is holding the weapon, she turns it in to face him and uses his own momentum to stab the scalpel into his side. She gets in three good jabs before flinging the scalpel away and stepping away from Johnson, his body bent in pain.
Stepping behind Jackson, I pull the handgun from his vest. The moment Six steps out of Johnson’s hold, I shoot him in the thigh.
I was aiming for his groin, but I’ll take it.
He drops to his knees, groaning and coughing.
I sneer down at him. “Don’t worry, man, you’ll heal, right?” If he hasn’t been using any of the plasma for his own benefit, I’d be very surprised.
“Too bad, I’d like to watch him bleed out,” Luis says in a low, growly voice. “Do we really have to turn him over to the authorities?”
“No,” says Six, unstable on her feet. “He knows everything. He’ll use it to weasel out of being punished, and in the end, he’ll just start over again.”
She reaches for me, and I walk forward as if pulled by a magnet, leaning down to kiss her. Her lips turn up in a smirk as she kisses me back, but reaches for the gun that I’m holding at my side. Oh, right.
Luis places his hand at the small of her back, offering to do the deed for her, but she ignores him.
Without an ounce of hesitation, Six turns and shoots. The bullet hits him right between the eyes as he looks up from his knees, execution style.




Six
My show of strength takes everything I have left. The squeeze of the trigger, the recoil of the gun, the relief of watching the life leave such an evil man’s eyes—these are the last traces of energy my body can handle.
The room spins and I sway, collapsing. A pair of strong arms catches me before I hit the ground, lifting to cradle me as we walk out of the room like nothing ever happened there.
I’m vaguely aware of walking through a throng of agents and officers, all of whom pull their weapons on us as we emerge from the building. Apparently, these three must have caused some trouble to get into the building in the first place, marking them as dangerous individuals.
A voice that I recognize as Bennet’s FBI friend, Agent Tova, calls them off. They allow us to walk through the security barriers. Continuing toward a group of parked cars, the flashing lights bright against the darkening sky.
“I need to make at least a show of handcuffing you,” Agent Tova tells the guys.
Luis isn’t interested in whatever show the agent is trying to put on. “Touch her, or try to remove her from my arms, and I promise you’ll regret it.”
This is the last thing I remember for a while.
The next time I wake up, I’m bundled up in Bennet’s arms, feeling the reverberations of his voice through my cheek on his chest.
“I can’t tell you more than that, Derrick. It’s a matter of keeping her safe, but it’s more than that. The things BioCere was researching can never see the light of day. The things you know about are bad enough. You don’t want to know about this, I promise.”
“Do I want to know how you could make that information disappear?”
“Probably not. Just know it’s for the best.”
“Are you really qualified to make that decision, Bennet?”
“Honestly Derrick, I’m qualified enough to know that there is too much opportunity for it to be used unethically. Just the amount of government officials in BioCere’s pockets should be enough to prove that corruption isn’t just possible, it’s probable.”
I drift off again, lulled by the safety of warm arms and a rumbly voice.
The next time I wake up, Jackson is smiling down at me.
“Hey there Sunshine, Lukas is filling up a bath.”
My stomach growls so loudly, I’d blush if I had enough blood in my body.
“Heard you loud and clear there, boss. I’m on it!” Jackson runs off to find food, I’m assuming.
Sitting up slowly, I’m confused by our unfamiliar surroundings.
“Where are we?” I ask groggily.
“Bennet’s swanky penthouse in Boston.” Answers Micah, carrying a stack of fluffy towels to the bathroom. “Wait until you see this tub.”
The room is shockingly white, with modern black and glass furnishings. The bed that I’m sitting on is nearly twice as big as our King sized bed back at home.
Bennet walks into the room, already stripped down to a pair of black boxer briefs and a white t-shirt. I pretend not to notice the sweat stains. I know he’d hate it.
“Did you have five girlfriends before you met me?”
He barks out a laugh at that, leaning over to kiss me. His lips are so soft and warm. I want to press into them and kiss him deeper, but he pulls away from me.
Well, that’s some bullshit.
He chuckles at my pout. “You’re still a bit pale. Let’s get you fed, and for the love of all that is holy, get us all bathed. Then we’ll see how you feel.” Then, probably just to tease me, he leans forward and kisses me again, swiping his tongue at my lips once before pulling away.
Oh no, he didn’t…
My mouth opens in mock outrage, but then I snicker loudly when I see Bennet’s very obvious erection. My snickers turn into full out giggles when I see his pained facial expression.
When Jackson comes back into the room with a platter of food, the amused expression on his face has me laughing so hard that I’m in danger of getting lightheaded.
All of my guys are walking in and out of the bathroom, bringing in various items, while I sit on the bed and eat fancy cheese and crackers. It’s some kind of baked cheese that is gooey and has jam poured over the top. I want to bathe in it.
I’m literally moaning when I get a juicy bite of cherry with my fancy cheese and cracker. I can’t help it. “This is my new favorite food. I’m never eating anything else ever again.”
It’s so good, in fact, that it distracts me from my curiosity about whatever these guys have planned and I’m almost disappointed when they try to take the plate from me.
“We’ll give it back, I promise. Don’t bite me over it,” Jackson says, laughing.
Although I can walk, I get scooped up into Micah’s arms before unceremoniously being thrown over his shoulder.
“Haha! Caveman style!” He bellows, bounding off to the bathroom.
Shrieking and pounding my fists against his muscular ass, which is having no effect other than turning me on, I resort to slipping my hands under the waistband of his boxer briefs and grabbing a handful.
I’m so distracted that I take a moment to realize all of what’s happening around me.
The first thing I notice is the music. I stop struggling against Micah and listen to the strumming of a guitar.
That doesn’t sound like it’s coming from a radio.
Arching my back and craning my neck to see, I give Micah’s ass one last hard punch before he finally sets me down.
The atmosphere of the luxury bathroom is overwhelming. There are candles everywhere, the flickering lights reflecting off the shiny black marble of the stairs leading up into a Jacuzzi tub that rivals ours back home. The faint smell of lavender and jasmine permeates the warm, steamy air.
And then Jackson sings along with his guitar playing. His voice is soft and clear with just the tiniest rasp. He’s sung to me so many times before, but only really under his breath, never using his full voice and certainly never while playing his guitar. When he hits a high part in the melody, I melt, unable to take my eyes off him.
Until the most unexpected harmony starts, Lukas’ voice merging seamlessly with Jackson’s. I’m breathless, my eyes blurry with tears. Their voices reach a crescendo as the last chords play, harmonizing with each other until the notes fade away and the room falls silent.
I have no words for what I just experienced, for what I feel. I’m overwhelmed by it. But I don’t need words. Like their song said, I can show them how I feel with more than words.
Looking around at each of these amazing men, there are truly no words to describe how happy, how complete, I feel with them. I was never meant to be here, born from greed, trauma, and evil. But that lab, however accidentally, created something beautiful when they made us part of each other.
Making my way around the room, I try to show them each individually how they make me feel.
First, Micah, simply because he’s the closest to me right now. My chiseled Adonis with gorgeous amber eyes and a wide, kind smile that pulled me in the first day. It’s more than just his looks that make him beautiful, it’s his heart. The way he seamlessly fits in with every person he meets, bringing out the best in them.
Lukas, always so full of surprises. Perhaps a touch awkward and anxious on the outside, his love means all the more to me because he was so cautious with it. And hiding under his glasses and sweater vests and nerdy exterior, a caring and assertive lover that cares more about your consent and fulfillment than his own. And who knew a voice like that was also hiding under his sweater vests?
Bennet, who I know I could trust my heart, my body, and my love to. Who risked everything to keep us safe. He could own the world if he wanted to because people want to follow him. It’s more than charisma and intelligence, it’s how he sees the world, and people—the tiny pieces that make a whole. I like to think that maybe he saw our family for what it is before anyone else did, saw all the moving pieces coming together before we could have ever understood.
Luis, the first to accept me as he saw me. My big, tough, scary teddy bear of a man who would sooner burn down the world than let anything happen to me. He gave me a safe space from day one, and continues to hold my hand and keep me safe, while simultaneously breaking me in all the best ways.
And Jackson. My wide-open, playful, loving, funny man on the outside with an almost incomprehensible depth and profound emotional connection to everything and everyone around him. His love and talent know no bounds, and I know he’ll always be here to hold us through our nightmares and help guide us when we can’t see the light on the other side. I only hope we’ll always be able to do the same for him.
I make my rounds, pressing my body and lips into each one of them, giving them each a piece of my soul through the tip of my tongue and the touch of my lips. And as I make my way around the room, I leave not only my love but a trail of my clothes until I’ve bared myself to them in every way I’m able to.
By the time I make it to the steps of the tub, I’m having trouble walking, not from the exhaustion of the day or from being lightheaded, but because I’m so emotionally and physically aroused.
At the top of the steps, I turn and sit, facing all of my amazing men. Wanting to show them how I’m feeling right now, with “more than words,” I slowly part my legs and display myself for them. I trail a hand from the top of my hair, down my face and neck, over my breast, down my stomach, and through the patch of soft blonde curls. My fingers caress through my wet folds and circle the throbbing bundle of nerves at the top.
All the while, I keep my eyes on them. Slowly, they break themselves out of their glazed expressions, remembering themselves and removing their last pieces of clothing.
Spreading my legs wider, I shift my gaze to each of them in turn, watching them stroke themselves with their eyes locked on my body. The more I watch them, the more aroused I grow, my throbbing pussy wet with promise. My fingers slowly tease over my clit, but as good as it feels, I want more.
I want them.
Taking my hand off myself, I place my hands behind me, leaning back on my wrists and widening my legs. An invitation.
One by one, these gods each lower to their knees and worship my body, each differently, in their own individual ways.
Lukas is attentive, paying tribute to every infinitesimal gasp or shiver from my body. Micah is a force to be reckoned with, his tongue thrusting inside me with powerful strokes. Bennet takes control and tells my body what it wants and needs, driving me wild with lust. Luis comes at me almost violently, breaking me apart into little pieces and then putting me back together again. Jackson laps at me like a thirsty animal, always hungry for my body, my love, my cum.
Each of them tastes and teases me, bringing me to the brink, only to move to the side for the next. By the time it’s Jackson’s turn, I am primed and can’t hold on before I’m tensing up, grabbing his head and grinding shamelessly into his face as I leave wetness all down his chin.
Jackson licks his lips and tsks. “Oh, I think we can do better than that, don’t you, brothers?”
A pair of thick muscled arms pick me up from behind, lifting me as they sit on the stairs. Still facing Jackson, Micah sets me on his lap with either leg on the outside of his thighs, spreading me even wider. It reminds me of my first experience with Lukas and Micah so much that I look over my shoulder to make eye contact with Lukas, who winks as he strokes himself.
Micah lifts me up high enough to line up, letting me sink down on his thick cock, the slickness of my first orgasm letting him slide inside with no resistance. Once I am fully seated, Micah holds me around my waist and controls my body as he uses his muscular body to make me writhe against him.
Lukas’ arms come around from behind Micah and me to cup, caress, and fondle my breasts. His thumbs and forefingers roll my nipples, sending shots of electricity right down to my clit, which is now being licked again. Jackson licks and sucks at my clit, sometimes stopping to take long tongue strokes to lick Micah’s thick cock pumping in and out of me. Every time Micah moans at the contact of Jackson’s tongue on his cock while it’s thrusting inside me, I can feel my pussy pulse.
Lukas trails a hand down my body to fondle my clit while Micah is inside me and Jackson is licking us. Using two fingers, much the way Micah did our first time, he spreads the hood of my folds to expose the throbbing bundle of nerves. When Jackson wraps his lips around it and sucks rhythmically, I shatter. Micah keeps moving inside me, Lukas keeps rolling his fingers on my nipples, and Jackson sucks even harder, until all of my insides are trembling. I come so hard my eyes cross, my whole body convulsing uncontrollably as hot fluid squirts out of me. Jackson sucks it up, slurping and lapping every drop up like a dog in heat.
“Oooohhhh fuck,” Micah moans as I push back on his thrusts. I can feel my walls pulsing, squeezing him.
“Come on, Micah, feed me.” The way Jackson encourages him has my walls clenching even harder, and I call out.
“Oh my god, yes.”
Micah pumps into me a few more times, letting me ride out my orgasm until he comes. Holding me in his lap, he pulls his cock out so that it looks like it is coming out of between my own legs. Reaching down, I grasp Micah’s cock and stroke him, slick with my cum.
He groans deliciously as he erupts, and Jackson leans forward with his mouth open to catch the ropes of cum that I aim from Micah’s cock. When the stream of cum stops, Jackson buries his face between my legs to suck Micah’s cock until there’s not a drop of cum left.
Holy fuck.
I’m lifted out of Micah’s lap and into the hot, sudsy bath water, and immediately sandwiched between two large, tall bodies. Lukas stoops down to capture my mouth, while Bennet sucks and nips at my neck and behind my ear where my “6” tattoo is. When Lukas moves his mouth down to my chest, Bennet angles my face so he can take my mouth, tangling his tongue with mine so I can still taste myself.
Bennet’s erection, as funny as it might have been before, is achingly hard against my back. Reaching behind me, I wrap my fingers around it and stroke. As Bennet’s hand falls between my legs, his fingers finding their way to my already sensitive clit, my head lolls off to the side.
“We got you a present,” Bennet whispers into my ear, making me shiver.
Opening my eyes, I can see where the surprise was left for me. Looks like these boys were prepared. There’s a bottle of lube next to the tub, and some kind of tear drop shaped object with a curved base.
Bennet reaches over for the object and puts it in my hand. It’s about the size of my hand. I can easily wrap my fingers around it. It’s wide at the base and tapered. I have a guess what this is for, but…
Looking curiously up at Bennet, I grin when he waggles his eyebrows in a very Jackson-like way. I giggle, but stop short when Bennet picks me up out of the water and bends me over the edge of the tub.
“Lukas, I was just about to introduce Six to our new toys.”
“Toys? As in, more than one?”
“Lukas and Micah got Jackson a butt plug too.”
“Aww, that’s really swee—” my words are cut off when Lukas’ face dives into my ass.
Spreading and kneading my cheeks, he licks and teases me before I feel a trickle of cool liquid drip down my crack. The toy is rubbed up and down my crack, teased inside my pussy, and then edged around my ass. By the time they push it in, I’m panting for it.
Hearing a soft moaning off to the side, I look over my shoulder to see that Micah is inserting a similar toy into Jackson. His groans make me clench, but when I do, I nearly launch out of the water.
What the fuck was that?
With a guilty smile, Bennet holds up a little trigger or remote. “It vibrates.”
Jackson’s own shout of surprise drowns my groans.
Lukas pushes the toy in a little farther until the base of it is flush against me. Then he pulls my body up to stand. It’s an odd, certainly foreign feeling, but not unpleasant. I can even walk with it in, although it certainly rubs interestingly against my insides.
Insanely curious and turned on by the noises Jackson is making, I wade over to where Micah has him bent over the tub, testing out the various vibration settings. Reaching out, I press on the bottom of the plug, which makes him jerk into the side of the tub.
Biting my lip, I pull Jackson up to face me. He squirms a little as he stands, but immediately takes my head into his hands and plummets into my mouth. My hand darts into the water to grip his cock, walking us backwards until I can find a way to get him inside me. Now.
My back hits a solid body. Luis smirks down at me before crouching down and lifting me beneath my legs. He holds me so that my back is to him, my thighs held open for Jackson.
“Now, Jackson, please,” I beg him, and he complies, lining up and sinking in to the hilt.
With Luis steadying me, Jackson holds onto my hips and drives into me, fucking me fast and hard. The water in the tub sloshes everywhere, our gasps and cries echoing off the walls. My orgasm builds, my ass clenches the plug with each delicious jolt of contact of Jackson’s balls against my ass.
Bennet, Lukas, and Micah must be working together, because both Jackson and I yelp at the same time that the vibration turns on inside me. Jackson shakily resumes fucking me, holding on to me tighter, thrusting slower and harder as his raspy moans get deeper. He chokes out a yell as he comes, and a hand snakes down between us to pinch my clit.
The sharp pinch, combined with the vibrations in my ass and Jackson’s cock thrusting into me, his balls hitting the plug, it all sets me off and I come so hard that I push the butt plug out of my body. Jackson collapses off to the side and Luis holds me against his body, pushing wet hair out of my face and dropping small, chaste kisses along my face before handing me back to Bennet. He sits on the edge of the tub with his knees open, casually and lazily stroking himself as he watches how everything plays out. His eyes on me, as the loves of my life use me like a doll and make me scream, have my nipples pebbling.
Grabbing the bottle of lube, I squirt a generous amount on my hand and turn around to attend to Bennet’s poor sex-chafed, but still beautiful, cock. It really is a work of art. Large and thick, but not scary huge like Luis—not that I don’t appreciate being torn in half occasionally, because I do, in fact I’m looking forward to it very shortly. Bennet’s cock is so smooth, with one thick vein running along the underside that makes my mouth water.
My ass is good and stretched and ready now, and I’m ready to get fucked so good I can’t walk out of here. Guiding Bennet to sit on the ledge of the tub, I straddle him and sink down, getting his cock good and wet with mine and Jackson’s last release. I only meant to tease him a little bit and get him ready to take me from behind, but he feels so good I stay for the ride.
I’m bouncing on his big cock, my feet hooked over his thighs for leverage, and it is hitting me in just the right spot. It’s so good and I’m getting so close…
Abruptly, Bennet lifts me off his cock, turns me around, and then sinks into my lubed up ass. Once I’m seated, literally sitting on his lap, Bennet pulls my thighs open and holds them there by hooking my legs over his knees. He beckons Lukas forward, but as Lukas approaches, Bennet smacks my spread open pussy.
My head throws back and a needy moan escapes me. He does it three more times in quick succession before Lukas crosses the tub to settle in front of us, and I almost come just from that.
By the time Lukas is settled between my legs, I am panting and crying for his cock. He enters me, his blessedly long cock hitting deep in my belly. I can feel where their cocks meet inside my body, the delicious stretch and friction sending chills all the way past my fingertips and toes.
I’m just a ball of nerve endings. My whole body is so sensitive and everything feels so damn good. Pleasure wracks through my body in waves the whole time they are taking me. My nerves are on fire and my limbs are like jelly as Bennet and Lukas take control of my body.
My head rolls against Bennet’s chest and I make eye contact with Luis. The way he’s watching me is primal, his eyes dark, a predator licking his lips while he watches his prey get fucked before he devours me.
Oh fuck.
Detonation.
Someone in this building is going to call for help, I am screaming so loud. My voice goes hoarse and my body jerks as Bennet and Lukas fuck me like their lives depend on it. Bennet holds my breasts in a rough grip, using them as leverage as he makes my body bounce on his cock like I’m riding a bucking bull. Lukas has one hand on my hip, another gripping my hair, as he drives himself into my fluttering pussy until he calls out, pumping into me a few more times before falling back.
Bennet and his damn perma-boner aren’t done with me yet. Keeping me attached to his body like some kind of sick puppet, he turns me around to face the edge of the tub.
“Hold on, and do not move your hands,” is the only warning he gives me before wrapping my hair around his fist with one hand. He steadies my hips with the other, before rutting into me like a jackhammer.
The speed and force that he’s using to fuck my ass is driving a string of staccato curses out of my mouth.
“God, for such a pretty girl, you sure have a filthy mouth when you’re getting fucked,” Luis observes, his voice sending a shiver down my spine.
Bennet releases a groan that sounds almost painful before he reaches around me to rub my clit. At this point, I’m oversensitive, but my body builds toward something anyway. Bennet empties himself in a few long strokes.
I’m out of breath and barely able to move, but I advance on Luis like he’s wronged me. Pulling him to sit down in the water, I climb onto his lap and impale myself.
Even after getting fucked from every angle by my four other lovers, Luis is so big that I have to adjust, but I like the way it hurts, so I don’t wait to accommodate myself. I rock on his lap, filled to the brim with his massive cock, getting ever closer to the orgasm that might kill me.
Leaning forward, I pull Luis’ earlobe into my mouth  and bite down slightly before whispering, “I want you to hurt me. I want you to break me in half. I want you to hold me down and fuck me so hard I won’t remember my name.”
Luis growls, surging up out of the bathtub. He sets me on the edge of the tub where the stairs are and then lays me back.
His large hand wraps around my neck to keep me in place, the other lifts one of my legs over his shoulder, before he drives into me again. His thrusts are brutal, painful even. The stairs cut into my spine. My eyes roll back.
My cries are guttural. Luis is tapping into a well inside me, a violent climax working its way down my spine. I lift my head just enough to make eye contact with the beast fucking me, my arms coming up to the hand around my neck, pushing his hand down tighter.
Luis presses down and cuts off my air supply. His thrusts get even harder and I think he might be as close as I am. Black dots pop up in my vision and a tiny bit of panic sets in that I can’t actually breathe. My hands pull against his, but he doesn’t let up.
I’m scared.
But I also want this. I can feel the release coming, more intense than anything I’ve ever experienced before. I may not live through it. But it’ll be worth it.
The other guys, watching us with varying levels of concern and arousal, move closer to us.
“Dude, maybe you should relax a little.”
“You’re hurting her, man.”
“Luis, let go. It’s too much.”
My eyes tell him he better fucking not. Luis doesn’t acknowledge anyone, lost to the beast. Two of the guys get concerned enough to try to pull him off me. The black spots in my vision get larger, and I’m on the edge of passing out but Luis’ cock hits that well in just the right spot and my body clenches so tight that Luis has to let go of my neck to hold my hips so he can keep moving.
The surge of oxygen through my lungs at the same time my orgasm hits a peak is intense. It hits so hard I can’t even scream or cry out. I can only gasp wildly for breath and convulse like there is an earthquake happening in my body.
Luis chokes out a cry, thrusting into me a few more times before bringing me down on his lap again, so he can hold and kiss me while I ride out the last of our orgasms.
In so many ways, I have truly died and gone to heaven. Thoroughly fucked like I’m sure no one has been before, I cannot move a muscle. My bones are mush and there’s so much cum inside me, I feel like my stomach must be bloated.
A faucet is turned on, the chilled water growing warmer as more hot water is added. My guys surround me, washing my body, cleaning between my legs and my ass, washing my hair, murmuring words of love and care the whole time.
When we’re all clean, they carry me out and wrap me in a fluffy towel. Tucked into the middle of the enormous bed, they all climb in around me and settle in for a truly good night’s sleep.
It occurs to me, as the bed dips when each of them climbs into bed, that this is my life now. We’ve shut down BioCere for good, deleted any records of the heinous genetic experiments that could prove too tempting for the government, and we made it through together.
This is my life, my family. I may not remember everything that’s happened in my life before I woke up in a hospital with these five men surrounding me. Honestly, I’m not sure I want to. I am sure that I’ve never had love or a family until now. And there is nothing I wouldn’t do to keep us all safe and together, just as we are in this perfect moment.
A large exhale escapes me, tears brimming my eyes and falling off to the sides of my face as I stare up at the ceiling. This is what happiness feels like.
I don’t know what will be next for us. Life will be different without danger around every corner. Who knows, maybe we’ll just grow old together sitting in big rocking chairs.
Whatever comes next, whatever life becomes for us—it’ll be something amazing.
Something is coming, something great and wonderful. A beginning. I feel us moving towards some great potential on the horizon.
I feel…Promise. For a beautiful future ahead of us.
THE END
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What’s Next?
I’ve honestly never finished a story before, so I have a lot of feelings about leaving our Progeny family behind. Who knows what could be in store though, maybe someday we can drop in on them and see how their future pans out. 

For now though… it’s time to move on to the next story, the next characters— the next adventure.

Follow me on social media to stay updated about upcoming projects! Join my reader’s group to be the first to hear about upcoming works in progress, exclusive content, and to get your name in the “Good Girl Jar” for fun giveaways: 
 
Facebook.com/groups/RathesRatchetReaders
Stalk me! You can find all of my social media links at: Linktr.ee/RebeccaRathe
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