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Chapter 1: Introductions, Mack
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“Listen. Mack. I’m telling you. Trust me on this. You have to get a DiaperSingularityTM. It’s gonna change your life!”

I look over to the generic middle-aged white guy gesticulating at me with a half-full bottle of beer. I can only blame myself for bringing him into my cramped condo and inviting him to take up space on my faux-fancy pleather couch. Not to mention drink the precious little beer I keep rationed for special occasions.

“I dunno, Paul. I’ve heard that...”

“So much easier! Life changing! You just toss the poopy diaper in and poof! It vanishes! No more poop! No more smell! You have to get it, Mack! You have to!” Paul says. I’m not sure he needs me to have a conversation.

“Sounds great, Paul.” I try again. “I’ve heard some weird things about the DiaperSingularityTM, like no one really knows where those diapers are going. I mean what if they’re going to an alien planet or something...”

“Aliens!” Paul scoffs. “That’s ridiculous! You know it’s just a quantum portal, right?” He peers at me. “And you know the DiaperSingularityTM is fully vetted approved by State Department of Spectacular Innovation, right?” He narrows his eyes. “Mack. Where are you getting your information from? Not one of those radical anti-government feeds, are you?”

Uh oh. 

I laugh as casually as I can. There’s a power imbalance here seeing as how he’s a card-carrying full-blooded White American and I’m a Canado-American provisional citizen with docked marks because I’m of Chinese descent. My Approved Minority Card wouldn’t do much to protect me if he decided to call the Annexation Police Authority. 

“Of course not! You know I get the news from the same state-approved place as you and our social media has the same patriotism filters as you. Couldn’t have gotten into our Breeding Colony if I didn’t!” I laugh again and fall back on the truth: “You know all my science fiction imaginings and everything... I’m always finding ideas for my book. Aliens everywhere! Hahahahaha...”

“Right. Right. You’re a writer, right. Forgot about that.” A box gets ticked in Paul’s head as he dismisses me as a non-threat. “How’s that working out?”

More painful truth: “Not great. Still working on the general plot and it’s hard to find time to write with Ruby running around. Two-year-olds, right?”

“Right. That’s hard. Take it from me. Ruby will grow out of it. Good thing you have a day job!” Paul slaps me on the shoulder with unnecessary enthusiasm. “See? That’s why you need the DiaperSingularityTM! Once the second baby comes, it’ll give you time to write your book!” 

I can’t believe I requested a day off without pay for this. Given the timing of my commute, there’s no way I can salvage this day and get back to work. Granted, my job is a black hole sucking the marrow out of my soul, but it would have been nice to at least earn enough to pay for my child’s daycare fee. But these were my instructions.

“That’s a good point, Paul.” I nod to convey deep appreciation. “The real reason is because those things are expensive, what with the separate power connection we’d need and also not sure we’d have the space for it too...”

“What? Expensive?” Paul says with genuine shock. “Just finance it and sell it later! It’s easy! No problem! It’s just an extra small fee for your debt service!”

I smile and nod. “Good point, Paul. I’ll have to talk to Sarah about it.”

“Yeah, yeah! Do that!” Paul says approvingly. “Now you wanted to know what really works with my kids? Here it is: you got to also get you and Sarah a subscription to a quantum fissure zone. We use Quantum Bubble, but other people say they like EscapeQuantum. I think they’re pretty similar, buy Mary loves Quantum Bubble, so that’s what we do. Good news is you can have a trial subscription for a month before you’re locked in. Try it once and you’ll be a changed man! And you have to get...”

The reason for this self-inflicted get-together was because I’d asked Paul if he could regale me with his child-rearing wisdom – specifically what things he thought were necessary for us to buy to make our lives easier now that we’ll soon be swimming in diapers (again) in addition to a two-year old prone to epic meltdowns. Yeah, I have no intention of following any of his advice. I certainly have no plans to put a stupidly expensive device of dubious safety in my home (aliens or not) when it takes about two minutes to walk out the trash. 

Getting Paul here wasn’t easy. It took several months of stalking Paul’s local playarea an hour drive away two Breeding Colonies over in Langford. It was a major pain but fortunately we didn’t have to leave the island and go over to the mainland. The only way I could power through all the driving was that Ruby loved going there – and I had to admit their slides were way better the ones at our playarea in Victoria. 

Just as I was about to tell Sarah we should be bailing on our stalking plan, Paul showed up one day with his two kids and set them loose. His were seven and nine so he was lucky enough to be able to plop down on the bench and mostly ignore them. And that was where I came in and played up the whole clueless young parent thing and buttered him up by being in awe of how lucky he is with his older kids. Didn’t take much for him to magnanimously take me under his wing (gag) and offer all kinds of advice. 

Remember the mission. 

I take a deep breath and...

brrrrrBabababaBUM! brrrrBabababaBUM! brrrrBabababaBUM!

Trumpets and drums blare over the neighborhood speakers, followed by a manly, virile voice.

“To all citizens and provisional citizens of our proud province of British Columbia in the Fifty-First State of America! Please stand up for our country!”

It’s the first time I’ve been happy to be interrupted by our daily Pledge of Allegiance. Hard to believe it’s been five years of this nonsense already.

Paul and I stand up tall and straight, right hand over our hearts. We don’t need to change rooms since we’re right next to the windows and the surveillance drones can see us. We wait for the flat beep and as one we intone,

“I pledge allegiance to the United States of America, and do hereby swear to uphold the glory of the Republic and its dominion over the lesser annexed countries. We are one nation under God, indivisible, with liberty and justice for all loyal Americans.” 

Another flat beep tells us we’ve been completed our daily patriotic duty. Our performance has been duly recorded and graded. Hopefully, my being with a bonafide redneck will up my score.

A seemingly revitalized Paul looks to me, beams grandly, and says, “How’s that Mack? Got enough good ideas now? Need anything else?”

Deep breath.

“Yeah. I could use your help with one other thing. I need to ask a favour.”

“Oh? Sure. What’s up?”

“I need you to ask Mary for help.”

“Mary? My wife?”

“I think my relationship with Sarah ending.”

“What? Really? Why? Don’t you have a second kid coming?”

“That’s what I’m hoping Mary can help with. Do you think she can talk to her?”

“I guess but...”

“If not, I’m pretty sure we’re going to have a divorce.” 
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Chapter 2: Introductions, Sarah
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“I can’t poop in these conditions! Mack! Please!” Where the hell is he?

“...but mama, I just want to...”

“Ruby, no. I said no.” I once again bat my two-year old’s hands off my body. My poop is especially stuck today. Deep breath. Damn it. Not too deep. “Listen to mama. Please don’t touch me. Can you please stand in the corner over there?”

“Mama, I want to be close...”

“Mama needs to poop, Ruby. Mama needs to poop, okay? Mack! Help!”

“Can you read me a story?”

“No! I can’t read you a story!” I take a not too deep breath. For god’s sake, why can’t I stop yelling at her??? “I’m sorry, baby. I have to focus on pooping.”

“But poop is already there, mama. I smell it.” Ruby points at my bum.

“Ruby! More is coming! Mack!”

“Can I have a story?”

“No!”

“But dada reads stories to me while he poops...”

“That’s dada’s superpower! I can’t do that!”

“But mama, what’s your superpower?”

“Making milk! Mack! Please! Take Ruby away!” 

“No mama no! Noooooo! Nooooooooooo! NOOOOOOOOO!!!!!”

Great. A fucking meltdown.

And of course, it’s only then that my husband peeks his head in.

“Ok, Ruby, let’s give mama some space.” Mack tries to gently guide Ruby out as if being gentle and ensuring our child’s consent would work. Of course, the only reaction is her arching her back and,

“NOOOOOOOO!!!!!AAAAAAAAHHHHHHHH!!!! MAMA! MAMA! MAMAAAAAAAHHH!”

“Come on, Ruby. Let’s go, ok?” 

“Mack! Can you please get her out of here?”

“What do you think I’m trying to do?”

“MAAAAAMAAAAAAAA!!!!!! AAAAAAHHHH!!!!”

“What were you doing? Didn’t you hear me?”

“Yes, I heard you. Of course I did. I was filing a report. You know, about the thing.”

I suppress a sigh. I’ve told Mack a number of a times calling our mission the “thing” will not hide us from the surveillance algorithms.

“That could have waited!”

“But I had a spare minute and...”

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA!!!”

“Pick her up dammit! Just get pick her up and get her out if you ever want me to meet with Mary!”

Pooping has been an adventure with this second pregnancy. Somehow every poop manages to be slower to come out than the last. I’m really looking forward to when another being isn’t inside me and pressing on my guts. Mercifully, I manage to get the remainder of my poo out even while listening to Ruby lose her mind in the other room as Mack tries to distract her with a variety of songs, toys, and attempts at games. Not for the first time, I very much regret clicking the “no screentime” option of our breeding contract. Not for the first time, I doubt that knocking off those couple of percentage points off our debt service plan was worth it. 

Eventually I manage to get out of our condo in the midst of another Ruby screaming fit. Lately, she’s not exactly been reacting positively to being separated from me. I once stayed twenty minutes at the door, waiting for her whimpering to end so I could leave without feeling guilty, but of course I ended up late to an appointment. I guess I should be happy that with the stakes so high and with the timing so tight this time, my only choice is to storm down the hall as fast as possible so I can make enough time to pass all the security checkpoints to the Langford Breeding Colony.

When I’m finally there and deep within the labyrinth of gated communities and heavily armed drone patrols, I’m greeted at Mary’s door with a puff of sticky-sweet perfume, ushered in the house, swept onto the living room couch, and fussed over for being a woman “in my condition.”

I smile and nod. 

“...I’m so happy, so happy you came! Paul’s spoken so much about you husband and your child!” Mary trills. Like all those in the Langford Breeding Compound, she’s very white and very blond, though the whiteness is hard to discern under the standard-issue bronze foundation that all the neighbourhood women paste on everyday. As I understand it, they sell gallon containers of the foundation at Costco in various subshades Freedom Gold and Liberty BronzeTM.

“Thank you for taking the time. I know you’re busy with kids too...”

“No problem at all! Paul has the kids today!” Mary waves at her cavernous home. It’s utterly silent and creepily empty. “Please sit! Take the comfy chair! When are you due again?”

“Three weeks from now is the official date but...”

“So you’re about to pop! Oh my! How exciting!” Mary’s smile has too many teeth. “You know if it’s a boy or girl?”

“Girl.”

“Oh that’s the best! Always good to have more breeders” I have no idea what to say to that. “Now, tell me what’s going on. Between us women, you can really tell me. That’s what moms are for, isn’t it? Moms have to watch out for each other! I’m here any time for you! And please have one of these cookies! I made them from a new recipe!” 

The “homemade” cookies are plump golden brown with a couple of raisins on top. I know exactly what brand they are. Melania’s True Almond Crunch Surprise. I’d once reviewed them for my food-influencer channel that’s on indefinite hiatus. Yet another pre-child thing I thought would return to with enough time... If I was about ever making it as a food influencer, I’d tell Mary about a very simple and delicious gluten-free oatmeal raisin cookies that she could make with just one ripe banana and a cup of oatmeal flour that she could make in no more than an hour even including the oven warm-up time and...

“It’s the sex, isn’t it?”

“...I’m sorry?”

“Sex!” Mary repeats with vigour. “That’s why you and Mack are getting a divorce!”

“Sorry, I... is that what Mack said?” What the hell is going on here? What the hell did Mack say?

Mary trills again. She sounds a bit like a drugged animal. “No, of course not! But I can guess!” She winks at me. “Paul said you guys were having some problems and could be getting a divorce. Something about your debt being too high.”

“Yes, that’s right. Our debt is so crazy and we’re not sure...”

“But I know what it’s really about.” Mary winks again. Her massive, bleached blond eyelashes are like Venus flytraps snapping at me. “Those boys and their penises, am I right?”

It takes a second for me to orient myself.

“No really, Mary. It’s not about sex.” I say firmly. At least I think so? I should probably check in with Mack. It’s not like we’ve had a lot of sexy time lately. “It’s really about our debt. We’re very worried about it. We’re not sure we’re ever going to be in the clear. We’ve heard rumours of people needing to commit their lives to the Breeding Colony and we do eventually want to move out. We thought that seeing as how you and your family are so knowledgeable about debt restructuring that maybe you could give us some advice?”
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