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      This is a prequel to the New Beginnings M/M series by Kashel Char. It is a re-edit of the originally published Men of Phoenix written by Stefan Pride. Stefan invited Kashel to co-author and update it with fresh thoughts, preparing it for an audiobook recording. It was re-titled Phoenix Code Copyright © 2022 by Kashel Char and Stefan Pride.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      NO AI/NO BOT. We do not consent to any Artificial Intelligence (AI), generative AI, large language model, machine learning, chatbot, or other automated analysis, generative process, or replication program to reproduce, mimic, remix, summarize, or otherwise replicate any part of this creative work, via any means: print, graphic, sculpture, multimedia, audio, or other medium. We support the right of humans to control their artistic works.

      Unless expressly noted, no part of this publication may be reproduced, scanned, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise known or from now on invented, without the express written permission of the authors. The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or any other means without the author’s permission are illegal.

      DEAR READER/LISTENER

      This story has explicit and graphic depictions unsuitable for young and sensitive readers or anyone offended by gay sex.
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      2046 A.D.

      

      Environment Project One (EP-1) was meant to house approximately twenty-five thousand people in secure conditions. Over the next six to eight weeks, the project’s directors intended to indoctrinate two to three groups of two thousand people. Males, females, and family members were supplemented methodically among the tested and authorized inhabitants. Additions would occur every three years, based on population growth and a city capacity of no more than twenty-five thousand. Progress and setbacks would be tracked, analyzed, corrected, and improved to develop and build global cities. 

      Primarily, these life-sustaining cities will be constructed to ensure that humanity’s civilizational achievements continue to grow and progress. Simultaneously, the trend of widespread destruction of paleoclimates was reversed.

      The self-sustaining cities were fundamentally solar and steam-powered domes built of two-foot-thick plexiglass and titanium blocks that formed tetracontagon bases. EP-1 was constructed in Antarctica’s dry valley plateau, flanked by the Trans-Antarctic Mountain Range and a desert-like landscape. On a bright sunny day when the plating was activated, the wonder of the architectural marvel could be seen for miles around. The twenty-four-inch titanium ridges glistened as they were warmed to melt the ice, not only to protect the domes and the people who lived within their translucent walls, but also to harvest the natural light streaming into the domes. 

      These initiatives were sparked by exponential global warming trends and the Z3H993 parvovirus epidemic and vaccine crisis of 2038. The virus resulted in rapid double X-chromosome inactivation and adverse mutations, which were handed down from mothers to their daughters.

      In female infants, the presence of the mutated sex chromosomes resulted in severe chromosomal anomalies and the dissolution of sexual dimorphism. In the aftermath, females were born sterile, without female genitalia or possessing both male and female organs. Additionally, masculine features, such as bigger bodies and thicker hair, were accentuated. Regrettably, no therapy can reverse or correct DNA damage due to its hereditary makeup. 

      As a result, healthy females were separated, and their eggs extracted. The World Health Protected Species Society (WHPSS) charged Dr. John Saunders—who gathered a team of savants—with developing an upgraded human race, a superior species. The majority of scientists were funded and supported to do their own unlimited studies. Due to the nature and importance of one highly secret initiative, Project Omega got the highest financial backing and assistance. The scientists selected were the very finest in their fields, chosen for their intelligence, diversity, youth, accomplishments, and, most importantly, their genetic mapping capabilities.

      To preserve, restart, or rather re-engineer humanity through a new nation-building system, it was crucial to establish a trustworthy institution and governing body as the ultimate hope for humanity’s survival. Thus, the plan emphasized advanced education, minimum military defense, progressive healthcare, unconventional citizenship based on a rebuilt infrastructure, and government charters devoid of ethnic, religious, or any other component that has steered the human race thus far. 

      The goal was the birth of a new civilization that would transform and evolve into a wholly new global entity. The sponsors and governments of the United States, Australia, the United Kingdom, and the WHPSS all contributed infinite resources to ensure the successful birth of that new civilization.
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      “Good morning, citizens of our lovely glass-domed city.

      I am Lasitor, your Artificial Intelligence (AI) community news broadcaster. It is now six a.m.

      The local Antarctic temperatures are −70.6°F. But don’t worry, the coastal temperatures are almost balmy, expected to reach a searing maximum of 14.0°F during the summer. The terrain is almost entirely covered by an ice sheet, but beneath is a hidden landscape of mountains, valleys, and plains. Nice to know when you are freezing your butt off.

      The sea levels are rising exponentially. The icecaps are melting at an alarming rate and constantly shifting and giving birth to pools of hot water and steam. You can breathe this air, but it is stinky and similar to the dull mist of a fart. Other than that, dear humans, all is peachy.

      Breakfast is served until eight a.m.

      Thank you, and enjoy your day.”

      

      Colonel Dr. Brad McCormick

      2046 A.D.

      Environmental Project One

      Antarctica

      Earth

      “Colonel McCormick, come to communications immediately, sir!” Connor’s command was loud and stressed as it boomed from McCormick’s small personal radio. “Run! Don’t walk,” he added.

      Brad McCormick, who had been working on the experimental growing lights in the Agriculture Dome, had been taken aback by the near panicky voice of his second in command, Connor O’Hara. The urgency in his usual soft-spoken voice alarmed Brad, so he went tearing down the long corridor toward the Communication Dome. The energy-saving lights could barely keep up with his pace as his motion initiated the activation sensors.

      Finally, he came to a dead halt in front of the shiny metallic door to the Command Center. He waved his hand so the sensor would hurry and do its censoring. He took a deep breath, calming himself, and burst inside as soon as the door slid open. He found his friend and second-in-command in the Communications Room. The area was half-moon shaped with white furniture and curved plexiglass screens for optimal viewing. The pixilation was so fine that one could see a sand flea doing the mambo on top of Tutankhamun’s tomb in Egypt’s Valley of the Kings.

      “What is going on, Connor?” Brad asked as he walked with purpose inside.

      “Seems we may have a wee problem on our hands. Help me make some sense of all this.” Connor motioned for Brad to sit in the chair beside him, as he hammered away at his keyboard, eyes fixed on the virtual networking screens.

      “What seems to be the problem, besides the fact that you’re sitting here looking at an empty room? Is that Houston Headquarters?” Brad asked as he patted the young scientist’s back, taking the seat next to him.

      “You’ll recall that I mentioned at dinner last evening I’d been unable to contact Houston for our bi-weekly report. I put it off as resulting from some flares initially. The more I thought about the flare rationale, the more it made little sense with the new communications technology. So I attempted new contact efforts first thing this morning. At first, it was the same, just a black screen and static. Then Marcia Merrick appeared on the screen. She looked like bloody fucking hell. Rambling, running her words together, and screeching at other times about a pandemic. She told me to wait, saying she had to go but would get someone to speak to me, and then she turned and ran to the door in the back of the room. That’s what we’re looking at now. I’ve been holding for about fifteen minutes. I just had this feeling and thought it wise to call you immediately,” Connor said.

      “This is all very strange, Connor. Let’s get Mika Romanov and my boys in here. I want them to feel in the loop,” Brad directed Connor, referring to his son Simon and his college buddy Paul Chevalier. They selected both boys as interns at the Antarctica facility due to their high academic standing.

      “Good idea!” Connor said even as he picked up the pager and ordered the three men to the Communications Room, stat.

      Minutes later, Simon and Paul arrived. Both stood over six-foot tall and were athletically built. The two had been inseparable since meeting at school.

      Dr. Mika Romanov, a Russian geneticist, geologist, medical doctor, physicist, and linguist, entered from the corridor that led to the subterranean entryway. Mika had proven to be an integral part of their team. He’d been procured by Dr. John Saunders, who’d been impressed by his research and publications in various scientific journals. Mika was loud and often opinionated, but his laugh was infectious and his smile completely disarming. He had the handsome Viking look. Over six feet eight inches tall and sported a luscious shoulder-length blond mane. His facial hair constantly appeared to be in a state of stubble. Other than his mother tongue, Mika spoke English and six other languages fluently.

      Brad updated them on what little he knew. Then, with concerned and questioning eyes, they stood in silence in front of the monitors watching the empty room at Houston HQ. Something crashed and broke, which was followed by twenty minutes of tense silence. They inched forward as if something would appear on the monitor by doing so.

      The face of a gaunt, sickly-looking man appeared, filling the screens as if out of nowhere. His hair was unkempt, and his face unshaven. His eyes were wide, and the white blood red.

      “My good god! That’s Doctor Saunders!” Connor exclaimed. “Doctor Saunders, what the hell’s going on there?” Connor’s Irish accent was thick with concern. Saunders was a friend, and he was a mentor to him.

      “Connor! I never thought I would hear from you again!” Saunders spoke weakly. “Is it there, too?” he asked with growing alarm in his voice.

      “Is what here?” Connor shouted.

      “Keep calm, Connor,” Brad ordered.

      Connor nodded and lowered his voice. “Doctor Saunders, please tell us what’s happening and what we can do to help?” Connor asked his old friend.

      “Connor, you’ve been told nothing? Not surprising. The world has fallen apart since our last communication. There has been a deadly outbreak, most probably due to a bioterrorism agent. The WHPSS just declared a pandemic of unknown origin. Global coordination and response mobilization is non-existent due to mass bombings and explosions of communication systems and electrical grids. No one has claimed responsibility for the incident. This is a global attack on all nations, with no exceptions. It’s not restricted to a specific location. According to all intelligence reports from around the world, no country has escaped the effects of the crisis. It’s truly as if the earth is ridding itself of the human race.” Dr. Saunders coughed and laughed as if it was a joke.

      The men in the Communications Room were shocked and speechless. Brad knew he had to uncover more. “Tell us about the disease. Maybe we can help. We have scientists here that will diagnose and produce a vaccine for you.”

      “We haven’t even been able to tell how it’s transmitted. What we know is that the first symptom is a severe headache followed by a fever. This happens in the first twenty-four hours. It then seems to disappear. A low-grade fever becomes evident in the next twenty-four to forty-eight hours, followed by cerebral edema, which, depending on the person, causes disorientation within twelve to eighteen hours.” He paused to take a few deep breaths and then continued. “Followed by coma and death within the next twenty-four hours. While statistics have been poorly executed due to the rapid spread of this virus, bacteria, or whatever it is…” He paused, shook his head slowly, and looked back up at them. “The survival rate is unknown. The transmission rate is...the…”

      “Mom! What about Mom!” Simon shouted, moving closer to the screen.

      “Son, please, we must let Doctor Saunders finish. Maybe we can learn something that will help your mom and our other colleagues’ families.” Simon looked up at Brad. He had hope in his eyes. “Your mother was in Houston. She had prepared to come here with the first wave of residents. I’m sure she must be alright,” Brad said, and Paul stepped forward to place his arms around Simon to comfort him.

      “I’m sorry, son. I will not leave you stranded at the bottom of the world with false hope. The first civilian wave team is no longer. Its last member, John Sorenson, passed away yesterday,” Saunders said, and Simon turned to Paul for comfort while sobbing softly into his shoulder. “It’s the same outside of HQ. My wife died in my arms this morning. We’d just gotten word that my son, his wife, and his two children succumbed earlier this week. I’m glad she was spared knowing that Todd and her beloved grandchildren were gone.”

      Connor swallowed a cry and his eyes brimmed with water.

      “Ty che, blyad,” Mika swore in Russian. He pulled his chair closer to hear better, then spoke to Connor. “Comrade, are you recording this?”

      “I am,” Connor answered in a whisper.

      “The bodies are everywhere, and this will, of course, worsen and escalate disease and death rates,” Dr. Saunders said after collecting himself. He paused to cough a few times before continuing. “What science fiction writers have written about for decades, and scientists have theorized for years, has finally happened. It’s the damn apocalypse!” Saunders shouted.

      “What can we do for you?” Connor asked.

      “You can do nothing for me, my young protégé. Maybe carry me fondly in your memory. We had a couple of good times, and you were a professor’s dream student. A good Irish lad that made me quite proud and who Todd loved and should have married.” Connor shifted uncomfortably at Saunders’ words.

      “You men may be the last remnants of civilization. There are things you must do and do quickly!”

      “What? What should we do?” Connor asked before Brad could ask the same thing.

      “If none of you have been infected, then my theory is correct. This outbreak started just three weeks ago, several weeks after you were already in place at the EP-1 outpost. It’s unlikely that any of you are even carriers. You are safe, and you are self-sufficient. Do not let yourselves be known, don’t give away your position. Don’t leave Antarctica. Stay hidden for at least five years. The longer you can stay hidden, the better. Let this eradicate itself. The decimated remnants of the world’s armies will fragment. All industry has come to a halt, and all technology has been lost. You and perhaps a few others are the sole possessors of all of humankind’s knowledge. Make good use of it.

      “The ground satellites are all pointing in the same direction. To headquarters. We believe it’s the result of electromagnetic surges and coordinated targeting of exospheric orbital satellites, possibly including the International Space Station.” Saunders paused as if he were deliberating. “Yes! You could try contacting the ISS. You’ll figure it out. Assume you suspect that death has reached other outposts, particularly the McMurdo Naval Base, which is the closest to you. In that case, I implore you to stay away for your safety and avoid going there at all costs. Otherwise, if you are certain that no outbreak has reached them, they may be of great assistance because it’s a US naval base with sophisticated equipment, should you need to salvage later on. I’m not aware of any ships or submarines in the vicinity. You have time, resources, and intelligence on your side. You’ll figure it out eventually.” He tapped his fist against the side of his head a few times. He appeared to be trying to recall something.

      “Mika! I hope Peter’s and your research will be ready soon. Roll out our plan for the project.” The men all turned to look at Mika.

      “What’s he talking about, Mika?” Brad asked, frowning. This was news to him. Mika made an insignificant gesture with his pointer and thumb.

      “A little something-something, I will tell you later, comrade,” he whispered. Brad assumed it was classified.

      “You will have your progeny, and you will have descendants, but not the way anyone would expect. Doctor Romanov and Doctor Peter von Leutzendorf…” Saunders was coughing so intensely that he could barely take a breath.

      “Tell him to sit down. He looks like a zombie, deathly pale and unable to stand upright,” Brad muttered under his breath. Saunders cupped his hand over his mouth, and Brad noticed a trickle of blood coming from his ear. The boys gasped, Connor swore, and Mika balled his fists not saying a word.

      “Sit down or get some rest and talk to us in a wee bit...we’d understand,” Connor said.

      Saunders attempted a chuckle. “Always thinking of others’ comfort, Connor, and what’s best for them. No, my boy, rest is something I’ll get plenty of shortly. Unlike my dear wife, I believe that death will bring nothing but peace and sleep. There are three things I must mention.” Again, the coughing, only this time, Saunders placed his hands on each side of his head and winced in pain.

      “Brad, look at him! He can barely talk...the pain is so intense,” Connor whispered.

      “He knows he’s dying. This isn’t the time for personal considerations. I have the lives of everyone here to think about,” Brad said with a grim look on his face.

      “He’s right, my boy, and you must think like him,” Saunders said, clearly hearing the young scientist’s advice to his leader.

      Dr. Saunders stood up straight, took a deep breath, and concentrated on the screen in front of him as if he were concentrating on a single individual. “Brad, I should say that you’re going to have the most difficult job of them all. You must bring together all of the other members of the EP-1 team to establish complete command of the operation. Until you can establish a council that represents the interests of everyone, you should be able to exercise complete authority over your subjects.

      “Your colleagues regard you as their civilian boss, which I think is very important. Soldiers will continue to support you. I’m confident in that fact. Each of you was chosen only after extensive testing, evaluation, and consideration, right down to the lowest-ranking soldier. Your physical endurance, as well as your psychological assessments, distinguish you as a team without equals. Likely, the caliber of men who serve under you will never be equaled again.

      “Time is of the essence and I’m unsure about the status of our power supply or how long it’ll be before a total blackout. Frankly, I’m surprised that we can communicate now with all the havoc going on outside. The few of us left, are on lockdown. We’re running on backup generators. I bring this up not just because I’ll be dead shortly, but because there’s something you must do, and even now, you may not have time.” Saunders once more held his head as if trying to keep his skull from exploding.

      “Your computer bank is among the best assembled. You have vast amounts of knowledge at your fingertips. I just uploaded and installed my WHPSS daily log. However, much of what you have stored is project-specific and classified. You need to tap into that and then into significant institutions that may still be accessible. I would recommend medical institutions, the WHPSS, NASA, Russian intelligence, Chinese, and even the CIA. Most importantly, you need to download architectural, metallurgical, and forensic construction engineering information.”

      “I see where you’re going with this, Saunders. Those are the second-wave professionals. The civilians expected to join us in a couple of weeks,” Brad said as he realized the scope of their problem.

      “Yes. Connor can help you there. He and Todd almost broke into the US Treasury and transferred it to their bank account. Fortunately, they came to their senses, but to this day, the government never knew they’d been breached and almost robbed by my home computer. Do this right away, or that knowledge will be lost, I fear. I’ll leave this line open so that, if necessary, you can use this facility’s computer bank to possibly access others.

      “Finally, I must get back to the progeny comment which I referenced earlier. You may think this is coming from the mouth of a man on the verge of madness. Think what you will, but keep it in mind nevertheless. There are no women. The plan was to introduce the selected and unaffected civilians in waves of ten thousand up to a maximum of twenty-five thousand in three-year increments until the WHPSS leadership decided otherwise. Last week, that support team perished. So, you may have to adopt a new belief system sooner than expected.”

      “Doctor Saunders, sir, I’m unsure what you’re saying. What are you suggesting? I don’t...I mean, these are all men who took their positions here knowing that there might be unforeseen hardships, and I believe they can deal with those hardships,” Brad responded.

      “Brad, my friend, listen to me. I mean psycho-social gratification. Suppose you’re to manage these men effectively over the next several decades. In that case, you’ll have to see that their off-duty life is as well-adjusted as possible under the circumstances. Your men expected wives, husbands, girlfriends, boyfriends, and even children to join them, who are likely dead now. Some men don’t even know that they are genetically predisposed and were specifically selected for this reason. Apart from their basic human needs, when you deny them hope, or simple human intimacy or sex, they will regress into sex-crazed animals. You must reassess your leadership style. A rigid military leadership style may cause problems.”

      “I promise to think progressively and trans value, sir.” All their careful planning, the whole futuristic, save the planet shit-show is raining down on me.

      “Good man, McCormick. I shall miss our debates. Connor, I shall miss you, you were like a son to me. Mika, you are brilliant, and your knowledge and bravado will be an invaluable asset to humankind. Your research is humanity’s last hope. Simon, your mother’s loss is devastating to you, I know, and her loss as an integral part of the project’s scientific team is tragic. I know you don’t understand this now, but time will heal many of your wounds more than you know. Paul, I’m glad you’re safe and there with Simon. I’m sorry I don’t know the fate of your family. You have a new family now with Brad and Simon. Enough of this talking. You may have only hours to do the downloads I suggested, and Connor must still break the codes to hack into their systems. Oh, and, Brad…”

      “Sir?” Brad answered as he stepped to his son and put an arm around his shoulders.

      “The psychological profiles we did on your people are essentially infallible. I believe we had chosen well for you. With that said, gentlemen, I wish you well and bid you ado. I now wish to join my wife in her room and end this fucking headache.”

      Saunders turned and walked toward the exit door in the background. Brad saw the pistol in his right hand as Saunders turned around and saluted them before leaving their sight.

      “Connor, get to work on those codes and download everything mentioned and anything additional you think we might need to survive for millennia. Also, download the complete world history, especially the makeup of the American government from its conception to the present. I want every point of view you can get. That may well be the most important thing we have soon. Simon, contact Sergeant Bryan Howell, and tell him to come to my office immediately,” Brad ordered.

      “Yes, sir!”

      Brad bent down and whispered to Connor, “Also, download everything you can on human relations and behavioural science concentrating on anthropology and the evolution of homosexuality.” With that, he was gone to meet with and inform Sgt. Howell of what was going on.

      Two hours later the residents were congregated in the Communications Dome. It was located in the center of the EP-1 complex. A good comparison would be the head of an octopus, with its many tentacles serving as passageways to the various pods of domed structures within the structure itself. Doorways from eight of the forty sides of the building flew open in response to the status call to the Communications Dome. In less than three minutes, the vast majority of the population, except a few essential military guards, had gathered in front of the elevated platform where Brad waited to address them.

      In just a few weeks, the EP-1 domed complex would have been fully staffed with a total of ten thousand year-round residents, the most extensive populated base to ever be attempted in the desolate Antarctic wilderness. Brad was now looking at nothing more than a handful of men who were quite possibly the last and best of humanity.

      “Can you tell me how many heads are in EP-1, Corporal?” Brad asked a bewildered-looking soldier with an electronic gadget and a pen in his hands.

      He typed furiously on the tablet and answered nervously, “Colonel Doctor, we have exactly one thousand nine hundred eighty-nine heads inside, but there may be a few busy working outside, still unaccounted for, sir.” The soldier, a real computer geek with glasses much too big for his small rounded face, sounded reasonably sure of himself.

      “Thank you, Corporal, please report to Master Sergeant Bryan Howell. I want a definitive number of military and civilian personnel present. We’re going on lockdown. Assist him in keeping track of our numbers. All those on guard or working outside, bring them inside. Then, find my second in command, Connor O’Hara, with the final number of souls sleeping at EP-1 tonight,” Brad said as he turned to face the crowd. He adjusted the microphone height to accommodate his six-foot-two frame while doing a quiet and quick calculating assessment.

      Thirty-seven football fields fit inside fifty acres, up to one hundred thousand people per stadium, and before him stood maybe one percent of that.

      He straightened his back and spoke. “Gentlemen, please take a seat.” As Colonel Dr., he was a senior officer in the military and the civilian contingent of EP-I. Their future, the world’s future, lies now on his shoulders. He procrastinated for an excessive pause. “Recent unfortunate events are why I called you here.” Brad’s voice was strained. If they came close enough, they could see his red puffy eyes. Brad turned and checked in with Master Sgt. Howell, Mika, and Connor. They were pale and their expressions set in stone.

      Brad turned back, taking a deep breath, and explained as best he could what he’d been told by Saunders. That said, he pointed a remote control to the massive screen and played what he felt was relevant for them. Connor had edited the recording on orders from Brad to exclude top-secret and unnecessary information. He’d rationalized that now was not the time. The men would have enough to deal with worrying if their families had survived. Connor was also sure to edit out the part where the elder scientist had outed him.

      Audible sobs and gasps of disbelief came from the men. One dark-haired scientist, Brad remembered him from, had always seemed cheerful, like the local social butterfly, was now sobbing in another man’s arms. Then they left as the man struggled to console him.

      “Everyone here is equally affected by these events. We owe it to the people who loved us to continue to do everything we can to survive. They would want us to live on and carry their memories in our hearts. While it will be some years before we can safely leave, we can try to contact some of the other bases. We will begin doing that as soon as we can. In the meantime, I know how difficult this will be, but I must ask you to remember your positions and what you were sent here to do. This is now more important than ever if we are to survive in this climate.

      “As I speak, Doctor O’Hara is downloading information from several of the world’s greatest information banks to help increase our odds of survival, as instructed by Doctor Saunders. Now⁠—”

      Abruptly a voice from the assembly interrupted Brad. “What about our families? If the internet is up, why not let us try to contact our families?” Jake, a bioengineer, yelled. Several men agreed, both the soldiers and the scientists.

      Raising his hands in the air for silence and to gain the floor once again, Brad spoke. “Gentleman, I wish I could let you do that. Right now, however, every computer is downloading information that we may need to live. I don’t know how long the information will be available. But when we’re done, and if the internet is still up, I have no problem with you trying to contact your loved ones.”

      “Why do we have to wait? I think it’s more important that we get the opportunity to contact family than downloading how to bake a cake!” a young soldier by the name of Linus shouted.

      “Stand down, Private! That’s an order,” Master Sgt. Howell barked. “We would all like to make contact, but right now, we must do what’s good for the group, not for us individually.”

      “Let’s hope that what’s downloaded already will be enough,” Connor interjected.

      “Because, men, the bloody internet just became history. The engineers, architects, building designers, draftspersons, interior designers for interior fit-outs or renovations, and contractors for the larger, more complex building project services are not coming. Many other professionals trained in their specialist disciplines were responsible for the coordination of this architectural marvel” —Brad pointed up to the dome structure— “but now we are on our own. We all have to step up and supplement our knowledge bases to survive this. We’ve all been chosen for this specific reason. You knew the projected re-engineering and what our main goal entailed when you signed up. We must not lose focus.”
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      “Good morning, citizens of our lovely glass-domed city.

      It is I, Lasitor, your AI and community news broadcaster. It is now six a.m.

      If you’ve marked your calendar for outside activities today, I suggest you go with Plan B.

      While the outside promises much excitement in the form of apocalyptically high winds, blizzards, cyclonic storms, tsunamis, earthquakes, and unpredictable monsoon patterns near coastal regions, your day might be better spent canoodling with a friend.

      Also, don’t trust the rumors about dead zones. Read the latest piece of news about body odor and how you can deal with it.

      Breakfast is served until eight a.m.

      Thank you, and enjoy your day.”

      

      Colonel Dr. Brad McCormick

      2049 A.D.

      Environmental Project One

      Antarctica

      Earth

      Brad made his way to the communal breakfast area. The cold, empty corridor connected the domes that lay like ping-pong balls against the Trans-Antarctic Mountain Range. He’d sensed that things were changing lately, but he was unsure of how to approach this particular situation. It made him unusually nervous not knowing how to move forward. He felt visionless so he projected an air of superiority by appearing aloof, rigid, and unapproachable in order to maintain his image as an intelligent leader. It kept him safe and prevented him from getting involved in potentially messy or uncomfortable conversations.

      But he was lonely as fuck. The dining area was noisy. After standing in line to have his breakfast served, he searched for an empty table and sat down. He figured that since the limbic system associated with sexual desire is linked to libido and the part of the brain responsible for higher-level functions like planning and thinking, the gifted savants were increasingly restless. In other words, the men were horny as fuck. He included. All one thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine horny souls at EP-1.

      The men had grieved the loss of a world they once knew and had taken for granted. Many found comfort in denial. But Brad listened to the men with one ear and realized the grieving period was over.

      “You want to help me out, buddy?” one soldier asked loudly.

      “Who-ha-ha,” the men laughed boisterously.

      “Huh, what?” Brad said to no one in particular as the laughter pulled him from his own sticky thoughts about spearing bearded clams. More laughter floated from parties around other tables while enjoying their breakfasts.

      “Hmmm,” someone cleared their throat. “Morning, may I join you?” a handsome young man asked, not waiting for permission, and sat down. Brad stared at him.

      “How’s your morning going?” he asked, being much too friendly for Brad’s comfort. He recognized Dr. Rick Longarrow. He had his sleek black hair pulled back in a ponytail and the usual stethoscope, scrubs, and comfortable white shoes on.

      Taken aback by his beauty, lack of respect, and arrogance, Brad jumped up and excused himself. “Morning, good, thank you. Sorry, I have to go.” He scurried out of the dining area like a tongue-tied teenager seeing their crush.

      What was that? The audacity of that exotic-looking man! I’m not inclined to...with anyone…

      Brad’s thoughts were jumbled. The beautiful long-haired doctor confused him. Made him nervous. He preferred his distance, and he felt safe in his cocoon of loneliness and power.

      This thought made him even more panicky. He was going to fuck this up. All he could imagine was the undulating bodies of men having sex and no growth, no future. One big orgy. Fucking into the eternal sunset.

      Brad couldn’t stop from screaming at himself inside his mind. He was aware of what was going on in his environment, but he was unsure how to take the next best step toward moving forward. For three years, he’d been unsure of how to take action. He wished he could just talk to his wife one more time. She would know exactly what to say and would assist him in making sense of all of his conflicting thoughts and feelings about this whole fucking situation.

      “Good morning, Colonel,” Master Sgt. Howell addressed him, ripping Brad from his thoughts. “Do you require a torch, sir?”

      Brad ignored the double entendre and refocused.

      “Yes, thank you. I thought this morning might be a good time to go through some of the more unused tubes in the caves. You know, the areas where we just added lighting. I wanted to explore them a bit deeper today.” The Master Sgt. chuckled.

      One more word about tubes, torches, or going deeper and Brad was going to explode with laughter and blow his own cover. He reeled himself in and gave the man a serious look and a nod.

      They continued walking in silence as they made their way to a section of the cavern system rarely used. The network of volcanic tubes reached deep into the mountain range. Although the tunnels were nowhere near being entirely explored, miles of the tube system were illuminated by the solar energy technology that Brad installed. These tunnels were cold, and they were ideal for storing items that needed to be kept cool.

      An odd series of noises could be heard, but it was difficult to tell where they were coming from because of the slick tubes, and the echoes caused the noise to be distorted. “Many of the men, tiring of the track in the gym, often use the tunnels for running as they extend for miles,” Howell said.

      Brad frowned but nodded his understanding.

      They rounded a sharp bend, where they both came to a dead stop, mouths agape.

      Three young men stood huddled together. Dylan Hurst, a twenty-two-year-old private who was bent slightly forward, his hands pressing against the cavern wall for support, his jogging pants below his knees, legs spread as wide as the fallen pants would allow, and his firm young ass protruding outward behind him. Dr. Mitchell Fairgate, the thirty-year-old bio-agriculturist in charge of light hydroponics, stood, his pants also below the knees. Thrusting what appeared to be a very large cock in and out of the young soldier’s ass. Dylan grunted with each inward plow, not out of pain, but rather in apparent pleasure.

      In front of Dylan and on his knees, the young soldier, Amir, added to the spectacle by holding on to Dylan’s fuzzy ass cheeks and receiving his buddy’s cock with each of Fairgate’s thrusts. Mitchell grunted, pushed in as deeply as he possibly could, and was very clearly ejaculating deep into the soldier’s ass. Brad and Howell had no time to react or say anything. Mitchell used the boy’s taunting buttocks to keep him in place while he was in the throes of orgasmic ecstasy and his knees were about to give way under him. Dylan, in turn, grabbed Amir’s hair and held him in place as he sprayed cum down the handsome tanned corporal’s throat. The young man from the Middle East coughed, but to his credit, didn’t lose a drop as he continued to suck and swallow. When he finally managed to pull his head away from Dylan’s dick, he lashed his tongue out across the man’s cock slit in an attempt to get one more drop. Brad was able to find his own voice at that point.

      “What in the ever-loving fuck do you think you’re doing?” Brad asked. His voice boomed down the tunnels. Mitchell and Dylan’s legs, tangled in their jogging pants, made them fall over when they heard McCormick.

      The moment Dylan began to back away from the wall, he grabbed the lush black locks of Amir’s hair and pulled him forward so they both fell to the floor, with Amir’s face buried in Dylan’s crotch. The three men rose to their feet as quickly as they could under the circumstances and confronted Brad, whose face was red and contorted with rage. Howell did nothing but stand there and watch the situation.

      “Colonel McCormick, I don’t quite know what to say!” Fairgate said, flustered and red-faced while trying to tuck himself into his pants.

      As Dylan pulled his pants up, Brad saw the glistening cum running down the inside of his thighs as it leaked from him. Amir’s very prominent tent in his pants deflated. Brad caught himself wondering how big the young man must be to have created such a protrusion. This consideration angered him even more.

      Focus! he told himself.

      “Fairgate, I don’t quite know what to say either. I’ve known you since you got out of college. I was on the committee when you defended your dissertation for your Ph.D., and my wife and I attended your wedding. Now I don’t even know who you are. What an example you’re setting for these young men. You disgust me, Mitchell!”

      “Sir, I loved my wife as much as any man could love a woman. She’s not here and probably dead from all accounts. I’m a man, and I have needs. I was not disrespecting Dylan or Amir. We were all doing what we needed to do,” Fairgate said, defending himself and the whole caboodle.

      Disregarding Mitchell’s statement, Brad looked at the two young men sternly and without any sign of compassion. “I recognize both of you from, among other things, the university that Mika has put together. I’ve heard promising reports about both of you. So why would you humiliate yourselves like this, being used in such a despicable manner? Aren’t you supposed to be in class? Aren’t you on duty? And what would your fathers think?” The two young men didn’t or perhaps couldn’t respond. They appeared shaken but remained at attention.

      Receiving no reply, Brad shook his head in disgust and turned to Master Sgt. Howell. “Place those two soldiers in confinement.”

      “No, Colonel McCormick,” Mitchell said, louder than necessary, the anger very apparent in his voice. “We were in an area that’s about as private as we can get in this facility. We’re all adults, and we all consented to have sex. It’s not the first time I’ve done this, but it’s the first time I’ve done it with these two soldiers. Normally, I’m with members of our science team. It’s the only way we can keep our sanity. We must have intimacy. If not with each other, then who?”

      “Enough, Mitchell! Master Sergeant Howell, please escort these men and sequester them as I ordered,” Brad said as he turned to get out of their presence.

      “Yes, sir, Colonel, sir!” the handsome sergeant replied. “Sir, if I may, I would like to schedule a meeting in your office as soon as you can,” Howell asked and Brad just nodded.

      “I believe the colonel could benefit from some stress relief,” Mitchell shot out as Brad walked away.
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